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Editor s Introduction 


A fter foxir moderately happy, moderately social 
, years at Bowdom College, Hawthorne came back 
to Salem in 1825 and disappeared hke a stone dropped 
into a well He used to say that he doubted whether 
twenty people in the community so much as knew of his 
existence He had thought that while writing his first 
books he might support himself by working for his 
uncles, who were prosperous stage-coach proprietors, 
then later he might travel into distant countries But the 
books didn’t come out — except for a poor httle romance 
called Fanshawe that was printed at his own expense — 
and meanwhile the place in his uncles’ counting house 
was deferred from month to month, the travels from year 
to year Day after day he spent in his room, it was hke 
an owl’s nest, he said, from which he emerged only at 
dusk. 

If he had hved in Boston he might have found others 
who shared his ambitions or at least understood them 
Boston in 1825 had the beginnings of a hterary society, 
but Salem was a little desert where it seemed impossible 
for any writer to flourish Salem was shipping and poh- 
tics. It was the waterfront, the new Irish slums, and the 
big houses on Chestnut Street where people asked, 
"Who are the Hawthornes?’’ Any young man of Salem 
who tried to enter hterature as others entered business 
or the law was condemned to sohtude, and Hawthorne 
was doubly condemned, by his character as well as by his 
mterests He was intensely shy and proud — shy because 
he was proud, with a high sense of personal merits, a re- 
spect for his ancestors, and a fear of being rebuffed if he 
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went into society The fear grew stronger as his clothes 
grew shabbier and his manners more reserved “I sat 
down by the wayside of life,” he said, "like a man under 
enchantment, and a shrubbery sprung up around me, 
and the bushes grew to be saphngs, and the sapLngs be- 
came trees, until no exit appeared possible, through the 
tangbng depths of my obscurity ” 

As the years passed he fell into a daily routine that 
seldom varied during autumn and winter Each morning 
he wrote or read imbl it was time for the midday dinner, 
each afternoon he read or wrote or dreamed or merely 
stared at a sunbeam boring m through a hole in the bhnd 
and very slowly moving across the opposite wall At sun- 
set he went for a long walk, from which he returned late 
m the evening to eat a bowl of chocolate crumbed thick 
with bread and then talk about books with his two ador- 
mg sisters, Elizabeth and Louisa, both of whom were 
aheady marked for spmsterhood, these were almost the 
only household meetings The younger Hawthornes were 
orphans, their father was a sea captain who had died of 
yellow fever at Surinam when Nathaniel was four years 
old Madame Hawthorne, as his mother was called, had 
fallen into the widow’s habit of eatmg m her room, and 
Ehzabeth often missed dinner because of her daylong 
sohtary rambles There was an old aunt dressed m black 
who wandered through the house or, in summer, worked 
among the flowers like the ghost of a gardener 

In summer Hawthorne’s routine was more varied, he 
went for an early-mormng swun among the rocks and 
often spent the day wandermg alone by the shore, so idly 
that he amused himself by standing on a chff and throw- 
mg stones at his shadow Once, apparently, he stationed 
himself on the long toU-bndge north of Salem and 
watched the procession of travelers from mormng to 
mght He never went to church, but on Sunday mornings 
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he bleed to stand behind the curtain of his open win- 
dow and watch the congregation assemble. At tunes he 
thought that the most desirable mode of existence “might 
be that of a spmtuahzed Paul Pry, hovering invisible 
round man and woman, witnessing their deeds, search- 
ing into their hearts, borrowmg brightness from their 
fehcity and shade from their sorrow, and retaining no 
emotion pecuhar to himself ” At other times — and of- 
tener with the passing years — he was seized by a fierce 
impulse to throw himself into the midst of hfe He came 
to feel there was no fate so horrible as that of the mere 
spectator, condemned to hve m the world without any 
share in its joys or sorrows 

No man is a mere spectator, and even Hawthorne had 
a somewhat larger share in worldly events than he was 
afterwards wilhng to remember Each summer he took 
a fairly long tnp through New England, nding in his 
uncles’ coaches, and once he traveled westward to 
Niagara and Detroit During those trips he talked — or 
rather, hstened — to everyone he met in coach or tavern 
and “enjoyed as much of hfe,” so he said, “as other peo- 
ple do in the whole year’s round ” Even at home he was 
less of a hermit than he later portrayed himself as being, 
sometimes there was company m the evening and some- 
times he paid visits to his three Salem friends One of 
these, Wilham B Pike, was a carpenter and a small 
Democrabc pohtician, in that Whig stronghold Haw- 
thorne shared his pohtical opinions and must have dis- 
cussed with him the questions of party patronage that 
would play an important part m both tiieir hves He 
could sometimes be seen at a bookstore that stocked the 
latest novels and, as time went on, he began writing for 
the Salem Gazette He must have had sbll other contacts 
with the world, but not enough of them — the point is 
important — to destroy his picture of himself as a man 
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completely alone He began to be obsessed by the nobon 
of sohtude, both as an emotional necessity for a person 
like himself and also as a ghostly punishment to which 
he was self-condemned “By some witchcraft or other,” 
he said in 1837 when he was trying to escape from his 
owl’s nest and had started to correspond with his Bow- 
doin classmate, Longfellow, . I have been earned 
apart from the mam current of life, and find it impossible 
to get back again Since we last met, which, I remember, 
was in Sawtell’s room, where you read a farewell poem 
to the relics of the class, — ever since that time I have 
secluded myself from society, and yet I never meant any 
such thing, nor dreamed what sort of hfe I was going to 
lead I have made a captive of myself, and put me into a 
dungeon, and now I cannot find the key to let myself 
out — and if the door were open, I should be almost 
afraid to come out ” 

Those years of self-imprisonment in Salem were the 
central fact in Hawthorne’s career They were his term 
of apprenticeship and his early travels, corresponding 
to the years that other Amencan writers of his time spent 
travehng in Europe or making an overland expedition 
to Oregon or saihng round Cape Horn on a whaler In 
modern terms they were his postgraduate studies, his 
year m Pans, his military service, his job with the Luce 
organization, everything that prepared him for his career. 
Left alone, he traveled into himself and worked or idled 
under his own supervision It was the Salem years that 
deepened and individuahzed his talent 

Talent cannot be acquired or explained, and in Haw- 
thorne’s case we have to start with the fact that he pos- 
sessed it from boyhood Moreover, it was a sturdier sort 
of talent than is usually assigned to him by critics — at 
least by those with the habit of regarding him as a deh- 
cate plant that was incapable of bearing much fruit and 
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would have withered in the sun His Concord neighbors 
had a different picture of him. Emerson, for example, 
was convinced that he had greater resources than he 
ever displayed m his works, and Margaret Fuller said 
of him in the Brook Farm days, "We have had but a 
drop or two from that ocean ” We never had more than 
a trickle and perhaps the mner ocean was not so vast as 
she believed, yet Hawthorne’s hundred-odd stories were 
only a few of those foreshadowed in his notebooks Be- 
sides his four published novels he once had five others 
fully outlined in his head The wonder is not that he 
never wrote them, but rather that some of his projects 
were finished with perfect workmanship at a time when 
circumstances were hostile to Hawthorne’s type of richly 
meditated fiction His talent had to be robust in order to 
survive and had to be exceptionally fertile m order to 
produce, against obstacles, the few books he succeeded 
in wnbng 

We can merely wonder at the talent m itself, but we 
can try to explain a few of the factors in its develop- 
ment At the age of nine he injured one foot in a game 
of bat-and-ball and the doctors judged that he might be 
permanently lame The lameness disappeared after two 
years, but meanwhile it had kept him home from school 
and left him alone to read storybooks hour after hour 
Almost all great writers have been great readers at some 
period of their hves, and Hawthorne, having acquired 
the habit early, continued reading till he died The books 
he read, first and last, were not the nght ones for a Ro- 
mantic novelist trying to keep abreast of the movement 
to which he belonged Apparently Hawthorne never be- 
came acquainted with the works of Balzac, Stendhal, 
Hugo, or with any of the German Romanhes except 
Tieck, one or two of whose stories he read laboriously 
in the origmal His favorite book — the only one men- 
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boned frequently in his wribngs — was Pilgrims Prog- 
ress, but he was also fond of the eighteenth-century 
writers, from whom he acquired a Labmzed vocabulary 
and a formal sentence structure not always appropriate 
to the misty emobons he was trying to express In his 
boyhood he would read anything, no matter how diffi- 
cult, so long as it told a story He raced through the 
Waverley novels one after another, almost as fast as they 
reached Salem 

Besides reading stones as a boy, he also retold them to 
his sisters with wild vanations of his own, and certainly 
he fell into the habit of telhng stones to himself All 
imagmabve children do that, but Hawthorne did some- 
thing more he started an inner monologue that lasted 
for most of his waking hours and seems to have con- 
tmued from youth to age It was this shy man’s sub- 
sbtute for spoken conversabon, once he observed in his 
notebook that he doubted whether he had ever really 
talked with half a dozen persons in his hfe, either men 
or women The inner monologue also served another 
purpose It was the workshop where he forged his plots 
and tempered his style He dreamed m words, while 
walking along the seashore or under the pines, bll the 
words fitted themselves to his sbide The result was 
that his eighteenth-century English developed into a 
natural, a walked, style, with a phrase for every step and 
a comma after every phrase hke a footprint in the sand 
Somebmes the phrases hurry, somebmes they loiter, 
sometimes they march to drums Although he had no 
ear for music and couldn’t tell one melody from another, 
Hawthorne developed an exquisite sense of rhythm 

There is more to be said about this inner monologue 
which played such an important part in his hfe and 
work In one sense it was a dialogue, since Hawthorne 
seems to have divided himself into two personahbes 
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while dreaming out his stones one was the storyteller 
and the other the audience. The storyteller uttered his 
stream of silent words, the audience hstened and ap- 
plauded by a sort of mner glow, or cnticized by means 
of an invisible frown that seemed to say, "But I don’t 
understand ” “Let me go over it again,” the storyteller 
would answer, sDll soundlessly, and then he would re- 
peat his tale in clearer language, with more details, and 
perhaps repeat the doubtful passages again and again, 
till he was sure the invisible listener would understand 
This doubleness in Hawthorne, this division of himself 
into two persons conversmg in solitude, explains one of 
the paradoxes in his hterary character that he was one 
of the loneliest authors who ever wrote, even in this 
country of lost souls, while at the same bme his style was 
that of a social man eager to make himself clear and 
intensely conscious of his audience. For him the audi- 
ence was always present, because it was part of his own 
mind 

Another paradox is also connected with his sohtude 
and seU-absorption Hawthorne was reserved to the 
point of being secretive about his private hfe, and yet 
he spoke more about himself, with greater honesty, than 
any other American of his generation Not only did he 
write prefaces to all his books, in which he explained his 
mtentions and described his faults more accurately than 
any of his critics, not only did he keep journals in which 
he recorded his daily activities, but also most of his 
stories and even, m great part, his four novels are full 
of anguished confessions One can set side by side two 
quotations from his work In the preface to his Mosses he 
said, “So far as I am a man of really individual attributes 
I veil my face, nor am I, nor have I ever been, one of 
those supremely hospitable people who serve up their 
own hearts, delicately fried, with brain sauce, as a tidbit 
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for their beloved pubhc ” But he also said at the end of 
The Scarlet Letter, when drawing a moral from Mr Dim- 
mesdale’s tragic life, “Be true! Be truel Show freely to 
the world, if not your worst, yet some trait whereby the 
worst may be inferred ” Divided between his two im- 
pluses, toward secrecy and toward complete self-revela- 
Don, he achieved a sort of compromise he revealed him- 
self, but usually under a veil of allegory and symbol 

2 

No other wnter in this country or abroad ever filled 
his stones with such a shimmering wealth of mirrors Poe 
detested mirrors, when he wrote an essay on interior 
decoration he admitted one of them — only one — to his 
ideally furnished apartment, but on condition that it be 
very small and “hung so that a reflecbon of the person 
can be obtained from it m none of the ordinary sitting 
places of the room.” Hawthorne, on the other hand, 
adorned his imagmed rooms and landscapes with mir- 
rors of every size and nature — not only looking-glasses 
but burnished shields, copper pots, fountains, lakes, 
pools, anything that could reflect the human form And 
the mirrors m his stones had other funchons as well 
sometimes they were tombs from which could be sum- 
moned the shapes of the past (as m “Old Esther 
Dudley”), sometimes they prophesied the future (hke 
Maule’s Well, m The House of the Seven Cables ) , often 
they revealed the truth behind a delusion (as m “Feath- 
ertop,” where the scarecrow impresses people as a line 
gentleman, until they look at his image in a mirror) , and 
always they served as “a kind of window or doorway into 
the spiritual world ” "I am half convinced that the reflec- 
bon IS indeed the reality — the real thing which Nature 
imperfectly images to our grosser sense,” Hawthorne 
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wrote in his notebook after describing a scene mirrored 
m the bttle Assabet River Once be wrote a story, “Mon- 
sieur du Miroir,” m which the hero was simply his own 
reflected image 

“From my childhood I have loved to gaze into a 
spring,” says the narrator of another Hawthorne story, 
“The Vision of the Fountain ” One day he sees his own 
eyes staring back at him, as usual, but then he looks 
again — "and lol another face deeper in the fountam 
than my own image, more distinct in all the features, yet 
faint as thought The vision had the aspect of a fair 
young girl with locks of paly gold ” This subsbtution of 
a grrl’s face for that of the youth bending over the spring 
makes one think of Narcissus in love with his twin sister 
— according to one version of the legend — and gazing 
into a pool because he fancies that his own mirrored fea- 
tures are hers In Hawthorne’s life as well as in his stories 
there are curious suggestions of the Narcissus legend He 
had been a beautiful boy, petted by his relabves and ad- 
mired by sbangers, I think it was one of his aunts who 
said of him that he had “eyelashes a mile long and curled 
up at the end ” Always he loved to wander by the edge 
of httle streams. One charactensbc he showed from the 
beginning was a physical distaste for ugbness in women. 
“Take her away!” the little boy said of one woman who 
tried to be kind to him “She is ugly and fat and has a 
loud voice ” Forty years later he would be roused to 
thoughts of homicide by looking at Enghsh dowagers 
“The grim, red-faced monsters'” he said in his usually 
even-tempered notebook “Surely a man would be jusb- 
fied m murdering them — m taking a sharp knife and 
cutting away their mountainous flesh, until he had 
brought them into reasonable shape ” At bmes he was 
almost like Thomas Bullfrog in one of his own stones. 
“So painfully acute was my sense of female imperfec- 
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bon,” Mr Bullfrog said, “and such varied excellence did 
I require m the woman whom I could love, that there 
was an awful risk of my getting no wife at all, or of being 
driven to perpetrate matrimony with my own image m 
the looking-glass ” 

Mr Bullfrog’s predicament was hke the one in which 
Hawthorne had involved himself during his Salem years, 
in a sense he was married to his own image, for which — 
if his tales are a trustworthy guide — he felt an attach- 
ment that was physical as well as moral Moreover, this 
self-absorphon had come to have a sinister meaning for 
him, as we can see by the development of his mirror 
symbols Thus, Roderick Elhston, the hero of “The Bosom 
Serpent,” is tormented by a snake that hves in his own 
breast The snake has come from an mnocent-looking 
fountain (another mirror), where it had lurked since the 
hme of the first settlers Elhston spends “whole miser- 
able days before a looking-glass, with his mouth wide 
open, watching, in hope and horror, to catch a ghmpse 
of the snake’s head far down within his throat ” “The 
Bosom Serpent” was wntten m 1843, when Hawthorne 
was happily married and hving in the Old Manse By 
that tune he was able to look back almost tranquilly on 
his autoerobcism, to express it in allegorical terms and 
even to give the allegory a happy ending — ^for Elhston 
IS freed from the snake by his wife’s love But some of 
the stories that Hawthorne wrote in his Salem days — I 
am thinking especially of ‘Toung Goodman Brown” and 
“The Minister’s Black Veil” — so tesbfy to his sense of 
guilt that they might have been cries from a convocabon 
of damned souls Like Goodman Brown, he had wan- 
dered alone into the forest of his mind and had suddenly 
found himself in the midst of a witches’ sabbath 

Hawthorne had descended into a sort of underworld, 
as many great arbsts do at some stage in their hves. For 
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various reasons — sometiines a moral fault, sometimes a 
physical infirmity or a violation of the accepted standards 
— they are cut off from other human beings, left face to 
face with themselves, and given an unbearable sense of 
their own separateness In time they discover that they 
are not alone m their underworld, bemg bed by hnks of 
guilt or weakness to imihons of comrades and even to 
the whole sinful race of man, but this discovery comes 
later and usually precedes their return to the world of 
everyday It was partly by his own choice that Haw- 
thorne made such a descent into the pit — or rather, into 
a prison that had no visible bars The key was in the 
lock, at any moment he might have returned to normal 
society What kept him self-confined was his feehng that 
year by year the world was becoming more unreal for 
him and, even worse, that he was becoming less real 
than the world, he was a shadow effecbvely walled in 
by shadows Eventually he came to resemble one of his 
own characters, Gervayse Hastangs of “The Christmas 
Banquet,” who considered himself the unhappiest of 
men “You will not understand it,” Hasbngs told his 
rivals in misery "None have understood it — not even 
those who experience the hke It is a chilhness — a want 
of earnestness — a feeling as if what should be my heart 
were a thing of vapor — a haunbng percepbon of un- 
reahty! Mine — ^mine is the wretchednessl This 

cold heart . 

Ice, not fire, was the torment that Hawthorne suffered 
in his private hell It is amazing how often images of 
coldness (and torpor from coldness) recur in his work 
Among his favorite adjecbves are “cold,” “icy,” “chill,” 
“benumbed,” "torpid,” “sluggish," “feeble," ‘languid,” 
“dull,” “depressed ” He spoke of having “ice in the 
blood” and somebmes thought of the heart as bemg con- 
gealed or turned to stone He also expressed a longmg. 
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not for mere warmth, but for an all-consuming fire to 
melt the ice and calcify the stone It is curious to note 
how he fell into the habit of burning his letters as soon 
as he returned home, how he burned all the available 
copies of his first novel, and how he burned a whole 
group of his early stories, which, from the reports of 
those who read them, were somber and fanciful works 
that the world would be glad to possess, it was as 
if he were trying to immolate himself One of his few 
amusements in Salem was going to fires — but only after 
sending Elizabeth to the top of the house to report 
whether they were big enough to make them worth 
watching “Come, deadly element of Fire, henceforth 
my famihar friendl” is the prayer of one of his heroes, 
Ethan Brand With a final laugh. Brand leaps into the 
hme kiln, as into hell When the fire in the kiln burns 
down, there is the outline of a skeleton on top of the 
lime, and within the ribs is the shape of a human heart, 
hke calcified marble 

But these metaphors of fire and ice were not all that 
Hawthorne learned from his years alone in a mirrored 
chamber The plots of his stories came from the same 
background time after time he presented a proud man 
who had cut himself off from society and suffered the 
tortures of isolation The stories reflected a conflict be- 
tween his instincts and his reasoned convictions He 
came to beheve that living by and for oneself was a sin 
against nature, and yet by instinct he was more of a 
recluse than Thoreau in his hermitage By instinct he 
was more of an individuahst than Emerson, yet he did 
not preach the virtue of self-reliance, instead his moral 
in story after story was that every person is dependent 
on society “The truly wise,” he said in one of his early 
sketches — and often said again in different words — 
“after all then speculations, will be led into the com- 
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mon path, and, in homage to the human nature that 
pervades them, will gather gold, and dll the earth, and 
set out trees, and build a house ” This dweller among 
phantoms was, on one side of his nature, a harshly prac- 
tical New Englander hke the magistrates and sea cap- 
tains from whom he was descended Everywhere in his 
character one finds a sort of doubleness thus, he was a 
proud man to the end of his life, but he also came to 
practice an extreme humility, never speaking of himself 
or his work without a self-depreeation that was alto- 
gether sincere He was cold and sensuous, sluggish and 
active, radical and conservahve, and a visionary with 
a hard sense of money values These contradictions, 
these inner tensions, lend force to his stones and make 
their author an endless study 

Out of his inner struggles and his sense of guilt, Haw- 
thorne evolved a sort of theology that was personal to 
himself, but was at the same time deeply Christian and 
on most points orthodox He believed in onginal sin, 
which consisted, so he thought, in the self-centeredness 
of e<ich individual He believed in predestinabon, as the 
Calvimsts did, but at the same time he had a faith in 
the value of confession and absolubon that sometimes 
brought lum close to Roman Cathohcism He beheved 
in his own unworthiness and in the umversal brother- 
hood of men, based on their weakness before God He 
beheved in Providence, to which he submitted himself 
humbly, and he believed in a future hfe where the guilty 
would be punished, if only by self-knowledge of their 
sms All these articles of faith he expressed, not philo- 
sophically — for he did not think in absbacbons — but in 
terms of symbols as powerfully simple as those in Pil- 
grims Progress, and closer to the modern mind 

In his plots he laid more emphasis on sin and retnbu- 
bon than on reformabon through divine grace, yet it 



14 EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 

is not true that he regarded all sinners as hopelessly 
damned Some might, it is true, be led by gradual steps 
into what he regarded as the Unpardonable Sin, it was 
intellectual pride, he would say, carried to such an ex- 
treme that it permitted them to manipulate the souls of 
others in order to gratify their own cold curiosity and 
thirst for power, then they deserved the fate of Ethan 
Brand Others, however, might be taught human broth- 
erhood by theu very crimes and, if they pubhcly con- 
fessed, might be taken back into the commumty Still 
others might be redeemed simply by their love for one 
human being, and that was Hawthorne’s salvabon 
When he fell in love with Sophia Peabody, it seemed 
to him that he had been drawn from the shadows and 
made real, together with the world around him, by the 
intensity of his passion “Indeed, we are but shadows,” 
he said in one of those letters to Sophia in which he 
poured out his feehngs for the first bme, "we are not en- 
dowed with real hfe, all that seems most real about us 
is but the thinnest substance of a dream — bll the heart 
be touched That touch creates us — then we begin to 
be” 

Sophia made him an admirable wife, cheerful in their 
early hardships, respectful of his daily need for solitude, 
always regardmg him as the sun around which she re- 
volved She was painfully high-minded and probably 
she acted as an unconscious censor of his work, as cer- 
tainly she played the conscious censor when she edited 
his notebooks after his death, that is perhaps the reason 
why she has received too httle credit from some of Haw- 
thorne’s recent biographers The fact is that his life 
turned outwards after 1842 and that his pubhc career 
as a writer, durmg which he pubhshed all four of his 
novels, was made possible by his happy marriage In 
that respect his story is of a success in hfe, he cured 



EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 15 

himself of his self-centeredness, became active in the 
world, a highly respected citizen like his Salem ances- 
tors, and the head of a family He even hved out his 
fable of the Great Stone Face orphaned and seeking 
for a father image year after year, he at last discovered 
in himself the benignant parent But there was another 
side to his public career the books he was now able to 
wnte still depended on his self-discovenes in the under- 
world where he had hved for such a painful season Now 
he had roofed over the entrance to the abyss and built 
another hfe above it, and the result was that after 1860 
he found it more and more difficult to work, partly be- 
cause he was tired, partly because he kept setting higher 
and higher standards for himself, but chiefly because 
he had blocked off the source of his inspiration 

3 

“The best things come, as a general thing, from talents 
that are members of a group,” said Henry James in his 
httle book on Hawthorne, "every man works best when 
he has compamons working in the same hne, and yield- 
ing the stimulus of suggestion, comparison, emulation ” 
Hawthorne had no such stimulus, working completely 
alone and even unable to talk with others, he had to look 
m himself for the answer to every problem The wonder 
IS that the answers he found were in almost all cases 
siuted to his needs, and in so many cases fixed a pattern 
that later American novehsts would follow. 

During his years of sohtude Hawthorne learned more 
than he afterwards reahzed He learned, for example — 
this was perhaps the principal lesson — that the best 
fhmgs he wrote were spoken by a voice deep within 
himself and one whose speech he was unable to control 
Often this inner voice seemed to him a spirit of which 
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he was merely the instrument, and the spirit was more 
demon than angel “When I get home, I will try to write 
a more genial book,” he said while he was working on 
The Marble Faun, “but the Devil himself always seems 
to get into my inkstand, and I can only exorcise him 
by pensful at a time ” Still, when the demon refused 
to speak, Hawthorne’s writing impressed him as being 
without interest, and at such bmes he was hkely to say, 
“I have an instinct that I had better keep quiet ” He 
learned a wise patience that he sometimes explained as 
mdolence It was really watchfulness, he was lying in 
wait for his own thoughts hke a hunter stalking game 
There was, however, another side to the picture, and he 
also learned to be active m pursuit of his thoughts He 
collected the largest possible number of impressions and 
concrete details, so that he could make full use of the 
inspiration when it came at last, and he learned to 
wrestle with it and force it from its obscurity “This fore- 
noon,” he said m his notebook, “1 began to write, and 
caught an idea by the tad, which I intend to hold fast, 
though it struggles to get free As it was not ready to 
be put on paper, however, I took up the Dial, and fin- 
ished the arhcle on Mr Alcott ” The Dial, organ of the 
Concord intellectuals, was one of his trusted tools, but 
it served a different purpose from that intended by its 
editors, Hawthorne read it when he was tired and 
usually went to sleep 

Cat-naps over the Dud were part of his routine, for he 
had learned a system of working, resting, exercismg, and 
returning to work with a fresh mind In the summer — I 
am speaking of the first years after his marriage — ^he 
made entries in his notebook and hoed the garden, try- 
ing, as he said, to be “happy as a squash, and in much 
the same mode ” “I am never good for anything in the 
hterary way,” he wrote to his friend and publisher James 
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T Fields, “till after the first autumnal frost, which has 
somewhat such an effect on my imagination that it does 
on the foliage here about me — multiplying and brighten- 
ing its hues ” AU his four novels were finished during 
the winter, when he made a practice of writing from 
two to four hours each day — seldom longer than that, 
except when he was working excitedly on The Scarlet 
Letter, for he had found that the mood on which he 
depended was hkely to vanish when he became too 
weary Yet he wrote a great deal more than one would 
infer from his easy schedule or conclude from merely 
looking at the httle shelf of books with “Hawthorne’s 
Works” on their back Not only were there the early 
stories he burned, but there was also the hackwork he 
did when trying to break away from Salem and later 
when he was earning a hving for himself and Sophia 
In 1836, for a salary of five hundred dollars a year 
(which incidentally was never paid), he edited and 
wrote almost the entire contents of the American Maga- 
zine of Useful and Entertaining Knowledge After the 
magazine went bankrupt, through no fault of the edi- 
tor’s, he wrote for a fee of a hundred dollars (this time 
actually paid) a history of the world, which went 
through scores of editions and eventually had a sale of 
more than a milhon copies In England during the four 
years of his consulship he wrote nothing for publication 
(except a preface to Delia Bacon’s crazy book on 
Shakespeare), but he kept a journal that ran to three 
hundred thousand words, and it was more carefully ex- 
pressed than most pubhshed novels If Hawthorne in 
his later years had a better, more flexible style than any 
other American author of his time, the fact was easy to 
explain he had learned to write, first by reading, then 
by talking to himself, and most of all by writing a great 
deal 
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But style and methods of writing weren’t all he taught 
himself, in his Salem solitude and afterwards Directing 
his words to an inner audience, he learned to make hiS 
intentions absolutely clear and to write his books so that 
every sentence “may be understood and felt,” so he said, 
“by anybody who will give himself the trouble to read 
it ” He also learned the value of concrete details “There 
is nothing too trifling to wnte down,” he said m a letter 
to Bridge, “so it be in the least degree charactensbc. 
You will be surprised to find on re-perusing your journal 
what an importance and graphic power these httle par- 
ticulars assume ” Hawthorne had learned to observe “ht- 
tle particulars”, he was a good reporter as well as an 
artist He was a good joumahst or magazinist too, and 
one reads his occasional articles with wonder at all the 
original methods he found for presenting his rather 
tame matenal. In his stories he learned the effecbve 
use of symbols, hke the birthmark (which was the token 
of mortal frailty and was in the shape of a hand), the 
bosom serpent, the poisoned flower, and the Unpardon- 
able Sin, he learned to give everything a double mean- 
ing and sometimes a whole series of meamngs, one 
within another, like the endless senes of reflections m 
two mirrors standing face to face In his novels he 
learned to divide the action mto scenes or tableaus, each 
strikingly visualized and balanced one against another, 
it was the dramatic method that Henry James would re- 
discover m his final period Hardest of all his self-taught 
lessons, Hawthorne learned that each work of art should 
be right by its own laws, which are never qmte the same 
as those governing any other work of art, and that each 
should be complete withm its frame Besides being a 
series of balanced tableaus, the action of his novels con- 
sists of interactions among a few characters (usually 
four), so that each book becomes a system of relation- 
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ships, a field of force as clearly defined and symmetrical 
as a magnetic field He was the first Amencan writer to 
develop this architectural conception of the novel, and 
even m France Madame Bovary wasn’t pubhshed until 
seven years after The Scarlet Letter had appeared m 
Boston 

Flaubert and Hawthorne had not a httle m common 
the same search for perfecbon, the same mixture of real- 
ism and romanticism, the same feehng that each new 
novel was a totally new problem in mood and organiza- 
bon Frederic Moreau of Sentimental Education was 
said to be a self-portrait of Flaubert, and one cannot fail 
to note his resemblance to Miles Coverdale of The 
Blithedale Romance, who was said to be a self-portrait 
of Hawthorne The striking difiFerence between the two 
authors was that Flaubert regarded himself as hving and 
working at the center of the cmhzed world, whereas 
Hawthorne remained the complete provincial even when 
hving in Europe He was provincial in both the good and 
the bad sense of the word, in the good sense because he 
knew his province, accepted his part in it, and serenely 
judged everything else in the world by New England 
standards (so that he transferred the Greek legends to 
the Berkshires after purifymg them, as he said, of all 
moral stains), and provincial in the bad sense because 
his locahsm made him misjudge the works of art he saw 
and the persons he met in foreign countries 

Sometimes he talked and wrote less hke Flaubert 
than hke the late George Apley — as when he refused to 
meet George Ehot because she was hving with a man 
she couldn’t marry and when he refused to beheve that 
any sculptor or painter was a gemus unless he could por- 
tray nobihty in coat and breeches "I do not altogether 
see the necessity of ever sculpturing another nakedness,” 
he said m his notebook for 1858 “Man is no longer a 
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naked animal, his clothes are as natural to him as his 
slon, and sculptors have no more nght to undress him 
than to flay him ” Hawthorne had always been inter- 
ested m clothes as symbols that revealed a man’s nature 
while conceahng it, and now his interest had become an 
obsession Having dressed his thoughts in trousers, he 
no longer moved with the freedom of the naked mind 
Yet he was, for all his decorum, a man of strong pas- 
sions who hked to write about women of strong passions 
Two of his four novels deal with adultery and a third. 
The Bhthedale Romance, is about a woman trying to 
escape from an undesirable husband who has reduced 
her sister to moral slavery In the background of The 
Marble Faun, adultery is compounded with incest and 
fratncide Mmam is mamed to a near relative — one 
would guess her half-brother — ^who is a mixture of saint 
and devil When the devilish side comes uppermost and 
he tnes to resume their relabonship, she encourages 
Donatello to kill him, and one assumes that she and 
Donatello became lovers that same night I cannot im- 
agine that Howells, for example, would have dared to 
tell such a story even discreetly and by implication, as 
Hawthorne told it, in most of the New England wnters 
passion was not only censored but expunged from the 
heart It is only the surface that is censored in Haw- 
thorne and it IS chiefly the surface that has aged, his 
central problem hasn’t aged at all He wrote about the 
isolated mdividual trying to regain a place in society, 
and after a hundred years the individual is still isolated 
and our serious novelists are stiU deahng with lonehness 
and frustration He wrote about the mner world, and 
that IS the theme our novels have continued to express, 
if seldom in Hawthorne’s bold symbols or with his sense 
of artistic nghtness 
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I could wish that I had been able to make this Port- 
able a longer book The House of the Seven Gables 
might have been given in full, and I’m not sure that it 
isn’t the best of Hawthorne’s novels, although The Scar- 
let Letter, as James said, "achieves more perfectly what 
it attempts, and it has about it that charm, very hard to 
express, which we find in an artist’s work the first bme 
he has touched his highest mark ’’ ’There are stones I 
oimtted with deep regret, especially "Roger Malvin’s 
Burial,” that haunting myth of parricide, and "Rappac- 
cim’s Daughter,” and I am sorry not to have given longer 
extracts from the notebooks Of Hawthorne’s serious 
work, as distinguished from his graceful journabsm, 
there is httle that cannot bear reprinting, but I hope that 
I have at least offered samples of his various manners I 
have to thank Professor Randall Stewart, of Brown Um- 
versity, for supplying the full text of some Havrthome 
letters and for permission to quote from his editions of 
the American and the Enghsh notebooks And I have to 
thank Professor Norman Holmes Pearson, of Yale, for 
many kindnesses, including that of allowing me to use 
his manuscript edition of the French and Itahan note- 
books A new picture of Hawthorne is beginning to 
emerge from studies like theirs 


Malcolm Cowley 



Some Dates in Hawthorne’s Life 

1804 Bom in Salem, Massachusetts, July 4, the second 
of three children 

1808 His father, a sea captain, dies of yellow fever at 
Surinam 

1813 The boy injures his foot and is confined to the house 
for two years 

1818 The Hawthornes move to Raymond, Maine 

1819 Nathaniel returns to Salem and begins preparing for 
college 

1821 Enters Bowdom, where he would form lifelong 
friendships with Frankhn Pierce, Horatio Bridge, 
and Jonathan Cilley 

1825 Graduates from Bowdom, standing eighteenth in a 
class of thirty-five Goes back to Salem, but does 
not enter his uncles’ counting house 

1828 Publishes his first novel, Famhawe, anonymously 
and at his own expense 

1830 Begins to publish stories in the Salem Gazette 

1836 Goes to Boston and edits the Amencan Magazine of 
Useful and Entertaining Knowledge for a salary of 
$500 a year, which was never paid Writes Peter 
Parley’s Universal History, for a fee of $100 

1837 Publishes Twice-Told Tales, which his Bowdom 
classmate Longfellow reviews enthusiastically Ap- 
parently it IS m this year that he almost fights a 
duel, over an unnamed young woman 

1838 Becomes engaged to Sophia Amelia Peabody His 
friend and classmate Jonathan Gilley is killed m a 
duel 

1839 Receives his first pohtical appointment, as weigher 
and gauger m the Boston Custom House, at a salary 
of $1200 a year 

1841 Joins the utopian community at Brook Farm, hoping 

22 
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to find a home for himself and Sophia, but leaves 
it that same year 

1842 Marries Sophia, July 9, and goes to live with her 
m Concord, at the Old Manse Pubhshes an en- 
larged edition of Twice-Told Tales 

1845 Edits and writes an introduction for Journal of an 
African Cruiser, by his fnend Horatio Bridge 

1846 Receives his second Democratic party appomtment, 
as surveyor at the Salem Custom House Publishes 
Mosses from an Old Manse 

1849 After being discharged from the Custom House in 
June, by the new Whig administration, he starts 
on his most productive period as a writer 

1850 Pubhshes The Scarlet Letter Moves to a red farm- 
house near Lenox, in the Berkshires 

1851 Pubhshes The House of the Seven Gables and A 
Wonder-Book for Boys and Girls Moves in the late 
autumn to West Newton, near Boston 

1852 Publishes The Snom Image and The Bhthedale Ro- 
mance Buys “The Wayside,” in Concord, and 
moves there with his family Writes the campaign 
biography of Frankhn Pierce, who is elected Presi- 
dent 

1853 Publishes Tanglewoad Tales, the last book of his 
productive period Receives his most lucrative polit- 
ical appointment, that of United States consul at 
Liverpool 

1854 Pubhshes an enlarged edition of the Mosses Keeps 
an extensive journal, in preparation for writing a 
novel about England 

1857 Resigns his consulship and spends two months m 
London 

1858 Travels through France and by sea to Italy, spends 
the spring in Rome and the summer in Florence, 
where he starts writing The Marble Faun 

1859 In Rome his daughter Una nearly dies of a finger- 
ing fever and Hawthorne’s health begms to fail 
He goes back to England that summer 

1860 Publishes The Marble Faun Returns to Concord 
and “The Wayside” 
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1891-62 Works on Dr Crtmshawe’s Secret and SepUmius 
Felton, but finds himself unable to finish either of 
them 

1863 Publishes Our Old Home, a volume of Enghsh 
travel sketches dedicated to his friend Pierce, who 
had become vastly unpopular Sets to work on “The 
Dolhver Romance,” but he is rapidly losing his 
strength 

1664 Sets on a carriage trip with Pierce, to restore 
his health, but dies in his sleep on the night of 
May 18-19, at Plymouth, New Hampshire 
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Editor's Note 


Hawthorne’s first stories were the "Seven Tales of My 
Native Land,” which he burned in manuscript after 
some unhappy attempts to have them pubhshed as a 
book Then came a hundred-odd tales and sketches that 
were printed in magazmes or annual gift-books between 
1830 and 1852 Most of them he gathered mto three col- 
lections Tunce-Told Tales (1837), Mosses from an Old 
Manse (1846), and The Snow Image (1852), while the 
stall uncollected work was reprinted posthumously m 
Sketches and Studies (1883) These titles and dates 
have little to reveal about the stones themselves Some 
of his earher work appeared in the later volumes and, to 
increase the confusion, Twice-Told Tales and the Mosses 
came out in revised editions that included some of his 
last-written shorter pieces In the present volume it 
seemed better to group the stones, not under the titles 
of the books in which they were collected, but rather 
by their underlying themes 

One of the most important themes is Hawthorne’s con- 
scious effort to create a New England legend, just as 
Irvmg had been workmg on a Kmckerbocker legend and 
27 
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Sir Walter Scott had made his own country a land of uni- 
versal myths The six stones in the following group 
are chiefly from Hawthorne’s early years They are 
among those m which, as he said, "a subdued touch of 
the wild and wonderful is thrown over a sketch of New 
England personages and scenery, yet, it is hoped, with- 
out entirely obliterating the sober hues of nature ” 

“An Old Woman’s Tale” is one of the earhest and 
least-known, it may even be one of the “Seven Tales of 
My Native Land” saved from or rewritten after the 
fire that destroyed the others In subject and manner 
it shows Hawthorne’s early debt to Irving, but it also 
reveals a surer sense of form, a greater economy of effect, 
than Irving ever managed to achieve Hawthorne was 
writing short stones, in the strict sense of the term, when 
his contemporaries were merely spinmng yarns "My 
Kinsman, Major Molineux” (1832) is the legend of a 
youth who achieves manhood through searching for a 
spintual father and finding that the object of his search 
is an impostor “You may rise in the world,” his mentor 
tells him, “without the help of your kinsman, Major 
Mohneux ” Though early and neglected, the story is one 
of Hawthorne’s masterpieces “The Gray Champion” 
(1835) IS a patnohc legend that fired New England 
nationahsm durmg the Cml War. “Young Goodman 
Brown” (1835) is the greatest of Hawthorne’s stones 
It IS a parable into which one can read several mean- 
ings, but the chief of them is that a young man con- 
scious of his own guilt may suddenly find himself in a 
vast confraternity of the d^ned “Evil is the nature of 
mankind,” Satan tells the goodman and his wife as they 
stand before an unholy altar “Welcome agam, my chil- 
dren, to the communion of your race.” 

The last two stones belong to a later period m Haw- 
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thorne’s life. "The Golden Touch” (1851) is one of the 
Greek myths charmingly Bostonized m A Wonder-Book 
for Boys and Girls King Midas has been transformed 
into a cotton financier, like Abbott Lawrence or Nathan 
Appleton, and he eats a New England breakfast consist- 
mg "of hot cakes, some mce little brook trout, roasted 
potatoes, fresh boiled eggs, and coffee, for King Midas 
himself, and a bowl of bread and milk for his daughter 
Marygold ” In effect, Hawthorne was appropriating the 
Greek legends for his own country “Feathertop” ( 1852) 
is the last short story that Hawthorne wrote, and it rep- 
resents a half-playful return to his earher manner 


j4n Old W (man's Tale 

I N THE house where I was bom, there used to be an 
old woman crouchmg all day long over the kitchen 
fire, with her elbows on her knees and her feet m the 
ashes Once in a while she took a turn at the spit, and 
she never lacked a coarse gray stocking in her lap, the 
foot about half finished, it tapered away with her own 
wamng hfe, and she kmt the toe-sbtch on the day of her 
death She made it her serious business and sole amuse- 
ment to tell me stones at any tune from mormng till 
mght, in a mumbling, toothless voice, as I sat on a log 
of wood, grasping her check-apron in both my hands 
Her personal memory included the better part of a hun- 
dred years, and she had strangely jumbled her own ex- 
penence and observation with those of many old people 
who died m her young days, so that she might have been 
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taken for a contemporary of Queen Elizabeth, or of John 
Rogers in the Primer. There are a thousand of her tra- 
ditions lurking in the corners and by-places of my mmd, 
some more marvellous than what is to follow, some less 
so, and a few not marvellous in the least, all of which I 
should like to repeat, if I were as happy as she in hav- 
ing a listener But I am humble enough to own, that I 
do not deserve a listener half so well as that old toothless 
woman, whose narratives possessed an excellence at- 
tributable neither to herself, nor to any single individual 
Her groundplots, seldom within the widest scope of 
probabihty, were filled up with homely and natural in- 
cidents, the gradual accretions of a long course of years, 
and fiction hid its grotesque extravagance in this garb of 
truth, hke the Devil (an appropriate simile, for the old 
woman supplies it) disguising himself, cloven-foot and 
all, m mortal attire These tales generally referred to her 
birthplace, a village in the valley of the Connecticut, the 
aspect of which she impressed with great vividness on 
my fancy The houses in that tract of country, long a 
wild and dangerous frontier, were rendered defensible 
by a strength of architecture that has preserved many of 
them bU our own bmes, and I cannot describe the sort of 
pleasure with which, two summers since, I rode through 
the httle town in queshon, while one object after another 
rose famiharly to my eye, like successive porbons of a 
dream becoming reahzed Among other things equally 
probable, she was wont to assert that all the inhabitants 
of this village (at certam intervals, but whether of 
twenty-five or fifty years, or a whole century, remained 
a disputable point) were subject to a simultaneous slum- 
ber, contmuing one hour’s space When that mysterious 
tune amved, the parson snored over his half -written ser- 
mon, though It were Saturday mght and no provision 



AN OLD WOMAN’S TALE 31 

made for the morrow — the mother’s eyehds closed as she 
bent over her infant, and no childish cry awakened — 
the watcher at the bed of mortal sickness slumbered 
upon the death-pillow — and the dying man anticipated 
his sleep of ages by one as deep and dreamless To speak 
emphatically, there was a soporific influence throughout 
the village, stronger than if every mother’s son and 
daughter were reading a dull story, notwithstanding 
which the old woman professed to hold the substance of 
the ensuing account from one of those principally con- 
cerned in It 

One moonhght summer evemng, a young man and a 
girl sat down together m the open air They were distant 
relatives, sprung from a stock once wealthy, but of late 
years so poverty-stricken, that David had not a penny 
to pay the marriage fee, if Esther should consent to wed 
The seat they had chosen was in an open grove of elm 
and walnut-trees, at a right angle of the road, a spring 
of diamond water just bubbled into the moonlight beside 
them, and then whimpered away through the bushes and 
long grass, in search of a neighboring mill-stream The 
nearest house ( situate within twenty yards of them, and 
the residence of their great-grandfather in his lifehme) 
was a venerable old edifice, crowned with many high 
and narrow peaks, all overrun by innumerable creeping 
plants, which hung curling about the roof hke a nice 
young wig on an elderly gentleman’s head Opposite to 
this establishment was a tavern, with a well and horse- 
trough before it, and a low green bank running along 
the left side of the door Thence, the road went onward, 
curving scarce percepbbly, through the village, divided 
m the midst by a narrow lane of verdure, and bounded 
on each side by a grassy strip of twice its own breadth 
The houses had generally an odd look Here, the moon- 
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bght tried to get a glimpse of one, a rough old heap of 
ponderous timber, which, ashamed of its dilapidated as- 
pect, was hiding behind a great thick tree, the lower 
story of the next had sunk almost under ground, as if the 
poor httle house were a-weary of the world, and retiring 
into the seclusion of its own cellar, farther on stood one 
of the few recent structures, thrusting its painted face 
conspicuously into the street, with an evident idea that 
It was the fairest thing there About midway in the vil- 
lage was a grist-mill, partly concealed by the descent of 
the ground towards the stream which turned its wheel 
At the southern extremity, just so far distant that the 
window-panes dazzled into each other, rose the meeting- 
house, a dingy old bamhke building, with an enormously 
disproporboned steeple sticking up straight into heaven, 
as high as the Tower of Babel, and the cause of nearly 
as much confusion in its day This steeple, it must be 
understood, was an afterthought, and its addition to the 
main edifice, when the latter had already begun to de- 
cay, had excited a vehement quarrel, and almost a 
schism in the church, some fifty years before Here the 
road wound down a hill, and was seen no more, the 
remotest object in view being the graveyard gate, be- 
yond the meeting-house The youthful pair sat hand m 
hand beneath the trees, and for several moments they 
had not spoken, because the breeze was hushed, the 
brook scarce tinkled, the leaves had ceased their rusthng, 
and everything lay motionless and silent as if Nature 
were composing herself to slumber 

“What a beautiful mght it is, Estherl" remarked 
David, somewhat drowsily 

“Very beautiful,” answered the girl, m the same tone 
“But how shill” conhnued David. 

“Ah, too shill” said Esther, with a faint shudder, like 
a modest leaf when the wind kisses it 
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Perhaps they fell asleep together, and, united as their 
spirits were by close and tender sympathies, the same 
strange dream might have wrapped them in its shadowy 
arms But they conceived, at the time, that they still re- 
mained wakeful by the spring of bubbhng water, lookmg 
down through the village, and all along the moon-hghted 
road, and at the queer old houses, and at the trees, which 
thrust their great twisted branches almost into the wm- 
dows There was only a sort of mistiness over their mmds 
hke the smoky air of an early autumn mght At length, 
without any vivid astonishment, they beeame conscious 
that a great many people were either entering the vil- 
lage or already in the street, but whether they came from 
the meeting-house, or from a httle beyond it, or where 
the devil they came from, was more than could be deter- 
mined Certainly a crowd of people seemed to be there, 
men, women, and children, all of whom were yawning 
and rubbing their eyes, stretching their hmbs, and stag- 
gering from side to side of the road, as if but parbally 
awakened from a sound slumber Sometimes they stood 
stock-still, with their hands over their brows to shade 
their sight from the moonbeams As they drew near, 
most of their countenances appeared famihar to Esther 
and David, possessing the pecuhar features of famihes 
m the village, and that general air and aspect by which 
a person would recogmze his own townsmen in the re- 
motest ends of the earth But though the whole multi- 
tude might have been taken, m the mass, for neighbors 
and acquaintances, there was not a single individual 
whose exact hkeness they had ever before seen It was a 
noticeable circumstance, also, that the newest fashioned 
garment on the backs of these people might have been 
worn by the great-grandparents of the existing genera- 
tion There was one figure behind all the rest, and not 
yet near enough to be perfectly disbnguished 
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“Where on earth, David, do all these odd people come 
from?” said Esther, with a la2y inchnabon to laugh 

"Nowhere on earth, Esther,” rephed David, unknow- 
mg why he said so 

As they spoke, the strangers showed some symptoms 
of disqmetude, and looked towards the fountam for an 
instant, but immediately appeared to assume their own 
trains of thought and previous purposes They now sep- 
arated to different parts of the village, with a readiness 
that imphed intimate local knowledge, and it may be 
worthy of remark, that, though they were evidently lo- 
quaaous among themselves, neither their footsteps nor 
their voices reached the ears of the beholders Wherever 
there was a venerable old house, of fifty years’ standmg 
and upwards, surrounded by its elm or walnut-trees, 
with Its dark and weather-beaten bam, its well, its or- 
chard and stone-walls, all ancient and all m good repair 
around it, there a httle group of these people assembled. 
Such parties were mostly composed of an aged man and 
woman, with the younger members of a family, their 
faces were full of joy, so deep that it assumed the shade 
of melancholy, they pomted to each other the minutest 
objects about the homesteads, thmgs m their hearts, and 
were now comparing them with the ongmals But where 
hollow places by the wayside, grass-grown, and uneven, 
with unsightly chimneys rising rumous m the midst, 
gave mdicabons of a fallen dwelhng and of hearths long 
cold, there did a few of the strangers sit them down on 
the mouldering beams, and on the yellow moss that had 
overspread the door-stone The men folded their arms, 
sad and speechless, the women wrung their hands with 
a more vivid expression of grief, and the httle children 
tottered to their knees, shrinking away from the open 
grave of domestic love And wherever a recent edifice 
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reared its white and flashy front on the foundation of an 
old one, there a gray-haired man might be seen to shake 
his staff in anger at it, while his aged dame and their 
offspring appeared to jom m their maledicbons, formmg 
a fearful picture m the ghostly moonhght While these 
scenes were passing, the one figure m the rear of all the 
rest was descending the hollow towards the null, and the 
eyes of David and Esther were drawn thence to a pair 
with whom they could fully sympathize It was a youth 
in a sailor’s dress and a pale slender maiden, who met 
each other with a sweet embrace in the middle of the 
street 

“How long it must be since they parted,” observed 
David 

“Fifty years at least," said Esther 

They continued to gaze with wondering calmness and 
quiet interest, as the dream (if such it were) unrolled 
its quamt and motley semblance before them, and their 
nobce was now attracted by several httle knots of people 
apparently engaged in conversation Of these one of the 
earhest collected and most characteristic was near the 
tavern, the persons who composed it being seated on 
the low green bank along the left side of the door A con- 
spicuous figure here was a fine corpulent old fellow m 
his shirt-sleeves and flame-colored breeches, and with a 
stamed white apron over his paunch, beneath which he 
held his hands, and wherewith at tunes he wiped his 
ruddy face The stately decrepitude of one of his com- 
pamons, the scar of an Indian tomahawk on his crown, 
and especially his worn buff-coat, were appropriate 
marks of a veteran belongmg to an old Provincial gam- 
son, now deaf to the roll-caU Another showed his rough 
face under a tarry hat and wore a pan of wide trousers, 
hke an ancient manner who had tossed away his youth 
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upon the sea, and was returned, hoary and weather- 
beaten, to his inland home There was also a thin young 
man, carelessly dressed, who ever and anon cast a sad 
look towards the pale maiden above mentioned With 
these there sat a hunter, and one or two others, and they 
were soon joined by a miller, who came upward from 
the dusty mill, his coat as white as if besprinkled with 
powdered starhght All these (by the aid of jests, which 
might indeed be old, but had not been recently re- 
peated) waxed very merry, and it was rather strange, 
that just as their sides shook with the heartiest laughter, 
they appeared greatly hke a group of shadows flickermg 
in the moonshine Four personages, very different from 
these, stood m front of the large house with its periwig 
of creeping plants One was a little elderly figure, dis- 
tinguished by the gold on his three-cornered hat and sky- 
blue coat, and by the seal of arms annexed to his great 
gold watch-chain, his air and aspect befitted a Justice of 
Peace and County Major, and all earth’s pride and pom- 
posity were squeezed into this small gentleman of five 
feet high The next in importance was a grave person of 
sixty or seventy years, whose black suit and band su£B- 
ciently indicated his character, and the polished bald- 
ness of whose head was worthy of a famous preacher in 
the village, half a century before, who had made wigs 
a subject of pulpit denunciation The two other figures, 
both clad in dark gray, showed the sobriety of Deacons, 
one was ridiculously tall and thin, like a man of ordi- 
nary bulk infimtely produced, as the mathematicians 
say, while the brevity and thickness of his colleague 
seemed a compression of the same man These four 
talked with great earnestness, and their gestures inti- 
mated that they had revived the ancient dispute about 
the meeting-house steeple The grave person in black 
spoke with composed solemmty, as if he were addressing 



AN OLD WOMAN S TALE 37 

a Synod, the short deacon grunted out occasional sen- 
tences, as brief as himself, his tall brother drew the long 
thread of his argument through the whole discussion, 
and (reasomng from analogy) his voice must mdubi- 
tably have been small and squeaking But the httle old 
man in gold-lace was evidently scorched by his own red- 
hot eloquence, he bounced from one to another, shook 
his cane at the steeple, at the two deacons, and almost 
in the parson’s face, stamping with his foot fiercely 
enough to break a hole through the very earth, though, 
indeed, it could not exactly be said that the green grass 
bent beneath him The figure, nobced as commg behind 
all the rest, had now surmounted the ascent from the 
mill, and proved to be an elderly lady with something in 
her hand 

“Why does she walk so slow?” asked David 

“Don’t you see she is lame?” said Esther 

This gentlewoman, whose infirmity had kept her so 
far m the rear of the crowd, now came hobbhng on, 
ghded unobserved by the polemic group, and paused on 
the left bnnk of the fountain, within a few feet of the 
two spectators She was a magnificent old dame, as ever 
mortal eye beheld Her spangled shoes and gold-clocked 
stockings shone gloriously within the spacious circle of 
a red hoop-petticoat, which swelled to the very pomt of 
explosion, and was bedecked all over with embroidery 
a htde tarnished Above the petticoat, and parting m 
front so as to display it to the best advantage, was a 
figured blue damask gown A wide and stiff ruff en- 
circled her neck, a cap of the finest mushn, though rather 
dmgy, covered her head, and her nose was bestridden by 
a parr of gold-bowed spectacles with enormous glasses 
But the old lady’s face was pinched, sharp, and sallow, 
wearing a niggardly and avaricious expression, and form- 
mg an odd contrast to the splendor of her attire, as did 
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likewise the implement which she held m her hand It 
was a sort of iron shovel (by housewives termed a 
"shce”), such as is used m cleanng the oven, and with 
this, selecting a spot between a walnut-tree and the 
fountain, the good dame made an earnest attempt to dig 
The tender sods, however, possessed a strange impen- 
etrabihty They resisted her efforts like a quarry of hvmg 
gramte, and, losing her breath, she cast down the shovel 
and seemed to bemoan herself most piteously, gnashing 
her teeth (what few she had) and wringing her thin 
yellow hands Then, apparently with new hope, she re- 
sumed her toil, which stiff had the same result — a cir- 
cumstance the less surpnsing to David and Esther, be- 
cause at times they would catch the moonlight shimng 
through the old woman, and dancing in the fountain be- 
yond The httle man in gold-lace now happened to see 
her, and made his approach on tiptoe 

“How hard this elderly lady worksi” remarked David 

"Go and help her, David,” said Esther, compassion- 
ately 

As their drowsy voices spoke, both the old woman and 
the pompous httle figure behind her lifted their eyes, and 
for a moment they regarded the youth and damsel with 
something hke kindness and affection, which, however, 
were dim and uncertain, and passed away almost im- 
mediately The old woman again betook herself to the 
shovel, but was startled by a hand suddenly laid upon 
her shoulder, she turned round m great trepidation, and 
beheld the dignitary in the blue coat, then followed an 
embrace of such closeness as would indicate no remoter 
connection than matrimony between these two decorous 
persons The gentleman next pointed to the shovel, ap- 
pearing to inquire the purpose of his lady’s occupation; 
while she as evidently parried his interrogatories, main- 
tammg a demure and sanctified visage as every good 
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woman ought, in similar cases Howbeit, she could not 
forbear looking askew, behind her spectacles, towards 
the spot of stubborn turf All the while, their figures had 
a strangeness in them, and it seemed as if some cunning 
jeweller had made their golden ornaments of the yellow- 
est of the setting sunbeams, and that the blue of their 
garments was brought from the dark sky near the moon, 
and that the gentleman’s silk waistcoat was the bright 
side of a fiery cloud, and the lady’s scarlet petticoat a 
remnant of the blush of mormng — and that they both 
were two unreahUes of colored air But now there was 
a sudden movement throughout the multitude The 
Squire drew forth a watch as large as the dial on the 
famous steeple, looked at the warning hands and got 
him gone, nor could his lady tarry, the party at the tav- 
ern door took to their heels, headed by the fat man in 
the flaming breeches, the tall deacon stalked away im- 
mediately, and the short deacon waddled after, making 
four steps to the yard, the mothers called their children 
about them and set forth, with a gentle and sad glance 
behind Like cloudy fantasies that hurry by a viewless 
impulse from the sky, they all were fled, and the wind 
rose up and followed them with a strange moaning down 
the lonely street Now whither these people went is more 
than may be told, only David and Esther seemed to see 
the shadowy splendor of the ancient dame, as she fin- 
gered in the moonshine at the graveyard gate, gazing 
backward to the fountain 

“O Estherl I have had such a dreami” cried David, 
startmg up, and rubbing his eyes 

“And I such another!” answered Esther, gapmg till 
her pretty red bps formed a circle 

“About an old woman with gold-bowed spectacles," 
contmued David 

"And a scarlet hoop-petticoat,’’ added Esther They 
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now stared in each other’s eyes, with great astonishment 
and some little fear After a thoughtful moment or two, 
David drew a long breath and stood upright 

"If I hve till tomorrow morning,” said he, “I’ll see 
what may be buried between that tree and the spring 
of water ” 

“And why not tonight, David?” asked Esther, for she 
was a sensible httle girl, and bethought herself that the 
matter might as well be done in secrecy 

David felt the propriety of the remark, and looked 
round for the means of followmg her advice The moon 
shone brightly on something that rested against the side 
of the old house, and, on a nearer view, it proved to be 
an iron shovel, bearing a smgular resemblance to that 
which they had seen m their dreams He used it with 
better success than the old woman, the soil giving way 
so freely to his efforts, that he had soon scooped a hole 
as large as the basin of the sprmg Suddenly, he poked 
his head down to the very bottom of this cavity “Oho' — 
what have we here?” cried David 

1830 Tales and Sketches 




Mp Kinsman, Major Molineux 

AFTER the kings of Great Bn tarn had assumed the 
right of appointing the colomal governors, the 
measures of the latter seldom met with the ready and 
generous approbation which had been paid to those of 
their predecessors, under the origmal charters The peo- 
ple looked with most jealous scrutiny to the exercise of 
power which did not emanate from themselves, and they 
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usually rewarded their rulers with slender grabtude for 
the comphances by which, in softening their instrucbons 
from beyond the sea, they had incurred the reprehension 
of those who gave them The annals of Massachusetts 
Bay will inform us, that of six governors in the space of 
about forty years from the surrender of the old charter, 
under James II, two were imprisoned by a popular insur- 
rection, a third, as Hutchinson inchnes to believe, was 
driven from the province by the whizzing of a musket- 
ball, a fourth, in the opimon of the same historian, was 
hastened to his grave by conbnual bickermgs with the 
House of Representabves, and the remaining two, as 
well as their successors, bll the Revolubon, were favored 
with few and brief intervals of peaceful sway The in- 
ferior members of the court party, in bmes of high poht- 
ical excitement, led scarcely a more desirable hfe These 
remarks may serve as a preface to the following adven- 
tures, which chanced upon a summer night, not far from 
a hundred years ago The reader, in order to avoid a 
long and dry detail of colonial affairs, is requested to dis- 
pense with an account of the bam of circumstances that 
had caused much temporary inflammabon of the popu- 
lar mind 

It was near rune o’clock of a moonhght evemng, when 
a boat crossed the ferry with a single passenger, who had 
obtained his conveyance at that unusual hour by the 
promise of an exba fare While he stood on the landmg- 
place, searching in either pocket for the means of fulfill- 
ing his agreement, the ferryman lifted a lantern, by the 
aid of which, and the newly risen moon, he took a very 
accurate survey of the sbanger’s figure He was a youth 
of barely eighteen years, evidently counby-bred, and 
now, as it should seem, upon his first visit to town He 
was clad m a coarse gray coat, well worn, but in excel- 
lent repair, his under-garments were durably constructed 
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of leather, and fitted tight to a pair of serviceable and 
well-shaped hmbs, his stockings of blue yarn were the 
incontrovertible work of a mother or a sister, and on his 
head was a three-cornered hat, which m its better days 
had perhaps sheltered the graver brow of the lad’s 
father Under his left arm was a heavy cudgel formed of 
an oak saphng, and retainmg a part of the hardened 
root, and his equipment was completed by a wallet, not 
so abundantly stocked as to incommode the vigorous 
shoulders on which it hung Brown, curly hair, well- 
shaped features, and bright, cheerful eyes were nature’s 
gifts, and worth all that art could have done for his 
adornment 

The ymith, one of whose names was Robin, finally 
drew from his pocket the half of a httle province bdl of 
five shillmgs, which, in the depreciation in that sort of 
currency, did but satisfy the ferryman’s dranand, with 
the surplus of a sexangukr piece of parchment, valued 
at three pence He then walked forward into the town, 
with as hght a step as if his day’s journey had not already 
exceeded thirty miles, and with as eager an eye as if he 
were entering London city, instead of the little metrop- 
ohs of a New England colony Before Robin had pro- 
ceeded far, however, it occurred to him that he knew not 
whither to direct his steps, so he paused, and looked up 
and down the narrow street, scrutinizing the small and 
mean wooden buildings that were scattered on either 
side 

“This low hovel cannot be my kinsman’s dwelling,’’ 
thought he, “nor yonder old house, where the moonlight 
enters at the broken casement, and truly I see none here- 
abouts that might be worthy of him It would have been 
wise to inquire my way of the ferryman, and doubtless 
he would have gone with me, and earned a shilbng from 
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the Major for his pains But the next man I meet wiD do 
as well ” 

He resumed his walk, and was glad to perceive that 
the street now became wider, and the houses more re- 
spectable in their appearance He soon discerned a figure 
moving on moderately in advance, and hastened his 
steps to overtake it As Robin drew nigh, he saw that 
the passenger was a man in years, with a full periwig of 
gray hair, a wide-skirted coat of dark cloth, and silk 
stockings rolled above his knees He earned a long and 
pohshed cane, which he struck down perpendicularly 
before him at every step, and at regular intervals he 
uttered two successive hems, of a pecuharly solemn and 
sepulchral intonation Having made these observations, 
Robin laid hold of the skirt of the old man’s coat, just 
when the hght from the opien door and windows of a 
barber’s shop fell upon both their figures 

“Good evening to you, honored sir,” said he, making 
a low bow, and still retaining his hold of the skirt “I 
pray you tell me whereabouts is the dwelling of my kins- 
man, Major Molineux ” 

The youth’s question was uttered very knidly, and one 
of the barbers, whose razor was descending on a well- 
soaped chin, and another who was dressing a Ramilhes 
wig, left their occupations, and came to the door The 
citizen, m the mean time, turned a long-favored counte- 
nance upon Robin, and answered him in a tone of exces- 
sive anger and annoyance His two sepulchral hems, 
however, broke into the very center of his rebuke, with 
most singular effect, like a thought of the cold grave ob- 
truding among wrathful passions 

"Let go my garment, fellowt I tell you, I know not the 
man you speak of Whatl I have authority, I have — ^hem, 
hem — authonty, and if this be the respect you show for 
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your betters, your feet shall be brought acquainted with 
the stocks by dayhght, tomorrow morning!” 

Robin released the old man’s skirt, and hastened away, 
pursued by an ill-mannered roar of laughter from the 
barber’s shop He was at first considerably surprised by 
the result of his question, but, being a shrewd youth, 
soon thought himself able to account for the mystery 
“This IS some country representative,” was his con- 
clusion, “who has never seen the inside of my kinsman’s 
door, and lacks the breeding to answer a stranger civilly 
The man is old, or verily — I might be tempted to turn 
back and smite him on the nose Ah, Robin, Robin' even 
the barber’s boys laugh at you for choosing such a guide! 
You will be wiser in time, friend Robin ” 

He now became entangled in a succession of crooked 
and narrow streets, which crossed each other, and me- 
andered at no great distance from the water-side The 
smell of tar was obvious to his nostrils, the masts of ves- 
sels pierced the moonhght above the tops of the build- 
ings, and the numerous signs, which Robin paused to 
read, informed him that he was near the centre of busi- 
ness But the streets were empty, the shops were closed, 
and hghts were visible only in the second stories of a 
few dwelhng-houses At length, on the corner of a nar- 
row lane, through which he was passing, he beheld the 
broad countenance of a British hero swinging before the 
door of an inn, whence proceeded the voices of many 
guests The casement of one of the lower windows was 
thrown back, and a very thm curtam permitted Robm to 
disbnguish a party at supper, round a very well-fur- 
nished table The fragrance of the good cheer steamed 
forth into the outer air, and the youth could not fail to 
recollect that the last remnant of his travelhng stock of 
provision had yielded to his morning appetite, and that 
noon had found and left him dinnerless 
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“Oh, that a parchment three-penny might give me a 
right to sit down at yonder tablel” said Robin, with a 
sigh “But the Major will make me welcome to the best 
of his victuals, so I will even step boldly in, and mquire 
my way to his dwelling ” 

He entered the tavern, and was guided by the mur- 
mur of voices and the fumes of tobacco to the pubhc- 
room It was a long and low apartment, with oaken 
walls, grown dark m the continual smoke, and a floor 
which was thickly sanded, but of no immaculate purity 
A number of persons — the larger part of whom appeared 
to be manners, or in some way connected with the sea 
— occupied the wooden benches, or leather-bottomed 
chairs, conversing on various matters, and occasionally 
lending their attention to some topic of general mterest 
Three or four little groups were draining as many bowls 
of punch, which the West India trade had long since 
made a familiar drink m the colony Others, who had the 
appearance of men who hved by regular and laborious 
handicraft, preferred the insulated bhss of an unshared 
potation, and became more taciturn under its influence 
Nearly all, in short, evinced a predilection for the Good 
Creature in some of its various shapes, for this is a vice 
to which, as Fast Day sermons of a hundred years ago 
wiU testify, we have a long hereditary claim The only 
guests to whom Robin’s sympathies inchned him were 
two or three sheepish countrymen, who were using the 
inn somewhat after the fashion of a Turkish caravansary, 
they had gotten themselves into the darkest comer of 
the room, and heedless of the Nicotian atmosphere, were 
supping on the bread of then own ovens, and the bacon 
cured m their own chimney-smoke But though Robin 
felt a sort of brotherhood with these strangers, his eyes 
were attracted from them to a person who stood near the 
door, holding whispered conversation with a group of dl- 
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dressed associates His features were separately stribng 
almost to grotesqueness, and the whole face left a deep 
impression on the memory The forehead bulged out 
into a double prominence, with a vale between, the nose 
came boldly forth in an irregular curve, and its bridge 
was of more than a finger’s breadth, the eyebrows were 
deep and shaggy, and the eyes glowed beneath them 
hke fire in a cave 

While Robin dehberated of whom to inquire respect- 
ing his kinsman’s dwelhng, he was accosted by the inn- 
keeper, a httle man in a stained white apron, who had 
come to pay his professional welcome to the stranger 
Being in the second generation from a French Protestant, 
he seemed to have inherited the courtesy of his parent 
nation, but no variety of circumstances was ever known 
to change his voice from the one shrill note in which he 
now addressed Robin 

“From the country, I presume, sir?” said he, with a 
profound bow “Beg leave to congratulate you on your 
arrival, and trust you intend a long stay with us Fine 
town here, sir, beautiful buildings, and much that may 
interest a stranger May I hope for the honor of your 
commands m respect to supper^’ 

“The man sees a family hkeness! the rogue has 
guessed that I am related to the Ma)OTl" thought Robin, 
who had hitherto experienced httle superfluous civihty 

All eyes were now turned on the country lad, standing 
at the door, in his worn three-cornered hat, gray coat, 
leather breeches, and blue yarn stockings, leamng on an 
oaken cudgel, and bearing a wallet on his back 

Robin rephed to the courteous innkeeper, with such 
an assumption of confidence as befitted the Major’s rela- 
bve "My honest friend,” he said, “I shall make it a pomt 
to patroiuze your house on some occasion, when”— here 
he could not help lowering his voice — "when I may have 



MY KINSMAN, MAJOR MOLINEUX 47 

more than a parchment three-pence m my pocket My 
present business,” continued he, speaking with lofty con- 
fidence, “is merely to inquire my way to the dwellmg of 
my kinsman, Major Mohneux ” 

There was a sudden and general movement in the 
room, which Robin interpreted as expressing the eager- 
ness of each individual to become his guide But the inn- 
keeper turned his eyes to a written paper on the wall, 
which he read, or seemed to read, with occasional recur- 
rences to the young man’s figure 

“What have we here?” said he, breaking his speech 
into little dry fragments “ ‘Left the house of the sub- 
scriber, bounden servant, Hezekiah Mudge — had on, 
when he went away, gray coat, leather breeches, mas- 
ter’s third-best hat One pound currency reward to who- 
soever shall lodge him m any jail of the providence ’ Bet- 
ter trudge, boy, better trudgel” 

Robin had begun to draw his hand towards the lighter 
end of the oak cudgel, but a strange hostility in every 
countenance induced him to rehnquish his purpose of 
breaking the courteous innkeeper’s head As he turned 
to leave the room, he encountered a sneering glance 
from the bold-featured personage whom he had before 
noticed, and no sooner was he beyond the door, than he 
heard a general laugh, m which the innkeeper’s voice 
might be distinguished, hke the dropping of small stones 
into a kettle 

“Now, is it not strange,” thought Robin, with his usual 
shrewdness — “is it not strange that the confession of an 
empty pocket should outweigh the name of my kins- 
man, Major Mohneux? Oh, if I had one of those grinning 
rascals in the woods, where I and my oak sapling grew 
up together, I would teach him that my arm is heavy 
though my purse be lighti” 

On turning the comer of the narrow lane, Robin found 
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himself in a spacious street, with an unbroken hne of 
lofty houses on each side, and a steepled building at the 
upper end, whence the ringing of a beU announced the 
hour of nme The hght of the moon, and the lamps from 
the numerous shop-windows, discovered people prome- 
nading on the pavement, and amongst them Robin had 
hoped to recogmze his hitherto inscrutable relative The 
result of his former inquiries made him unwilling to 
hazard another, in a scene of such pubhcity, and he de- 
termined to walk slowly and silently up the street, thrust- 
ing his face close to that of every elderly gentleman, in 
search of the Major’s hneaments In his progress, Robin 
encountered many gay and gallant figures Embroidered 
garments of showy colors, enormous periwigs, gold-laced 
hats, and silver-hilted swords glided past him and daz- 
zled his optics Travelled youths, imitators of the Euro- 
pean fine gentlemen of the period, trod jaunbly along, 
half dancing to the fashionable tunes which they 
hummed, and making poor Robin ashamed of his qmet 
and natural gait At length, after many pauses to ex- 
amine the gorgeous display of goods in the shop-win- 
dows, and after suffering some rebukes for the imper- 
tinence of his scrutiny into people’s faces, the Major’s 
kinsman found himself near the steepled building, still 
unsuccessful in his search As yet, however, he had seen 
only one side of the thronged street, so Robin crossed, 
and continued the same sort of inquisition down the op- 
posite pavement, with stronger hopes than the philoso- 
pher seeking an honest man, but with no better fortune 
He had arrived about midway towards the lower end, 
from which his course began, when he overheard the ap- 
proach of some one who struck down a cane on the flag- 
stones at every step, uttering at regular mtervals, two 
sepulchral hems 

“Mercy on usl” quoth Robin, recognizing the sound 
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Turning a corner, which chanced to be close at his 
right hand, he hastened to pursue his researches in some 
other part of the town His patience now was wearing 
low, and he seemed to feel more fatigue from his ram- 
bles since he crossed the ferry, than from his jonmey 
of several days on the other side Hunger also pleaded 
loudly within him, and Robin began to balance the 
propriety of demanding, violently, and with hfted cud- 
gel, the necessary guidance from the first solitary pas- 
senger whom he should meet While a resolution to this 
effect was gaming strength, he entered a street of mean 
appearance, on either side of which a row of ill-built 
houses was stragghng towards die harbor The moon- 
hght fell upon no passenger along the whole extent, but 
in the third domicile which Robin passed there was a 
half-opened door, and his keen glance detected a wom- 
an’s garment within 

“My luck may be better here,” said he to himself 
Accordingly, he approached the door, and beheld it 
shut closer as he did so, yet an open space remained, suf- 
ficing for the fair occupant to observe the stranger, with- 
out a corresponding display on her part All that Robin 
could discern was a strip of scarlet petticoat, and the 
occasional sparkle of an eye, as if the moonbeams were 
trembhng on some bright thing 

“Pretty mistress,” for I may call her so with a good 
conscience, thought the shrewd youth, since I know 
nothing to the contrary — ^“my sweet pretty mistress, will 
you be kind enough to tell me whereabouts I must seek 
the dwelhng of my kinsman. Major Mohneux?” 

Robin’s voice was plamtive and winmng, and the 
female, seeing nothing to be shunned in the handsome 
country youth, thrust open the door, and came forth into 
the moonlight She was a dainty little figure, with a 
white neck, round arms, and a slender waist, at the ex- 
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tremity of which her scarlet petticoat jutted out over a 
hoop, as if she were standing m a balloon Moreover, her 
face was oval and pretty, her hair dark beneath the httle 
cap, and her bnght eyes possessed a sly freedom, which 
triumphed over those of Robin. 

“Major Mohneux dwells here,” said this fair woman. 

Now, her voice was the sweetest Robm had heard that 
mght, yet he could not help doubtmg whether that sweet 
voice spoke Gospel truth He looked up and down the 
mean street, and then surveyed the house before which 
they stood It was a small, dark edifice of two stones, the 
second of which projected over the lower floor, and the 
front apartment had the aspect of a shop for petty com- 
modities 

"Now, truly, I am m luck,” rephed Robin, cunmngly, 
"and so mdeed is my kinsman, the Major, in having so 
pretty a housekeeper But I prithee trouble him to step 
to the door, I wiU dehver him a message from his fnends 
m the country, and then go back to my lodgings at the 
mn 

“Nay, the Major has been abed this hour or more,” 
said the lady of the scarlet petticoat, “and it would be 
to httle purpose to disturb him tonight, seeing his eve- 
mng draught was of the strongest But he is a kind- 
hearted man, and it would be as much as my hfe’s worth 
to let a kinsman of his turn away from the door You are 
the good old gendeman’s very picture, and I could swear 
that was his ramy-weather hat Also he has garments 
very much resembhng those leather small-clothes But 
come m, I pray, for I bid you hearty welcome in his 
name.” 

So saying, the fair and hospitable dame took our hero 
by the hand, and the touch was hght, and the force was 
gentleness, and though Robm read m her eyes what 
he did not hear m her words, yet the slender-waisted 
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woman in the scarlet petticoat proved stronger than the 
athletic country youth She had drawn his half-wilhng 
footsteps nearly to the threshold, when the opening of 
a door m the neighborhood startled the Major’s house- 
keeper, and, leaving the Major’s kinsman, she vanished 
speedily into her own doimcile A heavy yawn preceded 
the appearance of a man, who, hke the Moonshine of 
Pyramus and Thisbe, earned a lantern, needlessly aiding 
his sister luminary in the heavens As he walked sleepily 
up the street, he turned his broad, dull face on Robm, 
and displayed a long staff, spiked at the end 

“Home, vagabond, homel” said the watchman, m ac- 
cents that seemed to fall asleep as soon as they were 
uttered “Home, or we’ll set you m the stocks by peep 
of day!” 

“This is the second hint of the land," thought Robm. 
“I wish they would end my difBculbes, by setting me 
there tomght ’’ 

Nevertheless, the youth felt an instmctive antipathy 
towards the guardian of midmght order, which at first 
prevented him from asking his usual quesbon But just 
when the man was about to vamsh behind the comer, 
Robin resolved not to lose the opportumty, and shouted 
lusbly after him — 

“I say, friendl will you gmde me to the bouse of my 
kinsman. Major MohneuxP” 

The watchman made no reply, but turned the comer 
and was gone, yet Robm seemed to hear the sound of 
drowsy laughter stealing along the sohtary sheet At that 
moment, also, a pleasant btter saluted him from the 
open window above his head, he looked up, and caught 
the sparkle of a saucy eye; a round arm beckoned to him, 
and next he heard hght footsteps descendmg the stair- 
case within But Robin, being of the household of a New 
England clergyman, was a good youth, as well as a 
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shrewd one, so he resisted temptation, and fled away 

He now roamed desperately, and at random, through 
the town, almost ready to beheve that a spell was on 
him, hke that by which a wizard of his country had once 
kept three pursuers wandering, a whole winter night, 
within twenty paces of the cottage which they sought 
The streets lay before him, strange and desolate, and the 
hghts were extinguished in almost every house Twice, 
however, httle parbes of men, among whom Robin dis- 
tinguished individuals in outlandish attire, came hurry- 
ing along, but, though on both occasions, they paused to 
address him, such intercourse did not at aU enlighten his 
perplexity They did but utter a few words in some lan- 
guage of which Robin knew nothing, and perceiving his 
inabihty to answer, bestowed a curse upon him in plain 
English and hastened away Finally, the lad determined 
to knock at the door of every mansion that might appear 
worthy to be occupied by his kinsman, trusbng that per- 
severance would overcome the fatahty that had hitherto 
thwarted him Firm m this resolve, he was passing be- 
neath the walls of a church, which formed the corner 
of two sheets, when, as he turned into the shade of its 
steeple, he encountered a bulky stranger, muffled in a 
cloak The man was proceedmg with the speed of earnest 
busmess, but Robin planted himself full before him, 
holding the oak cudgel with both hands across his body 
as a bar to further passage 

“Halt, honest man, and answer me a quesbon,” said 
he, very resolutely “Tell me, this mstant, whereabouts 
IS the dwelhng of my kinsman. Major MohneuxI” 

“Keep your tongue between your teeth, fool, and let 
me passi” said a deep, gruff voice, which Robin partly 
remembered. "Let me pass, or I’ll strike you to the 
earthi" 

“No, no, neighborl” cned Robin, flourishing his cud- 
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gel, and then thrusting its larger end close to the man’s 
muffled face “No, no, I’m not the fool you take me for, 
nor do you pass tiU I have an answer to my question 
Whereabouts is the dweUing of my kinsman. Major Mo- 
hneux?’’ 

The stranger, mstead of attempting to force his pas- 
sage, stepped back into the moonhght, unmuffled his 
face, and stared full mto that of Robin 

“Watch here an hour, and Major Mohneux will pass 
by,” said he 

Robin gazed with dismay and astonishment on the un- 
precedented physiognomy of the speaker The forehead 
with its double prominence, the broad hooked nose, the 
shaggy eyebrows, and fiery eyes were those which he 
had noticed at the inn, but the man’s complexion had 
undergone a singular, or, more properly, a twofold 
change One side of the face blazed an intense red, while 
the other was black as midnight, the division hne being 
m the broad bridge of the nose, and a mouth which 
seemed to extend from ear to ear was black or red, m 
contrast to the color of the cheek The effect was as if 
two individual devils, a fiend of fire and a fiend of dark- 
ness, had united themselves to form this infernal visage 
The stranger grmned in Robin’s face, muffled his party- 
colored features, and was out of sight m a moment 

"Strange things we travellers seel” ejaculated Robin. 

He seated himself, however, upon the steps of the 
church-door, resolvmg to wait the appointed tune for his 
kmsman A few moments were consumed m philosophi- 
cal speculations upon the species of man who had just 
left him, but having settled this pomt shrewdly, ra- 
tionally, and satisfactorily, he was compelled to look 
elsewhere for his amusement And first he threw his eyes 
along the street It was of more respectable appearance 
than most of those into which he had wandered, and the 
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moon, creating, like the imagmabve power, a beautiful 
strangeness in familiar objects, gave something of ro- 
mance to a scene that might not have possessed it m the 
hght of day The irregular and often quaint architecture 
of the houses, some of whose roofs were broken into 
numerous httle peaks, while others ascended, steep and 
narrow, into a single pomt, and others again were 
square, the pure snow-white of some of their com- 
plexions, the aged darkness of others, and the thousand 
sparklings, reflected from bright substances in the walls 
of many, these matters engaged Robin’s attention for a 
while, and then began to grow wearisome Next he en- 
deavored to define the forms of distant objects, starbng 
away, with almost ghostly indisbnctness, just as his eye 
appeared to grasp them, and finally he took a minute 
survey of an edifice which stood on the opposite side of 
the sheet, directly in front of the church-door, where he 
was staboned It was a large, square mansion, disbn- 
guished from its neighbors by a balcony, which rested on 
tall pillars, and by an elaborate Gothic window, com- 
mumcabng therewith 

“Perhaps this is the very house I have been seeking,” 
thought Robin 

Then he shove to speed away the bme, by hstemng 
to a murmur which swept conbnually along the sheet, 
yet was scarcely audible, except to an unaccustomed ear 
hke his. It was a low, dull, dreamy sound, compounded 
of many noises, each of which was at too great a distance 
to be separately heard Robin marvelled at this snore of 
a sleeping town, and marvelled more whenever its con- 
tmuity was broken by now and then a distant shout, ap- 
parently loud where it onginated But altogether it was 
a sleep-inspinng sound, and, to shake off its drowsy in- 
fluence, Robin arose, and climbed a window-frame, that 
he might view the mtenor of the church. There the 
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moonbeams came trembling in, and fell down upon the 
deserted pews, and extended along the quiet aisles A 
fainter yet more awful radiance was hovering around the 
pulpit, and one sohtary ray had dared to rest upon the 
open page of the great Bible Had nature, in that deep 
hour, become a worshipper in the house which man had 
budded? Or was that heavenly light the visible sanctity 
of the place — visible because no earthly and impure feet 
were within the walls? The scene made Robin’s heart 
shiver with a sensabon of loneliness stronger than he had 
ever felt in the remotest depths of his nabve woods; so 
he turned away and sat down again before the door 
There were graves around the church, and now an un- 
easy thought obtruded into Robin’s breast What if the 
object of his search, which had been so often and so 
strangely thwarted, were all the bme mouldenng in his 
shroud? What if his kinsman should glide through yon- 
der gate, and nod and smile to him in dimly passing by? 

“Oh that any breathing thing were here with mel’' 
said Rohm. 

Recalhng his thoughts from this uncomfortable track, 
he sent them over forest, hill, and stream, and attempted 
to imagine how that evening of ambiguity and weariness 
had been spent by his father’s household He pictured 
them assembled at the door, beneath the tree, the great 
old tree, which had been spared for its huge twisted 
trunk and venerable shade, when a thousand leafy breth- 
ren fell There, at the going down of the summer sun, 
it was his father’s custom to perform domesbc worship, 
that the neighbors might come and join with him hke 
brothers of the family, and that the wayfaring man 
might pause to dnnk at that fountain, and keep his heart 
pure by freshenmg the memory of home Rohm distin- 
guished the seat of every individual of the httle audi- 
ence; he saw the good man m the midst, holding the 
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Scriptures in the golden light that fell from the western 
clouds, he heheld him close the book and all nse up to 
pray He heard the old thanksgivings for daily mercies, 
the old supphcabons for their continuance, to which he 
had so often hstened in weariness, but which were now 
among his dear remembrances He perceived the slight 
mequahty of his father’s voice when he came to speak 
of the absent one, he noted how his mother turned her 
face to the broad and knotted trunk, how his elder 
brother scorned, because the beard was rough upon his 
upper hp, to permit his features to be moved, how the 
younger sister drew down a low hanging branch before 
her eyes, and how the httle one of all, whose sports had 
hitherto broken the decorum of the scene, understood 
the prayer for her playmate, and burst into clamorous 
grief iTien he saw them go m at the door, and when 
Robin would have entered also, the latch tinkled into its 
place, and he was excluded from his home 

“Am I here, or there?” cried Robin, starbng, for all at 
once, when his thoughts had become visible and audible 
m a dream, the long, wide, sohtary street shone out be- 
fore him 

He aroused himself, and endeavored to fix his atten- 
tion steadily upon the large edifice which he had sur- 
veyed before But still his mmd kept vibrating between 
fancy and reahty; by turns, the pillars of the balcony 
lengthened mto the tall, bare stems of pmes, dwindled 
down to human figures, settled again mto their true 
shape and size, and then commenced a new succession 
of changes For a single moment, when he deemed him- 
self awake, he could have sworn that a visage — one 
which he seemed to remember, yet could not absolutely 
name as his kinsman’s — ^was lookmg towards him from 
the Gothic window A deeper sleep wrestled with and 
nearly overcame him, but fled at the sound of footsteps 



MV KINSMAN. MAJOR MOLINEUX 57 

along the opposite pavement Robin rubbed his eyes, 
discerned a man passmg at the foot of the balcony, and 
addressed him in a loud, peevish, and lamentable cry 

“Hallo, friendl must I wait here all night for my kins- 
man, Major Mohneux?” 

The sleeping echoes awoke, and answered the voice, 
and the passenger, barely able to discern a figure sitting 
in the oblique shade of the steeple, traversed the street 
to obtain a nearer view He was himself a gentleman m 
his prime, of open, intelhgent, cheerful, and altogether 
prepossessing countenance Perceiving a country youth, 
apparently homeless and without friends, he accosted 
him in a tone of real kindness, which had become 
strange to Robin’s ears 

“Well, my good lad, why are you sitting here?” in- 
quired he “Can I be of service to you m any way'*” 

“I am afraid not, sir,” replied Robin, despondingly, 
“yet I shall take it kindly, if you'll answer me a single 
question I’ve been searching, half the night, for one 
Major Mohneux, now, sir, is there really such a person 
in these parts, or am I dreaming?” 

“Major Mohneux! The name is not altogether strange 
to me,” said the gentleman, smiling “Have you any ob- 
jection to telhng me the nature of your busmess with 
hunp” 

Then Robin briefly related that his father was a 
clergyman, settled on a small salary, at a long distance 
back m the country, and that he and Major Mohneux 
were brothers’ children The Major, having inherited 
riches, and acquired civil and mihtary rank, had visited 
his cousin, in great pomp, a year or two before, had 
mamfested much interest in Robm and an elder brother, 
and, being childless himself, had thrown out hints re- 
specbng the future estabhshment of one of them in hfe 
The elder brother was destined to succeed to the farm 
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which his father cultivated m the interval of sacred du- 
ties, It was therefore determined that Robin should profit 
by his kinsman’s generous mtenbons, especially as he 
seemed to be rather the favorite, and was thought to 
possess other necessary endowments 

"For I have the name of being a shrewd youth,” ob- 
served Robin, in this part of his story 

“I doubt not you deserve it,” rephed his new fnend, 
good-naturedly, "but pray proceed ” 

"Well, sir, being nearly eighteen years old, and well 
grown, as you see,” continued Robm, drawing himself 
up to his full height, “I thought it high time to begm m 
the world So my mother and sister put me m handsome 
tnm, and my father gave me half the remnant of his 
last year’s salary, and five days ago I started for this 
place, to pay the Major a visit But, would you beheve 
It, sirt I ca-ossed the ferry a httle after dark, and have 
yet found nobody that would show me the way to his 
dwelling, only, an hour or two since, I was told to wait 
here, and Major Mohneux would pass by ” 

"Can you describe the man who told you this?” m- 
quired the gentleman. 

“Oh, he was a very ill-favored fellow, sir,” rephed 
Robin, “with two great bumps on his forehead, a hook 
nose, fiery eyes, and, what struck me as the strangest, 
his face was of two different colors Do you happen to 
know such a man, sir?” 

“Not intimately,” answered the stranger, ‘but I 
chanced to meet him a httle time previous to your stop- 
pmg me I beheve you may trust his word, and that the 
Major wiU very shortly pass through this street In the 
mean time, as I have a smgular curiosity to witness your 
meeting, I will sit down here upon the steps and bear 
you company.” 

He seated himself accordingly, and soon engaged his 
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companion in animated discourse It was but of brief 
conbnuance, however, for a noise of shouting, which had 
long been remotely audible, drew so much nearer that 
Robin inquired its cause 

“What may be the meamng of this uproar?” asked he 
“Truly, if your town be always as noisy, I shall find 
httle sleep while I am an inhabitant ” 

“Why, indeed, friend Robin, there do appear to be 
three or four riotous fellows abroad tonight,” rephed the 
gentleman “You must not expect all the stillness of your 
native woods here in our streets But the watch will 
shordy be at the heels of these lads and — ” 

“Ay, and set them in the stocks by peep of day,” in- 
terrupted Robin, recollecting his own encounter with the 
drowsy lantern-bearer “But, dear sir, if I may trust my 
ears, an army of watchmen would never make head 
against such a mulbtude of rioters There were at least 
a thousand voices went up to make that one shout ” 
“May not a man have several voices, Robin, as well as 
two complexions?” said his friend 

“Perhaps a man may, but Heaven forbid that a 
woman should!” responded the shrewd youth, thinking 
of the seductive tones of the Major’s housekeeper 

The sounds of a trumpet in some neighboring street 
now became so evident and contmual, that Robm’s curi- 
osity was strongly excited In addition to the shouts, he 
heard frequent bursts from many instruments of discord, 
and a wild and confused laughter filled up the intervals 
Robin rose from the steps, and looked wistfully towards 
a point whither people seemed to be hastening 

“Surely some prodigious merry-making is going on,” 
exclaimed he “I have laughed very httle since I left 
home, sir, and should be sorry to lose an opportunity 
Shall we step round the comer by that darkish house, 
and take our share of the fun?” 
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“Sit down again, sit down, good Robin,” replied the 
gentleman, laying his hand on the skirt of the gray coat 
"You forget that we must wait here for your kinsman, 
and there is reason to believe that he will pass by, in 
the course of a very few moments ” 

The near approach of the uproar had now disturbed 
the neighborhood, windows flew open on all sides, and 
many heads, in the attire of the pillow, and confused 
by sleep suddenly broken, were protruded to the gaze 
of whoever had leisure to observe them Eager voices 
hailed each other from house to house, all demanding 
the explanation, which not a soul could give Half- 
dressed men hurried towards the unknown commotion, 
stumbling as they went over the stone steps that thrust 
themselves into the narrow foot-walk The shouts, the 
laughter, and the tuneless bray, the antipodes of music, 
came onwards with increasing din, till scattered indi- 
viduals, and then denser bodies, began to appear round 
a corner at the distance of a hundred yards 

“Will you recognize your kinsman, if he passes in this 
crowd?” inquired the gentleman 

“Indeed, I can’t warrant it, sir, but I’ll take my stand 
here, and keep a bright lookout,” answered Robin, de- 
scending to the outer edge of the pavement 

A mighty stream of people now emptied into the 
street, and came rolhng slowly towards the church A 
single horseman wheeled the corner in the midst of 
them, and close behind him came a band of fearful 
wind-instruments, sending forth a fresher discord now 
that no intervemng buildings kept it from the ear Then 
a redder hght disturbed the moonbeams, and a dense 
multitude of torches shone along the street, concealing, 
by then glare, whatever object they illuminated The 
single horseman, clad m a military dress, and bearing a 
drawn sword, rode onward as the leader, and, by his 
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fierce and variegated countenance, appeared bke war 
personified, the red of one cheek was an emblem of fire 
and sword, the blackness of the other betokened the 
mourning that attends them In his tram were wild fig- 
ures m the Indian dress, and many fantastic shapes 
without a model, giving the whole march a visionary 
air, as if a dream had broken forth from some feverish 
brain, and were sweeping visibly through the midnight 
streets. A mass of people, inactive, except as applaud- 
ing spectators, hemmed the procession in, and several 
women ran along the sidewalk, piercing the confusion 
of heavier sounds with their shrill voices of mirth or 
terror 

“The double-faced fellow has his eye upon me,” mut- 
tered Robin, with an indefinite but an uncomfortable 
idea that he was himself to bear a part in the pageantry 

The leader turned himself m the saddle, and fixed his 
glance full upon the country youth, as the steed went 
slowly by When Robin had freed his eyes from those 
fiery ones, the musicians were passing before him, and 
the torches were close at hand, but the unsteady bright- 
ness of the latter formed a veil which he could not pene- 
trate The rattling of wheels over the stones sometimes 
found Its way to his ear, and confused traces of a human 
form appeared at intervals, and then melted into the 
vivid light A moment more, and the leader thundered 
a command to halt the trumpets vomited a horrid 
breath, and then held then peace, the shouts and laugh- 
ter of the people died away, and there remained only 
a universal hum, allied to silence Right before Robin’s 
eyes was an uncovered cart There the torches blazed 
the brightest, there the moon shone out hke day, and 
there, m tar-and-feathery digmty, sat his kinsman. Major 
Mohneux' 

He was an elderly man, of large and majestic person. 
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and strong, square features, betokening a steady soul, 
but steady as it was, his enemies had found means to 
shake it His face was pale as death, and far more 
ghastly, the broad forehead was contracted in his agony, 
so that his eyebrows formed one grizzled hne, his eyes 
were red and wild, and the foam hung white upon his 
quivering Iip His whole frame was agitated by a quick 
and continual tremor, which his pnde strove to quell, 
even in those circumstances of overwhelming humili- 
ation But perhaps the bitterest pang of all was when 
his eyes met those of Robin, for he evidently knew him 
on the instant, as the youth stood witnessing the foul 
disgrace of a head grown gray in honor They stared at 
each other m silence, and Robm’s knees shook, and his 
hair bristled, with a mixture of pity and terror. Soon, 
however, a bewildering excitement began to seize upon 
his imnd, the preceding adventures of the night, the un- 
expected appearance of the crowd, the torches, the con- 
fused dm and the hush that followed, the spectre of his 
kinsman reviled by that great multitude — all this, and, 
more than all, a perception of tremendous ridicule in 
the whole scene, affected him with a sort of mental 
inebnety At that moment a voice of sluggish merriment 
saluted Robin’s ears, he turned instinctively, and just 
behind the comer of the church stood the lantern-bearer, 
lubbmg his eyes, and drowsily enjoying the lad’s amaze- 
ment Then he heard a peal of laughter hke the ringing 
of Silvery bells, a woman twitched his arm, a saucy eye 
met his, and he saw the lady of the scarlet petbcoat A 
sharp, dry cachiimation appealed to his memory, and, 
standing on tiptoe m the crowd, with his white apron 
over his head, he beheld the courteous little innkeeper 
And lastly, there sailed over the heads of the multitude 
a great, broad laugh, broken in the midst by two sepul- 
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chral hems, thus, "Haw, haw, haw — ^hem, hem — ^haw, 
haw, haw, hawl” 

The sound proceeded from the balcony of the oppo- 
site edifice, and thither Robin turned his eyes In front 
of the Gothic window stood the old citizen, wrapped in 
a wide gown, his gray periwig exchanged for a nightcap, 
which was thrust back from his forehead, and his silk 
stockings hanging about his legs He supported himself 
on his polished cane in a fit of convulsive merriment, 
which manifested itself on his solemn old features hke a 
funny mscription on a tombstone Then Robin seemed 
to hear the voices of the barbers, of the guests of the 
inn, and of all who had made sport of him that mght 
The contagion was spreading among the multitude, 
when aU at once, it seized upon Rohm, and he sent 
forth a shout of laughter that echoed through the street 
— every man shook his sides, every man emptied his 
lungs, but Robm’s shout was the loudest there The 
cloud-spirits peeped from their silvery islands, as the 
congregated mirth went roaring up the skyl The Man 
in the Moon heard the far bellow “Oho,” quoth he, “the 
old earth is frolicsome tonight!” 

When there was a momentary calm in that tempestu- 
ous sea of sound, the leader gave the sign, the procession 
resumed its march On they went, like fiends that throng 
in mockery around some dead potentate, mighty no 
more, but ma]estic still m his agony On they went, in 
counterfeited pomp, in senseless uproar, m frenzied mer- 
riment, tramphng aU on an old man’s heart On swept 
the tumult, and left a silent ^reet behind 


"Well, Rohm, are you dreammgp" mquired the gen- 
tlranan, laymg his hand on the youth's shoulder 
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Robin started, and withdrew his arm from the stone 
post to which he had instinctively clung, as the living 
stream rolled by him His cheek was somewhat pale, and 
his eye not quite as hvely as m the earlier part of the 
evening 

“Will you be kind enough to show me the way to the 
ferry?” said he, after a moment’s pause 

“You have, then, adopted a new subject of inquiry?” 
observed his companion, with a smile 

“Why, yes, sir,” replied Robin, rather dryly “Thanks 
to you, and to my other friends, I have at last met my 
kinsman, and he wiU scarce desire to see my face again 
I begin to grow weary of a town hfe, sir Will you show 
me the way to the ferryf’” 

"No, my good friend Robin — ^not tonight, at least,” 
said the gentleman. “Some few days hence, if you wish 
it, I will speed you on your journey Or, if you prefer to 
remain with us, perhaps, as you are a shrewd youth, you 
may rise in the world without the help of your kinsman. 
Major Mohneux ” 

1832 The Snow Image 




The Gray Champion 

T here was once a time when New England 
groaned under the actual pressure of heavier 
wrongs than those threatened ones which brought on the 
Revolution James II, the bigoted successor of Charles 
the Voluptuous, had annulled the charters of all the 
colomes, and sent a harsh and unprincipled soldier to 
take away our hberties and endanger our rehgion The 
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administration of Sir Edmund Andros lacked scarcely a 
single characterishc of tyranny a Governor and Council, 
holding ofiBce from the King, and wholly independent 
of the country, laws made and taxes levied without 
concurrence of the people immediate or by their repre- 
sentatives, the rights of private citizens violated, and the 
titles of all landed property declared void, the voice of 
complaint stifled by restrictions on the press, and, finally, 
disaffection overawed by the first band of mercenary 
troops that ever marched on our free soil For two years 
our ancestors were kept m sullen submission by that 
fihal love which had invariably secured their allegiance 
to the mother country, whether its head chanced to be 
a Parliament, Protector, or Popish Monarch Till these 
evil times, however, such allegiance had been merely 
nominal, and the colomsts had ruled themselves, enjoy- 
ing far more freedom than is even yet the privilege of 
the native subjects of Great Britain 

At length a rumor reached our shores that the Prince 
of Orange had ventured on an enterprise, the success of 
which would be the triumph of civil and rehgious rights 
and the salvation of New England It was but a doubtful 
whisper it might be false, or the attempt might fail, 
and, in either case, the man that stirred against King 
James would lose his head Still the intelligence pro- 
duced a marked effect The people smiled mysteriously 
m the streets, and threw bold glances at their oppressors, 
while far and wide there was a subdued and silent agi- 
tation, as if the shghtest signal would rouse the whole 
land from its sluggish despondency Aware of their dan- 
ger, the rulers resolved to avert it by an imposmg dis- 
play of strength, and perhaps to confirm their despotism 
by yet harsher measures One afternoon m April, 1689, 
Sir Edmund Andros and his favorite councillors, bemg 
warm with wine, assembled the red-coats of the Gov- 
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ernor s Guard, and made their appearance in the streets 
of Boston The sun was near settmg when the march 
commenced 

The roll of the drum at that unquiet crisis seemed to 
go through the streets, less as the martial music of the 
soldiers, than as a muster-call to the inhabitants them- 
selves A multitude, by various avenues, assembled m 
King Street, which was destined to be the scene, nearly 
a century afterwards, of another encounter between the 
troops of Britain, and a people struggling against her 
tyranny Though more than sixty years had elapsed since 
the pilgrims came, this crowd of their descendants still 
showed the strong and sombre features of their charac- 
ter perhaps more strikingly in such a stern emergency 
than on happier occasions There were the sober garb, 
the general severity of mien, the gloomy but undismayed 
expression, the scriptural forms of speech, and the con- 
fidence m Heaven’s blessing on a nghteous cause, which 
would have marked a band of the original Puritans, 
when threatened by some peril of the wilderness In- 
deed, It was not yet time for the old spirit to be extinct, 
since there were men in the street that day who had 
worshipped there beneath the trees, before a house was 
reared to the God for whom they had become exiles 
Old soldiers of the Parliament were here, too, smiling 
grimly at the thought that their aged arms might strike 
another blow against the house of Stuart Here, also, 
were the veterans of King Phihp's war, who had burned 
villages and slaughtered young and old, with pious 
fierceness, while the godly souls throughout the land 
were helping them with prayer Several ministers were 
scattered among the crowd, which, unhke all other 
mobs, regarded them with such reverence, as if there 
were sanctity in their very garments 'These holy men 
exerted their mfluence to quiet the people, but not to 



THE GRAY CHAMPION 67 

disperse them Meantime, the purpose of the Governor, 
m disturbing the peace of the town at a penod when 
the slightest commobon might throw the country into a 
ferment, was almost the universal subject of mqmry, and 
variously explained 

“Satan will strike his master-stroke presently,” cried 
some, “because he knoweth that his time is short All our 
godly pastors are to be dragged to prison! We shall see 
them at a Smithfield fire in King Sbeetl” 

Hereupon the people of each parish gathered closer 
round their minister, who looked calmly upwards and 
assumed a more apostohc dignity, as well befitted a 
candidate for the highest honor of his profession, the 
crown of martyrdom It was actually fancied, at that 
period, that New England might have a John Rogers of 
her own to take the place of that worthy in the Primer. 

“The Pope of Rome has given orders for a new St 
Bartholomew!” cried others “We are to be massacred, 
man and male child!” 

Neither was this rumor wholly discredited, although 
the wiser class beheved the Governor’s object somewhat 
less atrocious His predecessor under the old charter, 
Bradstreet, a venerable companion of the first settlers, 
was known to be m town There were grounds for con- 
jecturing, that Sir Edmund Andros intended at once to 
strike terror by a parade of mihtary force, and to con- 
found the opposite facbon by possessing himself of their 
chief 

“Stand firm for the old charter, Govemorr shouted 
the crowd, seizing upon the idea “The good old Gover- 
nor Bradsbeetl” 

While this cry was at the loudest, the people were 
surprised by the well-known figure of Governor Brad- 
sbeet himself, a patriarch of nearly ninety, who ap- 
peared on the elevated steps of a door, and, with char- 
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actenstic mildness, besought them to submit to the 
constituted authorities 

“My children,” concluded this venerable person, “do 
nothing rashly Cry not aloud, but pray for the welfare 
of New England, and expect patiently what the Lord 
wiU do in this matter!” 

The event was soon to be decided All this time, the 
roll of the drum had been approaching through Cornhill, 
louder and deeper, till with reverberations from house 
to house, and the regular tramp of martial footsteps, it 
burst into the street A double rank of soldiers made 
their appearance, occupying the whole breadth of the 
passage, with shouldered matchlocks, and matches burn- 
ing, so as to present a row of fires in the dusk Their 
steady march was like the progress of a machine, that 
would roll irresistibly over everything in its way Next, 
moving slowly, with a confused clatter of hoofs on the 
pavement, rode a party of mounted gentlemen, the cen- 
tral figure being Sir Edmund Andros, elderly, but erect 
and soldier-hke Those around him were his favorite 
councillors, and the bitterest foes of New England At 
his right hand rode Edward Randolph, our arch-enemy, 
that “blasted wretch,” as Cotton Mather calls him, who 
achieved the downfall of our ancient government, and 
was followed with a sensible curse, through hfe and to 
his grave On the other side was Bullivant, scattering 
jests and mockery as he rode along Dudley came be- 
hind, with a downcast look, dreading, as well he might, 
to meet the indignant gaze of the people, who beheld 
him, their only countryman by birth, among the oppres- 
sors of his nabve land The captain of a frigate in the 
harbor, and two or three civil ofBcers under the Crown, 
were also there But the figure which most attracted the 
pubhc eye, and stirred up the deepest feehng, was the 
Episcopal clergyman of King’s Chapel, riding haughtily 
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among the magistrates in his priestly vestments, the fit- 
ting representatives of prelacy and persecution, the un- 
ion of church and state, and all those abominations 
which had driven the Puritans to the wilderness An- 
other guard of soldiers, in double rank, brought up the 
rear 

The whole scene was a picture of the condition of 
New England, and its moral, the deformity of any gov- 
ernment that does not grow out of the nature of things 
and the character of the people On one side the re- 
ligious multitude, with their sad visages and dark attire, 
and on the other, tlie group of despotic rulers, with the 
high churchman in the midst, and here and there a cruci- 
fix at their bosoms, all magnificently clad, flushed with 
wine, proud of unjust authority, and scoffing at the uni- 
versal groan And the mercenary soldiers, waiting but 
the word to deluge the street with blood, showed the 
only means by which obedience could be secured 

“O Lord of Hosts,” cned a voice among the crowd, 
“provide a Champion for thy people!” 

This ejaculation was loudly uttered, and served as a 
herald’s cry, to introduce a remarkable personage The 
crowd had rolled back, and weie now huddled together 
nearly at the extremity of the street, while the soldiers 
had advanced no more than a third of its length The 
intervening space was empty — a paved sohtude, be- 
tween lofty edifices, which threw almost a twihght 
shadow over it Suddenly, there was seen the figure of 
an ancient man, who seemed to have emerged from 
among the people, and was walking by himself along 
the centre of the street, to confront the armed band He 
wore the old Puritan dress, a dark cloak and a steeple- 
crowned hat, in the fashion of at least fifty years before, 
with a heavy sword upon his thigh, but a staff in his 
hand to assist the tremulous gait of age. 
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When at some distance from the multitude, the old 
man turned slowly round, displaying a face of antique 
majesty, rendered doubly venerable by the hoary beard 
that descended on his breast He made a gesture at once 
of encouragement and warning, then turned again, and 
resumed his way 

“Who is this gray patriarch?” asked the young men of 
their sires 

“Who IS this venerable brother?” asked the old men 
among themselves 

But none could make reply The fathers of the peo- 
ple, those of fourscore years and upwards, were dis- 
turbed, deemmg it strange that they should forget one 
of such evident authority, whom they must have known 
in their early days, the associate of Winthrop, and aU 
the old councillors, giving laws, and making prayers, 
and leading them against the savage The elderly men 
ought to have remembered him, too, with locks as gray 
m their youth, as their own were now And the young! 
How could he have passed so utterly from their mem- 
ories — that hoary sire, the relic of long-departed times, 
whose awful benediction had surely been bestowed on 
their uncovered heads, m childhood'^ 

“Whence did he come? What is his purpose? Who can 
this old man be?” whispered the wondenng crowd 
Meanwhile, the venerable stranger, staff in hand, was 
pursuing his sohtary walk along the centre of the street 
As he drew near the advancing soldiers, and as the roll 
of their drum came full upon his ears, the old man raised 
himself to a loftier mien, while the decrepitude of age 
seemed to fall from his shoulders, leaving him in gray 
but unbroken digmty Now, he marched onward with 
a warrior’s step, keeping time to the mihtary music. 
Thus the aged form advanced on one side, and the 
whole parade of soldiers and magistrates on the other. 
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bll, when scarcely twenty yards remained between, the 
old man grasped his staff by the middle, and held it 
before him hke a leader’s truncheon 

“Standi” cried he 

The eye, the face, and atbtude of command, the 
solemn, yet warhke peal of that voice, fit either to rule 
a host in the battle-field or be raised to God m prayer, 
were irresistible At the old man’s word and outstretched 
arm, the roll of the drum was hushed at once, and the 
advancmg hne stood stall A tremulous enthusiasm seized 
upon the multitude That stately form, combimng the 
leader and the saint, so gray, so dimly seen, m such an 
ancient garb, could only belong to some old champion 
of the righteous cause, whom the oppressor’s drum had 
summoned from his grave They raised a shout of awe 
and exultation, and looked for the dehverance of New 
England 

The Governor, and the gentlemen of his party, per- 
ceiving themselves brought to an imexpected stand, rode 
hastily forward, as if they would have pressed their 
snorting and affrighted horses right against the hoary 
apparition He, however, blenched not a step, but glanc- 
ing his severe eye round the group, which half encom- 
passed him, at last bent it sternly on Sir Edmund An- 
dros One would have thought that the dark old man 
was chief ruler there, and that the Governor and Coun- 
cil, with soldiers at their back, representing the whole 
power and authority of the Crown, had no alternative 
but obedience 

“What does this old fellow here?” cned Edward Ran- 
dolph, fiercely “On, Sir Edmundl Bid the soldiers for- 
ward, and give the dotard the same choice that you give 
all his countrymen — to stand aside or be trampled onl" 

“Nay, nay, let us show respect to the good grand- 
sire,” said Bulhvant, laughing “See you not, he is some 
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old round-headed dignitary, who hath lam asleep these 
thirty years, and knows nothing of the change of times? 
Doubtless, he thinks to put us down with a proclamation 
in Old Noll’s name!” 

“Are you mad, old man?” demanded Sir Edmund 
Andros, m loud and harsh tones “How dare you stay the 
march of King James’s Governor?” 

“I have stayed the march of a King himself, ere now,” 
replied the gray figure, with stern composure “I am 
here. Sir Governor, because the cry of an oppressed peo- 
ple hath disturbed me m my secret place, and beseech- 
ing this favor earnestly of the Lord, it was vouchsafed 
me to appear once again on earth, m the good old cause 
of his saints And what speak ye of James? There is no 
longer a Popish tyrant on the throne of England, and 
by tomorrow noon, his name shall be a byword m this 
very street, where ye would make it a word of terror 
Back, thou wast a Governor, back! With this night thy 
power IS ended — tomorrow, the prison! — back, lest I 
foretell the scaffold!” 

The people had been drawing nearer and nearer, and 
drinking m the words of their champion, who spoke m 
accents long disused, hke one unaccustomed to converse, 
except with the dead of many years ago But his voice 
stirred their souls They confronted the soldiers, not 
wholly without arms, and ready to convert the very 
stones of the street into deadly weapons Sir Edmund 
Andros looked at the old man, then he cast his hard 
and cruel eye over the multitude, and beheld them 
burning with that lurid wrath, so difficult to kindle or 
to quench, and again he fixed his gaze on the aged form, 
which stood obscurely in an open space, where neither 
friend nor foe had thrust himself What were his 
thoughts, he uttered no word which might discover. But 
whether the oppressor were overawed by the Gray 
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Champion’s look, or perceived his peril in the threaten- 
ing attitude of the people, it is certain that he gave 
back, and ordered his soldiers to commence a slow and 
guarded retreat Before another sunset, the Governor, 
and all that rode so proudly with him, were prisoners, 
and long ere it was known that James had abdicated. 
King WiUiam was proclaimed throughout New England 
But where was the Gray Champion? Some reported 
that, when the troops had gone from King Street, and 
the people were thronging tumultuously in their rear. 
Brads treet, the aged Governor, was seen to embrace a 
form more aged than his own Others soberly affirmed, 
that while they marvelled at the venerable grandeur of 
his aspect, the old man had faded from their eyes, melt- 
ing slowly into the hues of twilight, till, where he stood, 
there was an empty space But all agreed that the hoary 
shape was gone The men of that generahon watched 
for his reappearance, in sunshine and in twilight, but 
never saw him more, nor knew when his funeral passed, 
nor where his gravestone was 

And who was the Gray Champion? Perhaps his name 
might be found m the records of that stern Court of 
Justice, which passed a sentence, too mighty for the age, 
but glonous in all after-tunes, for its humbling lesson 
to the monarch and its high example to the subject I 
have heard, that whenever the descendants of the Puri- 
tans are to show the spint of their sires, the old man 
appears again When eighty years had passed, he walked 
once more in King Street Five years later, in the twi- 
hght of an Apnl morning, he stood on the green, beside 
the meebng-house, at Lexington, where now the obelisk 
of gramte, with a slab of slate inlaid, commemorates the 
first fallen of the Revolution And when our fathers were 
toihng at the breastwork on Bunker’s Hill, all through 
that night the old warrior walked his rounds Long, long 
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may it be, ere he comes againl His hour is one of dark- 
ness, and adversity, and peril But should domestic tyr- 
anny oppress us, or the invader’s step pollute our soil, 
still may the Gray Champion come, for he is the type 
of New England’s hereditary spirit, and his shadowy 
march, on the eve of danger, must ever be the pledge, 
that New England’s sons will vindicate their ancestry 
1835 Twtce-Told Tales 




Young Goodman Brown 

Y oung Goodman Brown came forth at sunset 
into the street at Salem village, but put his head 
back, after crossing the threshold, to exchange a parting 
kiss with his young wife And Faith, as the wife was 
aptly named, thrust her own pretty head into the street, 
letting the wind play with the pink ribbons of her cap 
while she called to Goodman Brown 

“Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather 
sadly, when her hps were close to his ear, "pnthee put 
off your journey until sunrise and sleep in your own bed 
tonight A lone woman is troubled with such dreams 
and such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself sometimes 
Pray tarry with me this night, dear husband, of all nights 
in the year ” 

“My love and my Faith,” rephed young Goodman 
Brown, “of all mghts in the year, this one mght must I 
tarry away from thee My journey, as thou callest it, 
forth and back again, must needs be done 'twixt now 
and sunrise What, my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou 
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doubt me already, and we but three months mamed'‘” 
“Then God bless you!” said Faith, with the pink rib- 
bons, “and may you find all well when you come back ” 
“Amenl” cried Goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers, 
dear Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no harm will 
come to thee ” 

So they parted, and the young man pursued his way 
until, being about to turn the corner by the meeting- 
house, he looked back and saw the head of Faith sbll 
peeping after him with a melancholy air, in spite of her 
pink ribbons 

“Poor Lttle Faith!” thought he, for his heart smote 
him “What a wretch am I to leave her on such an er- 
rand! She talks of dreams, too Methought as she spoke 
there was trouble in her face, as if a dream had warned 
her what work is to be done tonight But no, no, ’t 
would kill her to think it Well, she’s a blessed angel on 
earth, and after this one night I’ll chng to her skirts and 
follow her to heaven ” 

With this exceUent resolve for the future, Goodman 
Brown felt himself justified in making more haste on his 
present evil purpose He had taken a dreary road, dark- 
ened by aU the gloomiest trees of the forest, which 
barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, 
and closed immediately behind It was all as lonely as 
could be, and there is this pecuhanty m such a solitude, 
that the traveller knows not who may be concealed by 
the mnumerable trunks and the thick boughs overhead, 
so that with lonely footsteps he may yet be passing 
through an unseen multitude 

"There may be a devihsh Indian behind every tree,” 
said Goodman Brown to himself, and he glanced fear- 
fully behind him as he added, “What if the devil him- 
self should be at my very elbow!” 
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His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the 
road, and, looking forward again, beheld the figure of 
a man, in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of 
an old tree He arose at Goodman Brown’s approach 
and walked onward side by side with him 
"You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he. "The clock 
of the Old South was striking as I came through Boston, 
and that is full fifteen minutes agone ” 

"Faith kept me back a while,” replied the young man, 
with a tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden appear- 
ance of his companion, though not wholly unexpected 
It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in 
that part of it where these two were journeying As 
nearly as could be discerned, the second traveller was 
about fifty years old, apparently in the same rank of life 
as Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable resem- 
blance to him, though perhaps more in expression than 
features Still they might have been taken for father and 
son And yet, though the elder person was as simply 
clad as the younger, and as simple in manner too, he 
had an indescribable air of one who knew the world, 
and who would not have felt abashed at the governor’s 
dinner table or m King WiUiam’s court, were it possible 
that his affairs should call him thither But the only thing 
about him that could be fixed upon as remarkable was 
his staff, which bore the likeness of a great black snake, 
so curiously wrought that it might almost be seen to 
twist and wriggle itself like a hving serpent This, of 
course, must have been an ocular deception, assisted by 
the uncertain hght 

"Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller, 
"this IS a duU pace for the beginnmg of a journey. Take 
my Staff, if you are so soon weary ” 

“Friend,” said the other, exchangmg his slow pace for 
a fuU stop, "having kept covenant by meetmg thee here. 
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it IS my purpose now to return whence I came I have 
scruples touching the matter thou wot’st of ” 

“Sayest thou so?” rephed he of the serpent, smihng 
apart “Let us walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as we 
go, and if I convince thee not thou shalt turn back We 
are hut a httle way in the forest yet ” 

“Too far! too farl” exclaimed the goodman, uncon- 
sciously resuming his walk “My father never went into 
the woods on such an errand, nor his father before him 
We have been a race of honest men and good Christians 
since the days of the martyrs, and shall I be the first of 
the name of Brown that ever took his path and kept — ” 
“Such company, thou wouldst say,” observed the elder 
person, interpreting his pause “Well said, Goodman 
Brown! I have been as well acquainted with your family 
as with ever a one among the Puritans, and that’s no 
tnfle to say I helped your grandfather, the constable, 
when he lashed the Quaker woman so smartly through 
the streets of Salem, and it was I that brought your fa- 
ther a pitch-pine knot, kindled at my own hearth, to set 
fire to an Indian village, in King Phihp’s war They were 
my good friends, both, and many a pleasant walk have 
we had along this path, and returned merrily after mid- 
night I would fain be friends with you for their sake ” 
“If It be as thou sayest," rephed Goodman Brown, “I 
marvel they never spoke of these matters, or, verily, 
I marvel not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort 
would have driven them from New England We are a 
people of prayer, and good works to hoot, and abide 
no such wickedness ” 

‘Wickedness or not," said the traveller with the 
twisted staff, “I have a very general acquaintance here 
in New England The deacons of many a church have 
drunk the commumon wine with me, the selectmen of 
divers towns make me their chairman, and a majority 
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of the Great and General Court are firm supporters of 
my interest The governor and I, too— But these are 
state secrets ” 

“Can this be so?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare 
of amazement at his undisturbed companion “Howbeit, 
I have nothing to do with the governor and council, 
they have their own ways, and are no rule for a simple 
husbandman hke me But, were I to go on with thee, 
how should I meet the eye of that good old man, our 
minister, at Salem village? Oh, his voice would make 
me tremble both Sabbath day and lecture day ” 

Thus far the elder traveller had hstened with due 
gravity, but now burst into a fit of irrepressible mirth, 
shaking himself so violently that his snake-hke staff actu- 
ally seemed to wriggle in sympathy 

“Ha> hal hal” shouted he again and again, then com- 
posing himself, “Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go on, 
but, prithee, don’t kill me with laughing ” 

“Well, then, to end the matter at once,” said Goodman 
Brown, considerably nettled, “there is my wife, Faith 
It would break her dear httle heart, and Td rather break 
my own ” 

“Nay, if that be the case," answered the other, “e’en 
go thy ways, Goodman Brown I would not for twenty 
old women hke the one hobbhng before us that Faith 
should come to any harm ” 

As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female figure on 
the path, in whom Goodman Brown recognized a very 
pious and exemplary dame, who had taught him his 
catechism in youth, and was still his moral and spiritual 
adviser, jointly with the mimster and Deacon Gookin 
“A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far 
m the wilderness at nightfall,” said he “But with your 
leave, friend, I shall take a cut through the woods until 
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we have left this Chnsban woman behind Being a 
stranger to you, she might ask whom I was consorting 
with and whither I was going ’’ 

“Be It so,” said his fellow-traveller “Betake you to 
the woods, and let me keep the path ” 

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took 
care to watch his companion, who advanced softly along 
the road unbl he had come within a staff’s length of the 
old dame She, meanwhile, was mabng the best of her 
way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, and 
mumbhng some mdisbnct words — a prayer, doubtless — 
as she went The baveller put forth his staff and touched 
her withered neck with what seemed the serpent’s tail 
“The devil I” screamed the pious old lady 
“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend?” observed 
the traveller, confronbng her and leaning on his wnthing 
sbck 

“Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship indeed?” cried 
the good dame “Yea, truly is it, and in the very image 
of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, the grandfather of 
the silly fellow that now is But — would your worship 
bebeve it? — my broomsbck hath strangely disappeared, 
stolen, as I suspect, by that unhanged witch. Goody 
Cory, and that, too, when I was all anointed with the 
juice of smallage, and cinquefoil, and wolf’s bane — ” 
“Mmgled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born 
babe,” said the shape of old Goodman Brown 

“Ah, your worship knows the recipe,” cried the old 
lady, cackling aloud “So, as I was saying, being aU 
ready for the meeting, and no horse to ride on, I made 
up my mind to foot it, for they tell me there is a mce 
young man to be taken into communion tonight But 
now your good worship will lend me your arm, and we 
shall be there in a twinkhng ” 
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“That can hardly be,” answered her friend “I may 
not spare you my arm, Goody Cloyse, but here is my 
staff, if you will ” 

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, per- 
haps, it assumed life, being one of the rods which its 
owner had formerly lent to the Egyptian magi Of this 
fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take cogni- 
zance He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and, 
looking down again, beheld neither Goody Cloyse nor 
the serpentine staff, but his fellow-traveller alone, who 
waited for him as calmly as if nothing had happened 

"That old woman taught me my catechism,” said the 
young man, and there was a world of meaning in this 
Simple comment 

They continued to walk onward, while the elder trav- 
eller exhorted his companion to make good speed and 
persevere m the path, discoursing so aptly that his argu- 
ments seemed rather to spring up in the bosom of his 
auditor than to be suggested by himself As they went, 
he plucked a branch of maple to serve for a walking 
stick, and began to strip it of the twigs and little boughs, 
which were wet with evening dew The moment his 
fingers touched them they became strangely withered 
and dried up as with a week’s sunshine Thus the pair 
proceeded, at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a 
gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat himself 
down on the stump of a tree and refused to go any far- 
ther 

“Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mind is made up 
Not another step will I budge on this errand What if 
a wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil 
when I thought she was going to heaven is that any 
reason why I should quit my dear Faith and go after 
her?” 

“You will think better of this by and by,” said his 
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acquaintance, composedly “Sit here and rest yourself a 
while, and when you feel like moving again, there is 
my stafiF to help you along ” 

Without more words, he threw his companion the 
maple stick, and was as speedily out of sight as if he 
had vanished into the deepening gloom The young man 
sat a few moments by the roadside, applauding himself 
greatly, and thinking with how clear a conscience he 
should meet the minister in his morning walk, nor shrink 
from the eye of good old Deacon Gookm And what 
calm sleep would be his that very night, which was to 
have been spent so wickedly, but so purely and sweetly 
now, in the arms of Faith' Amidst these pleasant and 
praiseworthy meditabons, Goodman Brown heard the 
tramp of horses along the road, and deemed it advisable 
to conceal himself within the verge of the forest, con- 
scious of the guilty purpose that had brought him 
thither, though now so happily turned from it 

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders, 
two grave old voices, conversing soberly as they drew 
near These mingled sounds appeared to pass along the 
road, within a few yards of the young man’s hiding- 
place, but, owing doubtless to the depth of the gloom 
at that particular spot, neither the travellers nor their 
steeds were visible Though their figures brushed the 
small boughs by the wayside, it could not be seen that 
they intercepted, even for a moment, the faint gleam 
from the strip of bright sky athwart which they must 
have passed Goodman Brown alternately crouched and 
stood on tiptoe, pulhng aside the branches and thnisbng 
forth his head as far as he durst without discerning so 
much as a shadow. It vexed him the more, because he 
could have sworn, were such a thing possible, that 
he recogmzed the voices of the immster and Deacon 
Gookm, joggmg along quietly, as they were wont to do, 
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when bound to some ordination or ecclesiastical council 
While yet withm heanng, one of the riders stopped to 
pluck a switch 

“Of the two, reverend sir,” said the voice hke the 
deacon’s, "I had rather miss an ordination dinner than 
tonight’s meeting They tell me that some of our com- 
munity are to be here from Falmouth and beyond, and 
others from Connecbcut and Rhode Island, besides sev- 
eral of the Indian powwows, who, after then fashion, 
know almost as much deviltry as the best of us More- 
over, there is a goodly young woman to be taken into 
communion ” 

“Mighty well. Deacon Gookml” rephed the solemn 
old tones of the minister "Spur up, or we shall be late 
Nothing can be done, you know, until I get on the 
ground ” 

The hoofs clattered again, and the voices, talking so 
strangely m the empty air, passed on through the forest, 
where no church had ever been gathered or sohtary 
Chrisban prayed Whither, then, could these holy men 
be journeymg so deep mto the heathen wilderness'* 
Young Goodman Brown caught hold of a tree for sup- 
port, being ready to sink down on the ground, faint and 
overburdened with the heavy sickness of his heart He 
looked up to the sky, doubting whether there really was 
a heaven above him Yet there was the blue arch, and 
the stars brightening in it 

“With heaven above and Faith below, I wiU yet stand 
firm against the devil!” cned Goodman Brown 

While he stiU gazed upward mto the deep arch of the 
firmament and had hfted his hands to pray, a cloud, 
though no wind was stirrmg, hurried across the zenith 
and hid the brightemng stars The blue sky was stiU 
visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass 
of cloud was sweeping swiftly northward Aloft in the 
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aiT, as if from the depths of the cloud, came a confused 
and doubtful sound of voices Once the listener fancied 
that he could distmguish the accents of towns-people of 
his own, men and women, both pious and ungodly, 
many of whom he had met at the communion table, and 
had seen others noting at the tavern The next moment, 
so indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he 
had heard aught but the murmur of the old forest, 
whispenng without a wind Then came a stronger swell 
of those famihar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at 
Salem village, but never until now from a cloud of night 
There was one voice of a young woman, uttenng lamen- 
tations, yet with an uncertam sorrow, and entreating for 
some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her to ob- 
tain, and all the unseen multitude, both saints and sin- 
ners, seemed to encourage her onward 

“Faith!” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony 
and desperation, and the echoes of the forest mocked 
him, crying, “Faith' Faith!” as if bewildered wretches 
were seeking her all through the wilderness 

The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the 
mght, when the unhappy husband held his breath for 
a response There was a scream, drowned immediately 
in a louder murmur of voices, fadmg into far-off laugh- 
ter, as the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and 
silent sky above Goodman Brown But something flut- 
tered lightly down through the air and caught on the 
branch of a tree The young man seized it, and beheld 
a pink ribbon 

“My Faith is gone!” cried he, after one stupefied mo- 
ment “There is no good on earth, and sm is but a name 
Come, devil, for to thee is this world given ” 

And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud 
and long, did Goodman Brown grasp his staff and set 
forth again, at such a rate that he seemed to fly along 
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the forest path rather than to walk or run The road 
grew wilder and drearier and more faintly traced, and 
vamshed at length, leaving him in the heart of the dark 
wilderness, still rushing onward with the instinct that 
guides mortal man to evil The whole forest was peo- 
pled with frightful sounds — ^the creaking of the trees, 
the howling of wild beasts, and the yell of Indians, while 
sometimes the wind tolled hke a distant church bell, and 
sometimes gave a broad roar around the traveller, as if 
all Nature were laughing him to scorn But he was him- 
self the chief horror of the scene, and shrank not from 
its other horrors 

“Hal ha! ha!” roared Goodm£\p Brown when the wind 
laughed at him “Let us hear which will laugh loudest 
Think not to frighten me with your deviltry Come 
witch, come wizard, come Indian powwow, come devil 
himself, and here comes Goodman Brown You may as 
well fear him as he fear you ” 

In truth, all through the haunted forest there could be 
nothing more frightful than the figure of Goodman 
Brown On he flew among the black pines, brandishing 
his staff with frenzied gestures, now giving vent to an 
inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting forth 
such laughter as set aU the echoes of the forest laughing 
hke demons around him The fiend in his own shape is 
less hideous than when he rages in the breast of man 
Thus sped the demoniac on his course, until, qmvermg 
among the trees, he saw a red hght before him, as when 
the felled trunks and branches of a clearing have been 
set on fire, and throw up their lurid blaze against the 
sky, at the hour of midmght He paused, in a lull of 
the tempest that had driven him onward, and heard the 
swell of what seemed a hymn, rolhng solemnly from a 
distance with the weight of many voices He knew the 
tune, it was a familiar one in the choir of the village 
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meeting-iiouse The verse died heavily away, and was 
lengthened by a chorus, not of human voices, but of all 
the sounds of the benighted wilderness peahng in awful 
harmony together Goodman Brown cried out, and his 
cry was lost to his own ear by its umson with the cry of 
the desert 

In the interval of silence he stole forward until the 
light glared full upon his eyes At one extremity of an 
open space, hemmed in by the dark wall of the forest, 
arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural resemblance 
either to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four 
blazing pines, their tops aflame, their stems untouched, 
like candles at an evening meeting The mass of foliage 
that had overgrown the summit of the rock was all on 
fire, blazing high into the night and fitfully illuminahng 
the whole field Each pendent twig and leafy festoon 
was in a blaze As the red hght arose and fell, a numer- 
ous congregation alternately shone forth, then disap- 
peared in shadow, and again grew, as it were, out of 
the darkness, peopling the heart of the sohtary woods 
at once 

“A grave and dark-clad company,” quoth Goodman 
Brown 

In truth they were such Among them, quivering to 
and fro between gloom and splendor, appeared faces 
that would be seen next day at the council board of 
the province, and others which. Sabbath after Sabbath, 
looked devoudy heavenward, and bemgnantly over the 
crowded pews, from the holiest pulpits in the land Some 
aSirm that the lady of the governor was there At least 
there were high dames well known to her, and wives of 
honored husbands, and widows, a great mulbtude, and 
ancient maidens, all of excellent repute, and fair young 
girls, who trembled lest their mothers should espy them. 
Either the sudden gleams of light flashmg over the ob- 
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scure field bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he recognized 
a score of the church members of Salem village famous 
for their especial sanctity Good old Deacon Gookin had 
arrived, and waited at the skirts of that venerable saint, 
his revered pastor But, irreverently consorting with 
these grave, reputable, and pious people, these elders 
of the church, these chaste dames and dewy virgins, 
there were men of dissolute hves and women of spotted 
fame, wretches given over to all mean and filthy vice, 
and suspected even of horrid cnmes It was strange to 
see that the good shrank not from the wicked, nor were 
the sinners abashed by the saints Scattered also among 
their pale-faced enemies were the Indian priests, or 
powwows, who had often scared their native forest with 
more hideous mcantations than any known to English 
witchcraft 

"But where is FaithP” thought Goodman Brown, and, 
as hope came into his heart, he trembled 

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mourn- 
ful strain, such as the pious love, but joined to words 
which expressed all that our nature can conceive of sin, 
and darkly hinted at far more Unfathomable to mere 
mortals is the lore of fiends Verse after verse was sung, 
and still the chorus of the desert swelled between hke 
the deepest tone of a mighty organ, and with the final 
peal of that dreadful anthem there came a sound, as 
if the roarmg wmd, the rushing streams, the howlmg 
beasts, and every other voice of the unconcerted wilder- 
ness were minghng and accordmg with the voice of 
guilty man m homage to the prince of all. The four blaz- 
ing pines threw up a loftier flame, and obscurely dis- 
covered shapes and visages of horror on the smoke 
wreaths above the impious assembly. At the same mo- 
ment the fire on the rock shot redly forth and formed 
a glowing arch above its base, where now appeared a 
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figure With reverence be it spoken, the figure bore no 
slight simihtude, both in garb and manner, to some 
grave divine of the New England churches 

“Bring forth the converts!” cried a voice that echoed 
through the field and rolled into the forest 

At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the 
shadow of the trees and approached the congregation, 
with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood by the sym- 
pathy of all that was wicked m his heart He could have 
well-nigh sworn that the shape of his own dead father 
beckoned him to advance, looking downward from a 
smoke wreath, while a woman, with dim features of 
despair, threw out her hand to warn him back Was it 
his mother? But he had no power to retreat one step, 
nor to resist, even in thought, when the miruster and 
good old Deacon Gookin seized his arms and led him 
to the blazing rock Thither came also the slender form 
of a veiled female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pi- 
ous teacher of the catechism, and Martha Carrier, who 
had received the devil’s promise to be queen of hell A 
rampant hag was she And there stood the proselytes 
beneath the canopy of fire 

^ “Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the 
communion of your race Ye have found thus young your 
\iature and your destiny My children, look behind you!” 

They turned, and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet 
of flame, the fiend worshippers were seen, the smile of 
welcome gleamed darkly on every visage. 

“There,” resumed the sable form, “are all whom ye 
have reverenced from youth Ye deemed them hoher 
than yourselves, and shrank from your own sin, con- 
trasting it with their hves of righteousness and prayerful 
aspirations heavenward Yet here are they all m my 
worshippmg assembly This night it shall be granted you 
to know their secret deeds, how hoary-bearded elders 
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of the church have whispered wanton words to the 
young maids of their households, how many a woman, 
eager for widows’ weeds, has given her husband a drink 
at bedtime and let him sleep his last sleep in her bosom, 
how beardless youths have made haste to inherit their 
fathers’ wealth, and how fair damsels — ^blush not, sweet 
ones — have dug little graves in the garden, and bidden 
me, the sole guest to an infant’s funeral By the sym- 
pathy of your human hearts for sm ye shall scent out 
all the places — whether m church, bedchamber, street, 
field, or forest — where crime has been committed, and 
shall exult to behold the whole earth one stain of guilt, 
one mighty blood spot Far more than this It shall be 
yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the deep mystery of 
sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inex- 
haustibly supphes more evil impulses than human power 
— than my power at its utmost — can make manifest in 
deeds And now, my children, look upon each other ” 

They did so, and, by the blaze of the hell-bndled 
torches, the wretched man beheld his Faith, and the 
wife her husband, trembhng before that unhallowed al- 
tar 

"Lo, there ye stand, my children,” said the figure, m 
a deep and solemn tone, almost sad with its despairing 
awfulness, as if his once angehc nature could yet mourn 
for our imserable race “Depending upon one another’s 
hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a 
dream Now are ye undeceived Evil is the nature of 
mankind Evil must be your only happiness Welcome 
again, my children, to the commumon of your race ” 

“Welcome,” repeated the fiend worshippers, in one 
cry of despair and triumph 

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who 
were yet hesitating on the verge of wickedness in this 
dark world A basin was hollowed, naturally, m the rock. 
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Did it contain water, reddened by the lurid hght? or was 
it blood? or, perchance, a hquid flame? Herein did the 
shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the mark 
of bapbsm upon then foreheads, that they might be par- 
takers of the mystery of sin, more conscious of the secret 
guilt of others, both m deed and thought, than they 
could now be of their own The husband cast one look 
at his pale wife, and Faith at him What polluted 
wretches would the next glance show them to each 
other, shuddering ahke at what they disclosed and what 
they sawl 

"Faith! Faith!” cried the husband, “look up to heaven, 
and resist the wicked one ” 

Whether Faith obeyed he knew not Hardly had he 
spoken when he found himself amid calm night and soli- 
tude, hstemng to a roar of the wind which died heavily 
away through the forest He staggered against the rock, 
and felt it chill and damp, while a hanging twig, that 
had been all on fire, besprinkled his cheek with the 
coldest dew. 

The next morning young Goodman Brown came 
slowly into the street of Salem village, staring around 
him like a bewildered man The good old mimster was 
taking a walk along the graveyard to get an appetite 
for breakfast and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a 
blessing, as he passed, on Goodman Brown He shrank 
from the venerable saint as if to avoid an anathema Old 
Deacon Gookin was at domestic worship, and the holy 
words of his prayer were heard through the open win- 
dow “What God doth the wizard pray to?” quoth Good- 
man Brown Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, 
stood m the early sunshine at her own lattice, catechiz- 
ing a little girl who had brought her a pmt of morning’s 
milk Goodman Brown snatched away the child as from 
the grasp of the fiend himself Turmng the comer by 
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the meeting-house, he spied the head of Faith, with the 
pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, and bursting into 
such ]oy at sight of him that she skipped along the street 
and almost kissed her husband before the whole village 
But Goodman Brown looked sternly and sadly into her 
face, and passed on without a greeting 

Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and 
only dreamed a wild dream of a witch-meeting? 

Be it so if you will, but, alas! it was a dream of evil 
omen for young Goodman Brown A stern, a sad, a darkly 
meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man did he 
become from the night of that fearful dream On the 
Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a holy 
psalm, he could not hsten because an anthem of sin 
rushed loudly upon his ear and drowned all the blessed 
strain When the minister spoke from the pulpit with 
power and fervid eloquence, and, with his hand on the 
open Bible, of the sacred truths of our rehgion, and 
of samt-Lke lives and triumphant deaths, and of future 
bliss or misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown 
turn pale, dreading lest the roof should thunder down 
upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers Often, wak- 
ing suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the bosom of 
Faith, and at morning or evenbde, when the family knelt 
down at prayer, he scowled and muttered to himself, 
and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away And 
when he had hved long, and was borne to his grave a 
hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and 
children and grandchildren, a goodly procession, besides 
neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon 
his tombstone, for his dymg hour was gloom 
183S Mosses from an Old Manse 
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The Golden Touch 

O NCE upon a time, there lived a very nch man, and 
a king besides, whose name was Midas, and he 
had a httle daughter, whom nobody but myself ever 
heard of, and whose name I either never knew, or have 
entirely forgotten So, because I love odd names for ht- 
tle girls, I choose to call her Marygold 

This King Midas was fonder of gold than of anything 
else in the world He valued his royal crown chiefly be- 
cause It was composed of that precious metal If he 
loved anything better, or half so well, it was the one ht- 
tle maiden who played so merrily around her father’s 
footstool But the more Midas loved his daughter, the 
more did he desire and seek for wealth He thought, 
foohsh manl that the best thing he could possibly do for 
this dear child would be to bequeath her the immensest 
pile of yellow, glistemng com, that had ever been heaped 
together since the world was made Thus, he gave all his 
thoughts and all his time to this one purpose If ever he 
happened to gaze for an instant at the gold-tinted clouds 
of sunset, he wished that they were real gold, and that 
they could be squeezed safely mto his strong box When 
httle Marygold ran to meet him, with a bunch of butter- 
cups and dandelions, he used to say, “Poh, poh, child 1 
If these flowers were as golden as they look, they would 
be worth the pluckingl” 

And yet, in his earher days, before he was so entirely 
possessed of this insane desire for riches, King Midas 
had shown a great taste for flowers He had planted a 
garden, in which grew the biggest and beautifullest and 
sweetest roses that any mortal ever saw or smelt These 
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roses were stall growing m the garden, as large, as lovely, 
and as fragrant, as when Midas used to pass whole hours 
in gazing at them, and inhaling their perfume But now, 
if he looked at them at all, it was only to calculate how 
much the garden would be worth if each of the innumer- 
able rose-petals were a thin plate of gold And though 
he once was fond of music (in spite of an idle story 
about his ears, which were said to resemble those of an 
ass ) , the only music for poor Midas, now, was the chink 
of one com against another 

At length (as people always grow more and more 
foolish, unless they take care to grow wiser and wiser), 
Midas had got to be so exceedingly unreasonable, that 
he could scarcely bear to see or touch any object that 
was not gold He made it his custom, therefore, to pass 
a large portion of every day m a dark and dreary apart- 
ment, under ground, at the basement of his palace It 
was here that he kept his wealth To this dismal hole — 
for it was little better than a dungeon — Midas betook 
himself, whenever he wanted to be particularly happy 
Here, after carefully locking the door, he would take a 
bag of gold com, or a gold cup as big as a washbowl, or 
a heavy golden bar, or a peck-measure of gold-dust, and 
bring them from the obscure comers of the room into the 
one bright and narrow sunbeam that fell from the dun- 
geon-bke window He valued the sunbeam for no other 
reason but that his treasure would not shine without its 
help And then would he reckon over the coins m the 
bag, toss up the bar, and catch it as it came down, sift 
the gold-dust through his fingers, look at the funny im- 
age of his own face, as reflected in the burnished cir- 
cumference of the cup, and whisper to himself, “O 
Midas, rich King Midas, what a happy man art thoul” 
But it was laughable to see how the image of his face 
kept grinmng at him, out of the pohshed surface of the 
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cup It seemed to be aware of his foolish behavior, and 
to have a naughty inchnation to make fun of him 

Midas called himself a happy man, but felt that he 
was not yet quite so happy as he might be The very tip- 
top of enjoyment would never be reached, unless the 
whole world were to become his treasure-room, and he 
filled with yellow metal which should be all his own 
Now, I need hardly remind such wise httle people as 
you are, that in the old, old times, when King Midas was 
alive, a great many thmgs came to pass, which we 
should consider wonderful if they were to happen m our 
own day and country And, on the other hand, a great 
many things take place nowadays, which seem not only 
wonderful to us, but at which the people of old tunes 
would have stared then eyes out On the whole, I regard 
our own times as the strangest of the two, but, however 
that may be, I must go on with my story 

Midas was enjoying himself in his treasure-room, one 
day, as usual, when he perceived a shadow fall over the 
heaps of gold, and, lookmg suddenly up, what should 
he behold but the figure of a stranger, standing in the 
bright and narrow sunbeami It was a young man, with a 
cheerful and ruddy face Whether it was that the imagi- 
nation of King Midas threw a yellow tinge over every- 
thmg, or whatever the cause might be, he could not help 
fancying that the smile with which the stranger regarded 
him had a kind of golden radiance in it Certainly, al- 
though his figure intercepted the sunshine, there was 
now a brighter gleam upon all the piled-up treasures 
than before Even the remotest comers had their share 
of it, and were hghted up, when the stranger smiled, as 
with tips of flame and sparkles of fire 

As Midas knew that he had carefully turned the key 
in the lock, and that no mortal strength could possibly 
break into his treasure-room, he, of course, concluded 
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that his visitor must be something more than mortal It 
IS no matter about telhng you who he was In those days, 
when the earth was comparatively a new affair, it was 
supposed to be often the resort of beings endowed with 
supernatural power, and who used to interest themselves 
in the joys and sorrows of men, women, and children, 
half playfully and half seriously Midas had met such 
beings before now, and was not sorry to meet one of 
them again The stranger’s aspect, indeed, was so good- 
humored and kindly, if not beneficent, that it would 
have been unreasonable to suspect him of intending any 
mischief It was far more probable that he came to do 
Midas a favor And what could that favor be, unless to 
mulbply his heaps of treasure? 

The stranger gazed about the room, and when his 
lustrous smile had ghstened upon all the golden objects 
that were there, he turned agam to Midas 

"You are a wealthy man, fnend Midas'” he observed 
“I doubt whether any other four walls, on earth, contain 
so much gold as you have contrived to pile up in this 
room ” 

“I have done pretty well — ^pretty well,” answered Mi- 
das, in a discontented tone “But, after all, it is but a 
trifle, when you consider that it has taken me my whole 
hfe to get it together If one could hve a thousand years, 
he might have time to grow nchl” 

“Whatl” exclaimed the stranger “Then you are not 
satisfied?” 

Midas shook his head 

“And pray what would satisfy you?” asked the stran- 
ger “Merely for the curiosity of the dung, I should be 
glad to know ” 

Midas paused and meditated He felt a presentiment 
that this stranger, with such a golden lustre in his good- 
humored smile, had come hither with both the power 
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and the purpose of gratifying his utmost wishes Now, 
therefore, was the fortunate moment, when he had but 
to speak, and obtain whatever possible, or seemmgly im- 
possible thing. It might come mto his head to ask So he 
thought, and thought, and thought, and heaped up one 
golden mountain upon another, in his unagmabon, with- 
out being able to imagine them big enough At last, a 
bnght idea occurred to Kmg Midas It seemed really as 
bright as the glistening metal which he loved so much 
Raising his head, he looked the lustrous stranger in 
the face 

"Well, Midas,” observed his visitor, “I see that you 
have at length hit upon somethmg that wiU sabsfy you 
Tell me your wish ” 

"It IS only this,” rephed Midas ‘‘I am weary of collect- 
ing my beasures with so much bouble, and beholding 
the heap so dumnubve, after I have done my best I wish 
everything that I touch to be changed to gold!” 

The sbanger’s smile grew so very broad, that it 
seemed to fill the room hke an outburst of the sun, 
gleaming mto a shadowy deU, where the yellow autum- 
nal leaves — for so looked the lumps and parbcles of gold 
— he sbewn in the glow of hght 

"The Golden Touch!” exclaimed he “You certamly 
deserve credit, fnend Midas, for sbiking out so brilhant 
a concepbon But are you qmte sure that this will sabsfy 
you?” 

"How could It fail?” said Midas 
"And will you never regret the possession of it?” 
‘What could induce me?” asked Midas "I ask nothing 
else, to render me perfectly happy ” 

“Be it as you wish, then,” rephed the sbanger, waving 
his hand m token of farewelL “Tomorrow, at sunrise, you 
will find yourself gifted with the Golden Touch ” 

The figure of the sbanger then became exceedingly 
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bright, and Midas involuntarily closed his eyes On 
opening them again, he beheld only one yellow sunbeam 
in the room, and, all around him, the glistening of the 
precious metal which he had spent his hfe m hoardmg 
up 

Whether Midas slept as usual that mght, the story 
does not say Asleep or awake, however, his mind was 
probably in the state of a child’s, to whom a beautiful 
new plaything has been promised in the morning At any 
rate, day had hardly peeped over the hills, when King 
Midas was broad awake, and, stretchmg his arms out of 
bed, began to touch the objects that were within reach 
He was anxious to prove whether the Golden Touch had 
really come, according to the stranger’s promise So he 
laid his finger on a chair by the bedside, and on various 
other things, but was grievously disappointed to per- 
ceive that they remained of exactly the same substance 
as before Indeed he felt very much afraid that he had 
only dreamed about the lustrous stranger, or else that 
the latter had been makmg game of him And what a 
miserable affair would it be, if, after all his hopes, Midas 
must content himself with what httle gold he could 
scrape together by ordinary means, instead of creabng 
It by a touchl 

All this while, it was only the gray of the morning, 
with but a streak of brightness along the edge of the sky, 
where Midas could not see it He lay in a very disconso- 
late mood, regretting the downfall of his hopes, and kept 
growing sadder and sadder, until the earhest sunbeam 
shone through the window, and gilded the ceihng over 
his head It seemed to Midas that this bright yellow sun- 
beam was reflected in rather a singular way on the white 
covering of the bed Lookmg more closely, what was his 
astonishment and dehght, when he found that this hnen 
fabric had been transmuted to what seemed a woven 
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texture of the purest and brightest goldl The Golden 
Touch had come to him widi the first sunbeam! 

Midas started up, in a kind of joyful frenzy, and ran 
about the room, grasping at everything that happened to 
be in his way He seized one of the bedposts, and it be- 
came immediately a fluted golden pillar He pulled aside 
a wmdow-curtain, m order to admit a clear spectacle of 
the wonders which he was performing, and the tassel 
grew heavy in his hand — a mass of gold He took up a 
book from the table At his first touch, it assumed the 
appearance of such a splendidly bound and gilt-edged 
volume as one often meets with, nowadays, but, on run- 
ning his fingers through the leaves, behold! it was a 
bundle of thin golden plates, m which all the wisdom of 
the book had grown illegible He hurriedly put on his 
clothes, and was enraptured to see himself m a mag- 
nificent suit of gold cloth, which retained its flenbihty 
and softness, although it burdened him a httle with 
its weight He drew out his handkerchief, which httle 
Marygold had hemmed for him That was hkewise gold, 
with the dear child’s neat and pretty sbtches runmng all 
along the border, in gold thread! 

Somehow or other, this last transformation did not 
quite please King Midas He would rather that his httle 
daughter’s handiwork should have remained just the 
same as when she chmbed his knee and put it into his 
hand 

But It was not worth while to vex himself about a 
trifle Midas now took his spectacles from his pocket, 
and put them on his nose, m order that he might see 
more distinctly what he was about In those days, spec- 
tacles for common people had not been invented, but 
were already worn by kmgs, else, how could Midas have 
had any? To his great perplexity, however, excellent as 
the glasses were, he discovered that he could not pos- 
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sibly see through them But this was the most natural 
thing in the world, for, on taking them off, the trans- 
parent crystals turned out to be plates of yellow metal, 
and, of course, were worthless as spectacles, though val- 
uable as gold It struck Midas as rather inconvement 
that, with all his wealth, he could never again be rich 
enough to own a pair of serviceable spectacles 

“It IS no great matter, nevertheless,” said he to him- 
self, very philosophically “We cannot expect any great 
good, without its being accompanied with some small 
inconvenience The Golden Touch is worth the sacrifice 
of a pair of spectacles, at least, if not of one’s very eye- 
sight My own eyes wiU serve for ordinary purposes, and 
litde Marygold will soon be old enough to read to me ” 
Wise King Midas was so exalted by his good fortune, 
that the palace seemed not sufficiently spacious to con- 
tain him He therefore went down stairs, and smiled, on 
observing that the balustrade of the staircase became a 
bar of burnished gold, as his hand passed over it, m his 
descent He lifted the door-latch (it was brass only a 
moment ago, but golden when his fingers quitted it), 
and emerged into the garden Here, as it happened, he 
found a great number of beautiful roses in full bloom, 
and others in all the stages of lovely bud and blos- 
som Very delicious was their fragrance in the morning 
breeze Their dehcate blush was one of the fairest sights 
m the world, so gentle, so modest, and so full of sweet 
tranquilhty, did these roses seem to be 

But Midas knew a way to make them far more pre- 
cious, according to his way of thinking, than roses had 
ever been before So he took great pams m going from 
bush to bush, and exercised his magic touch most in- 
defatigably, until every individual flower and bud, and 
even the worms at the heart of some of them, were 
changed to gold By the time this good work was com- 



THE GOLDEN TOUCH 99 

pleted. King Midas was summoned to breakfast, and as 
the morning air had given him an excellent appebte, he 
made haste back to the palace 

What was usually a kmg’s breakfast m the days of 
Midas, I really do not know, and cannot stop now to m- 
vestigate To the best of my behef, however, on this par- 
ticular morning, the breakfast consisted of hot cakes, 
some nice httle brook trout, roasted potatoes, fresh boiled 
eggs, and coffee, for King Midas himself, and a bowl of 
bread and milk for his daughter Marygold At all events, 
this IS a breakast fit to set before a kmg, and, whether 
he had it or not, King Midas could not have had a better 
Little Marygold had not yet made her appearance 
Her father ordered her to be called, and, seating himself 
at table, awaited the child’s coming, in order to begin 
his own breakfast To do Midas justice, he really loved 
his daughter, and loved her so much the more this morn- 
ing, on account of the good fortune which had befallen 
him It was not a great while before he heard her coming 
along the passageway crying bitterly This circumstance 
surprised him, because Marygold was one of the cheer- 
fullest htde people whom you would see in a summer’s 
day, and hardly shed a thimbleful of tears in a twelve- 
month When Midas heard her sobs, he determined to 
put httle Marygold into better spints, by an agreeable 
surprise, so, leaning across the table, he touched his 
daughter’s bowl (which was a Chma one, with pretty 
figures all around it), and transmuted it to gleaming 
gold 

Meanwhile, Marygold slowly and disconsolately 
opened the door, and showed herself with her apron at 
her eyes, still sobbing as if her heart would break 

“How now, my little lady!’’ cned Midas “Pray what 
IS the matter with you, this bnght mormng?’’ 

Marygold, without taking the apron from her eyes. 
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held out her hand, in which was one of the roses which 
Midas had so recently transmuted 

“Beautifull” exclaimed her father “And what is there 
in this magmficent golden rose to make you cry?” 

“Ah, dear fatherl” answered the child, as well as her 
sobs would let her, “it is not beaubful, but the ughest 
flower that ever grew! As soon as I was dressed I ran into 
the garden to gather some roses for you, because I know 
you like them, and hke them the better when gathered 
by your little daughter But, oh dear, dear mel What do 
you think has happened? Such a misfortune! All the 
beautiful roses, that smelled so sweetly and had so many 
lovely blushes, are bhghted and spoilt! They are grown 
quite yellow, as you see this one, and have no longer any 
fragrance! What can have been the matter with them?” 

"Poh, my dear httle girl — ^pray don’t cry about it!” 
said Midas, who was ashamed to confess that he himself 
had wrought the change which so greatly afflicted her 
“Sit down and eat your bread and milk' You will find it 
easy enough to exchange a golden rose hke that (which 
will last hundreds of years) for an ordinary one which 
would wither m a day ” 

“I don’t care for such roses as this!” cried Marygold, 
tossing It contemptuously away "It has no smell, and 
the hard petals prick my nose!” 

The child now sat down to table, but was so occu- 
pied with her grief for the bhghted roses that she did not 
even nobce the wonderful transmutabon of her Chma 
bowl Perhaps this was all the better, for Marygold was 
accustomed to take pleasure m looking at the queer 
figures, and strange trees and houses, that were painted 
on the circumference of the bowl, and these ornaments 
were now entirely lost in the yellow hue of the metal 
Midas, meanwhile, had poured out a cup of coffee, 
and, as a matter of course, the coffee-pot, whatever 
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metal it may have been when he took it up, was gold 
when he set it down He thought to himself, that it was 
rather an extravagant style of splendor, in a king of hiS 
simple habits, to breakfast off a service of gold, and 
began to be puzzled with the difficulty of keeping hiS 
treasures safe The cupboard and the kitchen would no 
longer be a secure place of deposit for articles so valu- 
able as golden bowls and coffee-pots 

Amid these thoughts, he hfted a spoonful of coffee to 
his bps, and, sipping it, was astonished to perceive that, 
the instant his lips touched the hqiud, it became molten 
gold, and, the next moment, hardened into a lump! 

“Ha!” exclaimed Midas, rather aghast 
“What is the matter, father?” asked httle Marygold, 
gazing at him, with the tears sbll standing in her eyes 
“Nothing, child, nothing!” said Midas “Eat your milk, 
before it gets quite cold ” 

He took one of the nice little trouts on his plate, and, 
by way of experiment, touched its tail with his finger 
To his horror, it was immediately transmuted from an 
admirably fried brook-trout into a gold-fish, though not 
one of those gold-fishes which people often keep in glass 
globes, as ornaments for the parlor No, but it was really 
a metallic fish, and looked as if it had been very cun- 
nmgly made by the rucest goldsmith in the world Its 
httle bones were now golden wires, its fins and tail were 
thin plates of gold, and there were the marks of the fork 
in It, and all the deLcate, frothy appearance of a mcely 
fried fish, exactly imitated in metal A very pretty piece 
of work, as you may suppose, only King Midas, just at 
that moment, would much rather have had a real trout 
in his dish than this elaborate and valuable mutation of 
one 

“I don’t quite see,” thought he to himself, “how I am 
to get any breakfast!” 
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He took one of the smoking-hot cakes, and had 
scarcely broken it, when, to his cruel mortification, 
though, a moment before, it had been of the whitest 
wheat. It assumed the yellow hue of Indian meal To say 
the truth, if it had really been a hot Indian cake, Midas 
would have prized it a good deal more than he now did, 
when its sohdity and increased weight made him too bit- 
terly sensible that it was gold Almost m despair, he 
helped himself to a boiled egg, which immediately un- 
derwent a change similar to those of the trout and the 
cake The egg, indeed, might have been mistaken for 
one of those which the famous goose, in the story-book, 
was m the habit of laying, but King Midas was the only 
goose that had had anything to do with the matter 

"Well, this IS a quandary!” thought he, leamng back 
m his chair, and looking quite enviously at little Mary- 
gold, who was now eabng her bread and milk with great 
satasfacbon "Such a costly breakfast before me, and 
nothing that can be eaten!” 

Hoping that, by dmt of great dispatch, he might avoid 
what he now felt to be a considerable inconvenience, 
King Midas next snatched a hot potato, and attempted 
to cram it into his mouth, and swallow it in a hurry But 
the Golden Touch was too nimble for him He found his 
mouth full, not of mealy potato, but of solid metal, 
which so burnt his tongue that he roared aloud, and, 
jumping up from the table, began to dance and stamp 
about the room, both with pain and afiright 

"Father, dear father!” cried little Marygold, who was 
a very afiFecbonate child, “pray what is the matter? Have 
you burnt your mouth?” 

"Ah, dear child,” groaned Midas, dolefully, "I don’t 
know what is to become of your poor father!” 

And, truly, my dear httle folks, did you ever hear of 
such a pitiable case in all your hves? Here was literally 
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the richest breakfast that could be set before a king, and 
Its very richness made it absolutely good for nothing 
The poorest laborer, sitting down to his crust of bread 
and cup of water, was far better off than King Midas, 
whose dehcate food was really worth its weight m gold. 
And what was to be done? Aheady, at breakfast, Midas 
was excessively hungry Would he be less so by dinner- 
time? And how ravenous would be his appetite for sup- 
per, which must undoubtedly consist of the same sort of 
indigestible dishes as those now before himl How many 
days, think you, would he survive a continuance of this 
rich fare? 

These reflections so troubled wise King Midas, that 
he began to doubt whether, after all, riches are the one 
desirable thing m the world, or even the most desirable 
But this was only a passing thought So fascinated was 
Midas with the ghtter of the yellow metal, that he would 
shll have refused to give up the Golden Touch for so 
paltry a considerabon as a breakfast Just imagine what 
a price for one meal’s victuals' It would have been the 
same as paying milhons and milhons of money (and as 
many milhons more as would take forever to reckon up) 
for some fried trout, an egg, a potato, a hot cake, and a 
cup of coffee! 

“It would be quite too dear,” thought Midas 

Nevertheless, so great was his hunger, and the per- 
plexity of his situabon, that he again groaned aloud, and 
very grievously too Our pretty Marygold could endure 
it no longer She sat, a moment, gazing at her father, 
and trying, with all the might of her httle wits, to find 
out what was the matter with him Then, with a sweet 
and sorrowful impulse to comfort him, she started from 
her chair, and, running to Midas, threw her arms affec- 
bonately about his knees He bent down and kissed her 
He felt that his httle daughter's love was worth a thou- 
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sand bmes more than he had gained by the Golden 
Touch 

“My precious, precious Marygoldl” cried he 

But Marygold made no answer 

Alas, what had he done? How fatal was the gift which 
the stranger bestowedi The moment the bps of Midas 
touched Marygold’s forehead, a change had taken place 
Her sweet, rosy face, so full of affecbon as it had been, 
assumed a glittering yellow color, with yellow tear-drops 
congealing on her cheeks Her beaubful brown ringlets 
took the same bnt Her soft and tender bttle form grew 
hard and inflexible within her father’s encirchng arms 
Oh, terrible misfortune! The vicbm of his insabable de- 
sire for wealth, httle Marygold was a human child no 
longer, but a golden statue! 

Yes, there she was, with the quesboning look of love, 
grief, and pity, hardened into her face It was the pret- 
best and most woful sight that ever mortal saw All the 
features and tokens of Marygold were there, even the 
beloved little dimple remained in her golden chin But, 
the more perfect was the resemblance, the greater was 
the father’s agony at beholding this golden image, which 
was all that was left him of a daughter It had been a 
favorite phrase of Midas, whenever he felt parbcularly 
fond of the child, to say that she was worth her weight 
m gold And now the phrase had become literally 
true And now, at last, when it was too late, he felt 
how infimtely a warm and tender heart, that loved him, 
exceeded m value all the wealth that could be piled up 
betwixt the earth and sky! 

It would be too sad a story, if I were to tell you how 
Midas, in the fulness of all his grabfied desires, began 
to wring his hands and bemoan himself, and how he 
could neither bear to look at Marygold, nor yet to look 
away from her Except when his eyes were fixed on the 
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image, he could not possibly beheve that she was 
changed to gold But, steahng another glance, there was 
the precious little figure, widi a yellow tear-drop on its 
yellow cheek, and a look so piteous and tender, that it 
seemed as if that very expression must needs soften the 
gold, and make it flesh again This, however, could not 
be So Midas had only to wring his hands, and to wish 
that he were the poorest man in the wide world, if the 
loss of all his wealth might bring back the faintest rose- 
color to his dear child's face 

While he was in this tumult of despair, he suddenly 
beheld a stranger standing near the door Midas bent 
down his head, without speaking, for he recognized the 
same figure which had appeared to him, the day before, 
in the treasure-room, and had bestowed on him this 
disastrous faculty of the Golden Touch The stranger’s 
countenance stall wore a smile, which seemed to shed a 
yellow lustre all about the room, and gleamed on httle 
Marygold’s image, and on the other objects that had 
been transmuted by the touch of Midas 

“Well, friend Midas,” said the stranger, "pray how 
do you succeed with the Golden Touch?” 

Midas shook his head 

“I am very miserable,” said he 

“Very miserable, indeedl” exclaimed the stranger 
“And how happens that? Have I not faithfully kept my 
promise with you? Have you not everything that your 
heart desired?” 

“Gold IS not everything,” answered Midas “And I 
have lost all that my heart really cared for ” 

“Ah! So you have made a discovery, since yesterday?” 
observed the stranger “Let us see, then Which of these 
two things do you think is really worth the most — the 
gift of the Golden Touch, or one cup of clear cold 
water?” 
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“O blessed water!” exclaimed Midas “It will never 
moisten my parched throat again!” 

“The Golden Touch,” continued the stranger, “or a 
crust of bread?” 

“A piece of bread,” answered Midas, “is worth all the 
gold on earthi” 

“The Golden Touch,” asked the stranger, “or your 
own httle Marygold, warm, soft, and loving as she was 
an hour ago?” 

“Oh my child, my dear child!” cried poor Midas, 
wringing his hands “I would not have given that one 
small dimple in her chin for the power of changing this 
whole big earth into a sohd lump of gold!” 

“You are wiser than you were. King Midas!” said the 
stranger, looking seriously at him “Your own heart, I 
perceive, has not been entirely changed from flesh to 
gold Were it so, your case would indeed be desperate 
But you appear to be still capable of understanding that 
the commonest things, such as he within everybody’s 
grasp, are more valuable than the riches which so many 
mortals sigh and struggle after Tell me, now, do you 
sincerely desire to nd yourself of this Golden Touch?” 

“It IS hateful to me!” rephed Midas 

A fly settled on his nose, but immediately fell to the 
floor, for it, too, had become gold Midas shuddered 

“Go, then,” said the stranger, “and plunge into the 
river that ghdes past the bottom of your garden Take 
likewise a vase of the same water, and sprinkle it over 
any object that you may desire to change back again 
from gold into its former substance If you do this m 
earnestness and sincenty, it may possibly repair the mis- 
chief which your avarice has occasioned ” 

King Midas bowed low, and when he hfted his head, 
the lustrous stranger had vamshed 

You will easily beheve that Midas lost no time m 
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snatching up a great earthen pitcher (but, alas mel it 
was no longer earthen after he touched it), and hasten- 
ing to the river-side As he scampered along, and forced 
his way through the shrubbery, it was positively marvel- 
lous to see how the fohage turned yellow behind him, 
as if the autumn had been there, and nowhere else On 
reaching the river’s brink, he plunged headlong in, with- 
out waiting so much as to pull off his shoes 

“PoofI poof' poof!” snorted King Midas, as his head 
emerged out of the water “Well, this is really a refresh- 
ing bath, and I think it must have quite washed away 
the Golden Touch And now for filhng my pitcherl” 

As he dipped the pitcher mto the water, it gladdened 
his very heart to see it change from gold into the same 
good, honest earthen vessel which it had been before he 
touched It He was conscious, also, of a change within 
himself A cold, hard, and heavy weight seemed to have 
gone out of his bosom No doubt, his heart had been 
gradually losing its human substance, and transmubng 
Itself into insensible metal, but had now softened back 
again into ffesh Perceiving a violet, that grew on the 
bank of the river, Midas touched it with his finger, and 
was overjoyed to find that the dehcate flower retamed 
Its purple hue, instead of undergoing a yellow bhght 
The curse of the Golden Touch had, therefore, really 
been removed from him 

King Midas hastened back to the palace, and, I sup- 
pose, the servants knew not what to make of it when 
they saw their royal master so carefully bringing home 
<in earthen pitcher of water But that water, which was 
to undo all the mischief that his folly had wrought, was 
more precious to Midas than an ocean of molten gold 
could have been The first thing he did, as you need 
hardly be told, was to sprinkle it by handfuls over the 
golden figure of httle Marygold 
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No sooner did it fall on her than you would have 
laughed to see how the rosy color came back to the dear 
child’s cheek! and how she began to sneeze and sputter! 
— and how astonished she was to find herself dripping 
wet, and her father still throwing more water over her! 

“Pray do not, dear father!” cried she “See how you 
have wet my nice frock, which I put on only this morn- 
ing'” 

For Marygold did not know that she had been a little 
golden statue, nor could she remember anything that 
had happened since the moment when she ran with out- 
stretched arms to comfort poor King Midas 

Her father did not think it necessary to tell his be- 
loved child how very foohsh he had been, but contented 
himself with showing how much wiser he had now 
grown For this purpose, he led little Marygold into the 
garden, where he sprinkled all the remainder of the 
water over the rose-bushes, and with such good effect 
that above five thousand roses recovered their beautiful 
bloom There were two circumstances, however, which, 
as long as he hved, used to put King Midas in mind of 
the Golden Touch One was, that the sands of the river 
sparkled hke gold, the other, that httle Marygold’s hair 
had now a golden tinge, which he had never observed 
m it before she had been transmuted by the effect of his 
kiss This change of hue was really an improvement, and 
made Marygold’s hair richer than in her babyhood 

When King Midas had grown quite an old man, and 
used to trot Marygold’s children on his knee, he was 
fond of telhng them this marvellous story, pretty much 
as I have now told it to you And then would he stroke 
their glossy ringlets, and tell them that their hair, hke- 
wise, had a rich shade of gold, which they had inherited 
from their mother 

“And to tell you the truth, my precious httle folks,” 
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quoth King Midas, dihgently trotbng the children all 
the while, “ever since that morning, I have hated the 
very sight of all other gold, save this I” 

1851 The Wonder Book 




Feathertop: 

A MORALIZED LEGEND 

“T^ICKON,” cried Mother Rigby, "a coal for my 
i J pipe!” 

The pipe was in the old dame’s mouth when she said 
these words She had thrust it there after filhng it with 
tobacco, but without stooping to light it at the hearth, 
where indeed there was no appearance of a fire having 
been kindled that morning Forthwith, however, as soon 
as the order was given, there was an intense red glow 
out of the bowl of the pipe, and a whiff of smoke came 
from Mother Rigby’s hps Whence the coal came, and 
how brought thither by an mvisible hand, I have never 
been able to discover 

“Good!” quoth Mother Rigby, with a nod of her head 
“Thank ye, Dickon! And now for making this scarecrow 
Be within call, Dickon, m case I need you again ” 

The good woman had risen thus early (for as yet it 
was scarcely sunrise) m order to set about making a 
scarecrow, which she intended to put m the middle of 
her corn-patch It was now the latter week of May, and 
the crows and blackbirds had already discovered the lit- 
tle, green, roUed-up leaf of the Indian com )ust peeping 
out of the soil She was determined, therefore, to con- 
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trive as lifebke a scarecrow as ever was seen, and to 
finish it immediately, from top to toe, so that it should 
begin its sentinel’s duty that very morning Now Mother 
Rigby (as everybody must have heard) was one of the 
most cunning and potent witches m New England, and 
might, with very httle trouble, have made a scarecrow 
ugly enough to frighten the minister himself But on this 
occasion, as she had awakened in an uncommonly pleas- 
ant humor, and was further dulcified by her pipe to- 
bacco, she resolved to produce something fine, beautiful, 
and splendid, rather than hideous and horrible 

“I don’t want to set up a hobgobhn in my own corn- 
patch, and almost at my own doorstep,” said Mother 
Rigby to herself, pufiBng out a whiff of smoke, “I could 
do It if I pleased, but I’m tired of doing marvellous 
things, and so I’ll keep within the bounds of every-day 
business just for variety’s sake Besides, there is no use 
in scaring the httle children for a mile roundabout, 
though ’t IS true I’m a witch ” 

It was setded, therefore, m her own mind, that the 
scarecrow should represent a fine gentleman of the pe- 
riod, so far as the materials at hand would allow Per- 
haps it may be as well to enumerate the chief of the 
articles that went to the composition of this figure 
The most important item of all, probably, although it 
made so httle show, was a certain broomstick, on which 
Mother Rigby had taken many an airy gallop at mid- 
night, and which now served the scarecrow by way of a 
spinal column, or, as the unlearned phrase it, a backbone 
One of Its arms was a disabled flail which used to be 
wielded by Goodman Rigby, before his spouse worried 
him out of this troublesome world, the other, if I mistake 
not, was composed of the pudding stick and a broken 
rung of a chair, tied loosely together at the elbow As for 
its legs, the nght was a hoe handle, and the left an undis- 



FEATHERTOP 


111 

tinguished and miscellaneous stick from the woodpile Its 
lungs, stomach, and other affairs of that kind were noth- 
ing better than a meal bag stuffed with straw Thus we 
have made out the skeleton and entire corporosity of the 
scarecrow, with the exception of its head, and this was 
admirably supphed by a somewhat withered and shriv- 
elled pumpkin, in which Mother Rigby cut two holes for 
the eyes, and a slit for the mouth, leaving a bluish- 
colored knob in the middle to pass for a nose It was 
really quite a respectable face 

“I’ve seen worse ones on human shoulders, at any 
rate,” said Mother Rigby “And many a fine gentleman 
has a pumpkin head, as well as my scarecrow ” 

But the clothes, in this case, were to be the makmg of 
the man So the good old woman took down from a peg 
an ancient plum-colored coat of London make, and with 
rehcs of embroidery on its seams, cuffs, pocket-flaps, and 
button-holes, but lamentably worn and faded, patched 
at the elbows, tattered at the skuts, and threadbare all 
over On the left breast was a round hole, whence either 
a star of nobihty had been rent away, or else the hot 
heart of some former wearer had scorched it through 
and through The neighbors said that this rich garment 
belonged to the Black Man’s wardrobe, and that he kept 
It at Mother Rigby’s cottage for the convenience of shp- 
ping It on whenever he wished to make a grand appear- 
ance at the governor’s table To match the coat there 
was a velvet waistcoat of very ample size, and formerly 
embroidered with foliage that had been as brightly 
golden as the maple leaves in October, but which had 
now quite vanished out of the substance of the velvet 
Next came a pair of scarlet breeches, once worn by the 
French governor of Lomsbourg, and the knees of which 
had touched the lower step of the throne of Louis le 
Grand The Frenchman had given these small-clothes to 
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an Indian powwow, who parted with them to the old 
witch for a gill of strong waters, at one of their dances 
in the forest Furthermore, Mother Rigby produced a 
pair of silk stockings and put them on the figure’s legs, 
where they showed as unsubstantial as a dream, with 
the wooden reahty of the two sticks making itself miser- 
ably apparent through the holes Lastly, she put her 
dead husband’s wig on the bare scalp of the pumpkin, 
and surmounted the whole with a dusty three-cornered 
hat, in which was stuck the longest tail feather of a 
rooster 

Then the old dame stood the figure up m a corner of 
her cottage and chuckled to behold its yellow semblance 
of a visage, with its nobby little nose thrust into the air 
It had a strangely self-satisfied aspect, and seemed to 
say, “Come look at me I” 

“And you are well worth looking at, that’s a factl” 
quoth Mother Rigby, in admiration at her own handi- 
work “I’ve made many a puppet since I’ve been a witch, 
but methmks this is the finest of them all ’Tis almost too 
good for a scarecrow And, by the by. I’ll just fill a fresh 
pipe of tobacco and then take him out to the corn- 
patch ’’ 

While filhng her pipe the old woman continued to 
gaze with almost motherly affecfaon at the figure in the 
comer To say the truth, whether it were chance, or skill, 
or downright witchcraft, there was something wonder- 
fully human m this ridiculous shape, bedizened with its 
tattered finery, and as for the countenance, it appeared 
to shrivel its yellow surface into a grm — a funny kind of 
expression betwixt scorn and merriment, as if it under- 
stood itself to be a jest at mankind The more Mother 
Rigby looked the better she was pleased 

“Dickon,” cried she sharply, “another coal for my 
pipel” 
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Hardly had she spoken, than, just as before, there was 
a red-glowing coal on the top of the tobacco She drew 
in a long whiff and puffed it forth again into the bar of 
morning sunshine which struggled through the one dusty 
pane of her cottage window Mother Rigby always hked 
to flavor her pipe with a coal of fire from the particular 
chimney corner whence this had been brought But 
where that chimney corner might be, or who brought the 
coal from it — further than that the invisible messenger 
seemed to respond to the name of Dickon — I cannot tell 

“That puppet yonder,” thought Mother Rigby, still 
with her eyes fixed on the scarecrow, “is too good a piece 
of work to stand all summer in a corn-patch, frightening 
away the crows and blackbirds He’s capable of better 
things Why, I’ve danced with a worse one, when part- 
ners happened to be scarce, at our witch meetings m 
the forest! What if I should let him take his chance 
among the other men of straw and empty fellows who go 
busthng about the world?” 

The old witch took three or four more whiffs of her 
pipe and smiled 

“He’ll meet plenty of his brethren at every street 
corner!” continued she "Well, I didn’t mean to dabble 
in witchcraft today, further than the fighting of my pipe, 
but a witch I am, and a witch I’m likely to be, and 
there’s no use trying to shirk it I’ll make a man of my 
scarecrow, were it only for the joke’s sake!” 

While muttering these words. Mother Rigby took the 
pipe from her own mouth and thrust it into the crevice 
which represented the same feature in the pumpkin vis- 
age of the scarecrow 

“Puff, darling, puff!” said she "Puff away, my fine 
fellow! your hfe depends on it!” 

This was a strange exhortation, undoubtedly, to be 
addressed to a mere thing of sticks, straw, and old 
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clothes, w]th nothing better than a shrivelled pumpkin 
for a head — as we know to have been the scarecrow’s 
case Nevertheless, as we must carefully hold in remem- 
brance, Mother Rigby was a vvitch of singular power and 
dexterity, and, keeping this fact duly before our minds, 
we shall see nothing beyond credibility m the remark- 
able incidents of our story Indeed, the great difficulty 
will be at once got over, if we can only bring ourselves 
to beheve that, as soon as the old dame bade him puff, 
there came a whiff of smoke from the scarecrow’s mouth 
It was the very feeblest of whiffs, to be sure, but it was 
followed by another and another, each more decided 
than the preceding one 

“Puff away, my pet! puff away, my pretty one!’’ 
Mother Rigby kept repeatmg, with ber pleasantest smile 
"It is the breath of hfe to ye, and that you may take my 
word for ’’ 

Beyond all quesbon the pipe was bewitched There 
must have been a spell either in the tobacco or in the 
fiercely glowing coal that so mysteriously burned on top 
of it, or in the pungently aromatic smoke which exhaled 
from the kindled weed The figure, after a few doubtful 
attempts, at length blew forth a volley of smoke extend- 
ing all the way from the obscure corner into the bar of 
sunshine There it eddied and melted away among the 
motes of dust It seemed a convulsive effort, for the two 
or three next whiffs were fainter, although the coal sbll 
glowed and threw a gleam over the scarecrow’s visage 
The old witch clapped her skinny hands together, and 
smiled encouragingly upon her handiwork She saw that 
the charm worked well The shrivelled, yellow face, 
which heretofore had been no face at all, had aheady a 
thin, fantasbc haze, as it were of human hkeness, shift- 
ing to and fro across it, somebmes vanishing entirely, 
but growing more percepbble than ever with the next 
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whiff from the pipe The whole figure, m hke manner, 
assumed a show of life, such as we impart to ill-defined 
shapes among the clouds, and half deceive ourselves 
with the pastime of our own fancy 

If we must needs pry closely into the matter, it may 
be doubted whether there was any real change, after all, 
in the sordid, wornout, worthless, and ill-jomted sub- 
stance of the scarecrow, but merely a spectral illusion, 
and a cunmng effect of hght and shade so colored and 
contrived as to delude the eyes of most men The mir 
acles of witchcraft seem always to have had a very shal- 
low subtlety, and, at least, if the above explanation do 
not hit the truth of the process, I can suggest no better 
“Well puffed, my pretty lad!” still cried old Mother 
Rigby "Come, another good stout whiff, and let it be 
with might and mam Puff for thy life, I tell thee! Puff 
out of the very bottom of thy heart, if any heart thou 
hast, or any bottom to it! Well done, again! Thou didst 
suck in that mouthful as if for the pure love of it ” 

And then the witch beckoned to the scarecrow, throw- 
ing so much magnebc potency into her gesture that it 
seemed as if it must inevitably be obeyed, hke the mystic 
call of the loadstone when it summons the iron 

“Why lurkest thou in the comer, lazy one?” said she. 
“Step forth! Thou hast the world before thee I” 

Upon my word, if the legend were not one which I 
heard on my grandmother s knee, and which had estab- 
hshed its place among thmgs credible before my child- 
ish judgment could analyze its probabihty, I quesbon 
whether I should have the face to tell it now 

In obedience to Mother Rigby’s word, and extending 
Its arm as if to reach her outstretched hand, the figure 
made a step forward — a kmd of hitch and jerk, however, 
rather than a step — then tottered and almost lost its bal- 
ance What could the witch expect? It was nothing, after 
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all, but a scarecrow stuck upon two sticks But the 
strong-willed old beldam scowled, and beckoned, and 
flung the energy of her purpose so forcibly at this poor 
combination of rotten wood, and musty straw, and 
ragged garments, that it was compelled to show itself a 
man, in spite of the reahty of things So it stepped into 
the bar of sunshine There it stood — poor devil of a con- 
trivance that It wasl — ^with only the thinnest vesture of 
human simihtude about it, through which was evident 
the stifle, rickety, incongruous, faded, tattered, good-for- 
nothing patchwork of its substance, ready to sink in a 
heap upon the floor, as conscious of its own unworthiness 
to be erect Shall I confess the truthi^ At its present point 
of vivification, the scarecrow reminds me of some of the 
lukewarm and abortive characters, composed of hetero- 
geneous materials, used for the thousandth time, and 
never worth using, with which romance writers (and 
myself, no douht, among the rest) have so overpeopled 
the world of fiction 

But the fierce old hag began to get angry and show 
a glimpse of her diabohc nature (hke a snake’s head, 
peeping with a hiss out of her bosom ) , at this pusillani- 
mous behavior of the thing which she had taken the 
trouble to put together 

"Puff away, wretch!” cned she, wrathfully "Puff, puff, 
puff, thou thing of straw and emptiness' thou rag or two! 
thou meal bag! thou pumpkin head! thou nothing! 
Where shall I find a name vile enough to call thee by? 
Puff, I say, and suck in thy fantastic life with the smoke! 
else I snatch the pipe from thy mouth aand hurl thee 
where that red coal came from ” 

Thus threatened, the unhappy scarecrow had nothing 
for it but to puff away for dear hfe As need was, there- 
fore, It apphed itself lustily to the pipe, and sent forth 
such abundant volleys of tobacco smoke that the small 
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cottage kitchen became all vaporous The one sunbeam 
struggled mistily through, and could but imperfectly de- 
fine the image of the cracked and dusty window pane on 
the opposite wall Mother Rigby meanwhile, with one 
brown arm akimbo and the other stretched towards the 
figure, loomed grimly amid the obscurity with such port 
and expression as when she was wont to heave a ponder- 
ous nightmare on her victims and stand at the bedside to 
enjoy their agony In fear and trembhng did this poor 
scarecrow puff But its efforts, it must be acknowledged, 
served an excellent purpose, for, with each successive 
whiff, the figure lost more and more of its dizzy and per- 
plexing tenuity and seemed to take denser substance Its 
very garments, moreover, partook of the magical change, 
and shone with the gloss of novelty and ghstened with 
the skilfully embroidered gold that had long ago been 
rent away And, half revealed among the smoke, a yel- 
low visage bent its lustreless eyes on Mother Rigby 
At last the old witch chnched her fist and shook it at 
the figure Not that she was positively angry, but merely 
acting on the pnnciple — perhaps untrue, or not the only 
truth, though as high a one as Mother Rigby could be 
expected to attain — that feeble and torpid natures, being 
incapable of better inspiration, must be stirred up by 
fear But here was the crisis Should she fail m what she 
now sought to effect, it was her ruthless purpose to scat- 
ter the miserable simulacre mto its ongmal elements 
“Thou hast a man’s aspect,” said she, sternly “Have 
also the echo and mockery of a voicel I bid thee speak!” 

The scarecrow gasped, struggled, and at length 
emitted a murmur, which was so mcorporated with its 
smoky breath that you could scarcely tell whether it 
were indeed a voice or only a whiff of tobacco Some 
narrators of this legend hold the opinion that Mother 
Rigby’s conjurabons and the fierceness of her will had 
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compelled a famibar spint mto the figure, and that the 
voice was his 

“Mother,” mumbled the poor sbfied voice, “be not so 
awful with mel I would fain speak, but being without 
wits, what can I say?” 

“Thou canst speak, darhng, canst thou?” cned Mother 
Rigby, relaxmg her grim countenance into a smile “And 
what shalt thou say, quothal Say, indeed' Art thou of 
the brotherhood of the empty skull, and demandest of 
me what thou shalt say? Thou shalt say a thousand 
things, and saying them a thousand times over, thou 
shalt sbll have said nothmgl Be not afraid, I tell theel 
When thou comest into the world (whither I purpose 
sending thee forthwith) thou shalt not lack the where- 
withal to talk Talkl Why, thou shall babble hke a mill- 
stream, if thou wilt Thou hast brains enough for that, I 
trow!” 

“At your service, mother,” responded the figure. 

“And that was well said, my pretty one,” answered 
Mother Rigby “Then thou speakest hke thyself, and 
meant nothing Thou shalt have a hundred such set 
phrases, and five hundred to the boot of them And now, 
darhng, I have taken so much pains with thee and thou 
art so beaubful, that, by my both, I love thee better 
than any witch’s puppet m the world, and I’ve made 
them of all sorts — clay, wax, sbaw, sbcks, night fog, 
morning mist, sea foam, and chimney smoke But thou 
art the very best So give heed to what I say " 

“Yes, kind mother,” said the figure, “with all my 
heartl" 

“With all thy heartl” cned the old witch, setting her 
hands to her sides and laughing loudly “Thou hast such 
a pretty way of speaking With all thy heartl And thou 
didst put thy hand to the left side of thy waistcoat as if 
thou really hadst onel" 
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So now, m high good humor with this fantastic con- 
trivance of hers, Mother Rigby told the scarecrow that it 
must go and play its part m the great world, where not 
one man in a hundred, she affirmed, was gifted with 
more real substance than itself And, that he might hold 
up his head with the best of them, she endowed him, 
on the spot, with an unreckonable amount of wealth It 
consisted partly of a gold mine in Eldorado, and of ten 
thousand shares in a broken bubble, and of half a mil- 
hon acres of vineyard at the North Pole, and of a castle 
m the au, and a chateau m Spain, together with all the 
rents and income therefrom accrumg She further made 
over to him the cargo of a certain ship, laden with salt 
of Cadiz, which she herself, by her necromantic arts, had 
caused to founder, ten years before, in the deepest part 
of mid-ocean If the salt were not dissolved, and could 
be brought to market, it would fetch a pretty penny 
among the fishermen That he might not lack ready 
money, she gave him a copper farthing of Buimngham 
manufacture, being all the com she had about her, and 
hkewise a great deal of brass, which she apphed to his 
forehead, thus making it yellower than ever 

"With that brass alone,” quoth Mother Rigby, "thou 
canst pay thy way all over the earth Kiss me, pretty 
darhngl I have done my best for thee ” 

Furthermore, that the adventurer might lack no pos- 
sible advantage towards a fair start in hfe, this excellent 
old dame gave him a token by which he was to mtro- 
duce himself to a certain magistrate, member of the 
council, merchant, and elder of the church (the four 
capacities constituting but one man), who stood at the 
head of society in the neighboring metropohs. The token 
was neither more nor less than a single word, which 
Mother Rigby whispered to the scarecrow, and which 
the scarecrow was to whisper to the merchant. 
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"Gouty as the old fellow is, hell run thy errands for 
thee, when once thou hast given him that word in his 
ear,” said the old witch “Mother Rigby knows the wor- 
shipful Justice Gookin, and the worshipful Justice knows 
Mother Rigbyl” 

Here the witch thrust her wrinkled face close to 
the puppet’s, chuckhng urepressibly, and fidgeting all 
through her system, with dehght at the idea which she 
meant to communicate 

"The worshipful Master Gookin,” whispered she, 
“hath a comely maiden to his daughter And hark ye, my 
petl Thou hast a fair outside, and a pretty wit enough of 
thine own Yea, a pretty wit enough^ Thou wdt think 
better of it when thou hast seen more of other people’s 
wits Now, with thy outside and thy inside, thou art the 
very man to win a young girl’s heart Never doubt it! I 
tell thee it shall be so Put but a bold face on the matter, 
sigh, smile, flounsh thy hat, thrust forth thy leg hke a 
dancing-master, put thy right hand to the left side of thy 
waistcoat, and pretty Polly Gookin is thine ownl” 

All this while the new creature had been sucking 
in and exhahng the vapory fragrance of his pipe, and 
seemed now to continue this occupabon as much for the 
enjoyment it afforded as because it was an essential con- 
dition of his existence It was wonderful to see how ex- 
ceedingly hke a human being it behaved Its eyes (for 
it appeared to possess a pair) were bent on Mother 
Rigby, and at suitable junctures it nodded or shook its 
head Neither did it lack words proper for the occasion 
“Really! Indeed! Pray tell me! Is it possible! Upon my 
word! By no means! Oh! Ah! Hem!” and other such 
weighty utterances as imply attention, inquiry, acqui- 
escence, or dissent on the part of the auditor Even had 
you stood by and seen the scarecrow made, you could 
scarcely have resisted the conviction that it perfectly 
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understood the cunning counsels which the old witch 
poured into its counterfeit of an ear The more earnestly 
It applied Its bps to the pipe, the more distinctly was its 
human hkeness stamped among visible reahbes, the 
more sagacious grew its expression, the more bfehke its 
gestures and movements, and the more intelligibly audi- 
ble its voice Its garments, too, glistened so much the 
brighter with an illusory magnificence The very pipe, 
in which burned the spell of all this wonderwork, ceased 
to appear as a smoke-blackened earthen stump, and 
became a meerschaum, with painted bowl and amber 
mouthpiece 

It might be apprehended, however, that as the hfe of 
the illusion seemed identical with the vapor of the pipe, 
it would terminate simultaneously with the reduction of 
the tobacco to ashes But the beldam foresaw the diffi- 
culty 

“Hold thou the pipe, my precious one,” said she, 
“while I fill it for thee again ” 

It was sorrowful to behold how the fine gentleman be- 
gan to fade back mto a scarecrow while Mother Rigby 
shook the ashes out of the pipe and proceeded to re- 
plenish it from her tobacco-box 

“Dickon,” cried she, in her high, sharp tone, “another 
coal for this pipe I” 

No sooner said than the intensely red speck of fire was 
glowing within the pipe-bowl, and the scarecrow, with- 
out waiting for the witch’s bidding, apphed the tube to 
his lips and drew in a few short, convulsive whiffs, which 
soon, however, became regular and equable 

"Now, mine own heart’s darling,” quoth Mother 
Rigby, “whatever may happen to thee, thou must stick 
to thy pipe Thy life is in it, and that, at least, thou 
knowest well, if thou knowest nought besides Stick to 
thy pipe, I say! Smoke, puff, blow thy cloud, and tell the 
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people, if any question be made, that it is for thy health, 
and that so the physician orders thee to do And, sweet 
one, when thou shaft find thy pipe getting low, go apart 
into some corner, and (first filhng thyself with smoke) 
cry sharply, ‘Dickon, a fresh pipe of tobacco I’ and, 
'Dickon, another coal for my pipe!’ and have it mto thy 
pretty mouth as speedily as may be Else, instead of a 
gallant gentleman in a gold-laced coat, thou wilt be but 
a ]umble of sticks and tattered clothes, and a bag of 
straw, and a withered pumpkm! Now depart, my treas- 
ure, and good luck go with thee!” 

“Never fear, mother!” said the figure, m a stout voice, 
and sending forth a courageous whiff of smoke, “I wiU 
thrive, if an honest man and a gentleman may!” 

“Oh, thou wilt be the deadi of me!” cried the old 
witch, convulsed with laughter "That was well said If 
an honest man and a gentleman may! Thou playest thy 
part to perfection Get along with thee for a smart fel- 
low, and I will wager on thy head, as a man of pith and 
substance, with a hrain and what they call a heart, and 
all else that a man should have, against any other thing 
on two legs I hold myself a better witch than yesterday, 
for thy sake Did not I make thee? And I defy any witch 
m New England to make such another! Here, take my 
staff along with thee!” 

The staff, though it was but a plain oaken stick, im- 
mediately took the aspect of a gold-headed cane 

“That gold head has as much sense m it as thine orvn,” 
said Mother Rigby, “and it will guide thee straight to 
worshipful Master Gookin’s door Get thee gone, my 
pretty pet, my darhng, my precious one, my treasure, 
and if any ask thy name, it is Feathertop For thou hast 
a feather in thy hat, and I have thrust a handful of 
feathers mto the hollow of thy head, and thy wig, too, is 
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of the fashion they call Feathertop — so be Feathertop 
thy namel” 

And, issuing from the cottage, Feathertop strode man- 
fully towards town Mother Rigby stood at the threshold, 
well pleased to see how the sunbeams ghstened on him, 
as if all his magnificence were real, and how dihgently 
and lovingly he smoked his pipe, and how handsomely 
he walked, m spite of a httle stiffness of his legs She 
watched him until out of sight, and threw a witch bene- 
diction after her darhng, when a turn of the road 
snatched him from her view 

Betimes m the forenoon, when the principal street of 
the neighboiing town was just at its acme of life and 
bustle, a stranger of very distmgmshed figure was seen 
on the sidewalk His port as well as his garments be- 
tokened nothing short of nobility He wore a richly em- 
broidered plum-colored coat, a waistcoat of costly velvet, 
magnificently adorned with golden foliage, a pair of 
spendid scarlet breeches, and the finest and glossiest of 
white silk stockings His head was covered with a pe- 
ruke, so daintily powdered and adjusted that it would 
have been sacrilege to disorder it with a hat, which, 
therefore (and it was a gold-laced hat, set off with a 
snowy feather), he carried beneath his arm On the 
breast of his coat glistened a star He managed his gold- 
headed cane with an airy grace, peculiar to the fine 
gentlemen of the period, and, to give the highest pos- 
sible finish to his equipment, he had lace rufiles at his 
wrist, of a most ethereal dehcacy, sufficiently avouching 
how idle and aristocratic must be the hands which they 
half concealed 

It was a remarkable point in the accoutrement of this 
brilliant personage that he held m his left hand a fan- 
tastic kind of a pipe, with an exqmsitely painted bowl 
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and an amber mouthpiece This he applied to his bps 
as often as every five or six paces, and inhaled a deep 
whiff of smoke, which, after being retained a moment in 
his lungs, might be seen to eddy gracefully from his 
mouth and nostrils 

As may well be supposed, the street was all astir to 
find out the stranger s name 

“It IS some great nobleman, beyond question,” said 
one of the townspeople “Do you see the star at his 
breast?” 

“Nay, It IS too bright to be seen,” said another “Yes, 
he must needs be a nobleman, as you say But by what 
conveyance, think you, can his lordship have voyaged 
or travelled hither? There has been no vessel from the 
old country for a month past, and if he have arrived 
overland from the southward, pray where are his at- 
tendants and equipage?” 

“He needs no equipage to set off his rank,” remarked a 
third “If he came among us in rags, nobihty would 
shine through a hole in his elbow I never saw such dig- 
nity of aspect He has the old Norman blood in his veins, 
I warrant him ” 

“I rather take him to be a Dutchman, or one of your 
high Germans,” said another citizen “The men of those 
countries have always the pipe at their mouths ” 

“And so has a Turk,” answered his companion “But, 
in my judgment, this stranger hath been bred at the 
French court, and hath there learned pohteness and 
grace of manner, which none understand so well as the 
nobihty of France That gait, now! A vulgar spectator 
might deem it staff — ^he might call it a hitch and jerk — 
but, to my eye, it hath an unspeakable majesty, and 
must have been acquired by constant observation of the 
deportment of the Grand Monarque. The stranger’s char- 
acter and office are evident enough He is a French am- 
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bassador, come to treat with our rulers about the ces- 
sion of Canada ” 

“More probably a Spamard,” said another, “and hence 
his yellow complexion, or, most hkely, he is from the 
Havana, or from some port on the Spanish mam, and 
comes to make investigation about the piracies which our 
government is thought to connive at Those settlers in 
Peru and Mexico have skins as yellow as the gold which 
they dig out of their mines ” 

“Yellow or not,” cried a lady, “he is a beautiful mani — 
so tall, so slender' such a fine, noble face, with so well- 
shaped a nose, and all that delicacy of expression about 
the mouthi And, bless me, how bright his star isl It 
positively shoots out flames!” 

“So do your eyes, fair lady,” said the stranger, with 
a bow and a flourish of his pipe, for he was just passing 
at the instant “Upon my honor, they have quite dazzled 
me ” 

“Was ever so original and exquisite a comphment?” 
murmured the lady, in an ecstasy of delight 

Amid the general admiration excited by the stranger’s 
appearance, there were only two dissenting voiees One 
was that of an impertinent cur, which, after snuffing at 
the heels of the ghstemng figure, put its tail between 
its legs and skulked into its master’s back yard, vociferat- 
ing an execrable howl The other dissentient was a young 
child, who squalled at the fullest stretch of his lungs, and 
babbled some unintelligible nonsense about a pumpkin 
Feathertop meanwhile pursued his way along the 
street Except for the few complimentary words to the 
lady, and now and then a slight mchnabon of the head 
in requital of the profound reverences of the bystanders, 
he seemed wholly absorbed in his pipe There needed no 
other proof of his rank and consequence than the perfect 
equanimity with which he comported himself, while the 
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curiosity and admiiabon of the town swelled almost into 
clamor around him With a crowd gathering behind his 
footsteps, he finally reached the mansion-house of the 
worshipful Justice Gookin, entered the gate, ascended 
the steps of the front door, and knocked In the mterim, 
before his summons was answered, the stranger was ob- 
served to shake the ashes out of his pipe 

“What did he say in that sharp voice?” inquired one of 
the spectators 

“Nay, I know not,” answered his friend “But the sun 
dazzles my eyes strangely How dim and faded his lord- 
ship looks all of a suddeni Bless my wits, what is the 
matter with me?” 

"The wonder is,” said the other, “that his pipe, which 
was out only an instant ago, should be all alight again, 
and with the reddest coal I ever saw There is something 
mysterious about this stranger What a whiff of smoke 
was that' Dim and faded did you call him? Why, as he 
turns about the star on his breast is all ablaze ” 

“It IS, indeed,” said his companion, “and it will go 
near to dazzle pretty Polly Gookin, whom I see peeping 
at it out of the chamber window ” 

The door being now opened, Feathertop turned to the 
crowd, made a stately bend of his body hke a great man 
acknowledging the reverence of the meaner sort, and 
vanished into the house There was a mysterious kind of 
a smile, if it might not better be called a grin or grimace, 
upon his visage, but, of all the throng that beheld him, 
not an individual appears to have possessed insight 
enough to detect the illusive character of the stranger 
except a httle child and a cur dog 

Our legend here loses somewhat of its continuity, and, 
passing over the prehminary explanation between Feath- 
ertop and the merchant, goes in quest of the pretty Polly 
Gookin. She was a damsel of a soft, round figure, with 
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Lght hair and blue eyes, and a fair, rosy face, which 
seemed neither very shrewd nor very simple This young 
lady had caught a glimpse of the ghstening stranger 
while standing on the threshold, and had forthwith put 
on a laced cap, a string of beads, her finest kerchief, and 
her sbffest damask petticoat in preparation for the inter- 
view Hurrying from her chamber to the parlor, she had 
ever since been viewing herself in the large looking-glass 
and practising pretty airs — ^now a smile, now a cere- 
monious dignity of aspect, and now a softer smile than 
the former, kissing her hand likewise, tossing her head, 
and managing her fan, while within the mirror an un- 
substantial httle maid repeated every gesture and did all 
the foolish things that Polly did, but without making her 
ashamed of them In short, it was the fault of pretty 
Polly’s abihty rather than her will if she failed to be as 
complete an artifice as the illustrious Feathertop him- 
self, and, when she thus tampered with her own sim- 
plicity, the witch’s phantom might well hope to win her 

No sooner did PoUy hear her father’s gouty footsteps 
approaching the parlor door, accompamed with the stiff 
clatter of Feathertop’s high-heeled shoes, than she seated 
^erself bolt upright and mnocently began warbling a 
bng 

“Pollyl daughter Polly!” cried the old merchant 
“Come hither, child ” 

Master Gookin’s aspect, as he opened the door, was 
doubtful and troubled 

“This gentleman,” continued he, presenting the stran- 
ger, “is the Chevalier Feathertop — nay, I beg his par- 
don, my Lord Feathertop — who hath brought me a 
token of remembrance from an ancient friend of mine 
Pay your duty to his lordship, child, and honor him as 
his quahty deserves ’’ 

After these few words of mtroduction, the worshipful 
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magistrate immediately quitted the room But, even in 
that brief moment, had the fair Polly glanced aside at 
her father instead of devoting herself wholly to the bril- 
bant guest, she might have taken warning of some mis- 
chief nigh at hand The old man was nervous, fidgety, 
and very pale Purposing a smile of courtesy, he had de- 
formed his face with a sort of galvanic grin, which, when 
Feathertop’s back was turned, he exchanged for a scowl, 
at the same time shaking his fist and stamping his gouty 
foot — an incivility which brought its retribution along 
with it The truth appears to have been that Mother 
Rigby’s word of mtroducbon, whatever it might be, had 
operated far more on the rich merchant’s fears than on 
his good will Moreover, being a man of wonderfully 
acute observation, he had noticed that these painted fig- 
ures on the bowl of Feathertop’s pipe were in motion 
Looking more closely, he became convinced that these 
figures were a party of little demons, each duly provided 
with horns and a tail, and dancing hand in hand, with 
gestures of diabohcal merriment, round the circumfer- 
ence of the pipe bowl As if to confirm his suspicions, 
while Master Gookin ushered his guest along a dusky 
passage from his private room to the parlor, the star on 
Feathertop’s breast had scintillated actual flames, and 
threw a flickering gleam upon the wall, the ceihng, and 
the floor 

With such sinister prognosfacs manifesting themselves 
on all hands, it is not to be marvelled at that the 
merchant should have felt that he was committing 
his daughter to a very questionable acquamtance. He 
cursed, in his secret soul, the insinuating elegance of 
Feathertop’s manners, as this bnlhant personage bowed, 
smiled, put his hand on his heart, inhaled a long whiff 
from his pipe, and enriched the atmosphere with the 
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smoky vapor of a fragrant and visible sigh Gladly would 
poor Master Gookin have thrust his dangerous guest into 
the street, but there was a constraint and terror within 
him This respectable old gentleman, we fear, at an 
earher period of hfe, had given some pledge or other to 
the evil principle, and perhaps was now to redeem it by 
the sacrifice of his daughter 

It so happened that the parlor door was pardy of 
glass, shaded by a silken curtain, the folds of which hung 
a little awry So strong was the merchant’s interest in 
witnessing what was to ensue between the fair Polly and 
the gallant Feathertop that, after quitbng the room, he 
could by no means rcfram from peeping through the 
crevice of the curtain 

But there was nothing very miraculous to be seen, 
nothing — except the trifles previously noticed — to con- 
fiim the idea of a supernatural peril environing the 
pretty Polly The stranger it is true was evidently a thor- 
ough and practised man of the world, systematic and 
self-possessed, and therefore the sort of a person to 
whom a parent ought not to confide a simple, young 
girl without due watchfulness for the result The worthy 
magistrate, who had been conversant with all degrees 
and quahbes of mankind, could not but perceive every 
motion and gesture of the distinguished Feathertop 
came in its proper place, nothing had been left rude or 
native in him, a well-digested conventionalism had m- 
corporated itself thoroughly with his substance and 
transformed him into a work of art Perhaps it was this 
peculiarity that invested him with a species of ghasth- 
ness and awe It is the effect of anything completely and 
consummately artificial, m human shape, that the person 
impresses us as an unreahty and as having hardly pith 
enough to cast a shadow upon the floor As regarded 
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Feathertop, all this resulted in a wild, extravagant, and 
fantastical impression, as if his hfe and being were akm 
to the smoke that curled upward from his pipe 

But pretty Polly Gookin felt not thus The pair were 
now promenading the room Feathertop with his damty 
stride and no less damty grimace, the girl with a native 
maidenly grace, just touched, not spoiled, by a shghtly 
affected manner, which seemed caught from the perfect 
artifice of her companion The longer the interview con- 
tinued, the more charmed was pretty Polly, until, within 
the first quarter of an hour ( as the old magistrate noted 
by his watch), she was evidently beginmng to be m 
love Nor need it have been witchcraft that subdued her 
m such a hurry, the poor child’s heart, it may be, was so 
very fervent that it melted her with its own warmth as 
reflected from the hoUow semblance of a lover No mat- 
ter what Feathertop said, his words found depth and 
reverberabon in her ear, no matter what he did, his ac- 
tion was heroic to her eye And by this time it is to be 
supposed there was a blush on Polly’s cheek, a tender 
smile about her mouth, and a liquid softness in her 
glance, while the star kept coruscating on Feathertop’s 
breast, and the httle demons careered with more frantic 
merriment than ever about the circumference of his pipe 
bowl O pretty PoUy Gookin, why should these imps re- 
joice so madly that a silly maiden’s heart was about to 
be given to a shadow' Is it so unusual a misfortune, so 
rare a triumph? 

By and by Feathertop paused, and throwing himself 
into an imposing attitude, seemed to summon the fair 
girl to survey his figure and resist him longer if she 
could His star, his embroidery, his buckles glowed at 
that instant with unutterable splendor, the picturesque 
hues of his attire took a richer depth of coloring, there 
was a gleam and polish over his whole presence betoken- 
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mg the perfect witchery of well-ordered manners The 
maiden raised her eyes and suffered them to hnger upon 
her compamon with a bashful and admiring gaze. Then, 
as if desirous of judging what value of her own simple 
comehness might have side by side with so much bril- 
hancy, she cast a glance towards the full-length looking- 
glass m front of which they happened to be standing It 
was one of the truest plates m the world and incapable 
of flattery No sooner did the images therein reflected 
meet Polly’s eye than she shrieked, shrank from the 
stranger’s side, gazed at him for a moment m the wildest 
dismay, and sank insensible upon the floor Feathertop 
likewise had looked towards the mirror, and there be- 
held, not the glittering mockery of his outside show, but 
a picture of the sordid patchwork of his real composition, 
stripped of all witchcraft 

■rhe wretched simulacruml We almost pity him He 
threw up his arms with an expression of despair that 
went further than any of his previous manifestations to- 
wards vindicating his claims to be reckoned human, for, 
perchance the only time since this so often empty and 
deceptive life of mortals began its course, an illusion had 
seen and fully lecognized itself 

Mother Rigby was seated by her kitchen hearth m the 
twihght of this eventful day, and had just shaken the 
ashes out of a new pipe, when she heard a hurried tramp 
along the road Yet it did not seem so much the tramp 
of human footsteps as the clatter of sticks or the ratthng 
of dry bones 

“Hal” thought the old witch, “what step is that? 
Whose skeleton is out of its grave now, I wonder?” 

A figure burst headlong into the cottage door It was 
Feathertop! His pipe was still alight, the star stiU flamed 
upon his breast, the embroidery still glowed upon his 
garments, nor had he lost, in any degree or manner that 
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could be estimated, the aspect that assimilated him with 
our mortal brotherhood But yet, in some indescribable 
way (as is the case with all that has deluded us when 
once found out), the poor reality was felt beneath the 
cunning artifice 

“What has gone vvrong'^” demanded the witch “Did 
yonder sniffling hypocrite thrust my darling from his 
doorP The villain' I’ll set twenty fiends to torment him 
till he offer thee his daughter on his bended knees!” 

“No, mother,” said Feathertop despondmgly, “it was 
not that ” 

“Did the girl scorn my precious one?” asked Mother 
Rigby, her fierce eyes glowing bke two coals of Tophet 
“I’ll cover her face with pimples! Her nose shall be as 
red as the coal m thy pipe! Her front teeth shall drop 
out! In a week hence she shall not be worth thy having!” 

“Let her alone, mother,” answered poor Feathertop, 
“the girl was half won, and methinks a kiss from her 
sweet lips might have made me altogether human But,” 
he added, after a brief pause and then a howl of self- 
contempt, “I’ve seen myself, mother! I’ve seen myself 
for the wretched, ragged, empty thing I am! I’ll exist no 
longer'” 

Snatching the pipe from his mouth, he flung it with 
all his might against the chimney, and at the same m- 
stant sank upon the floor, a medley of straw and tattered 
garments, with some sticks protruding from the heap, 
and a shnvelled pumpkin in the midst The eyeholes 
were now lustreless, but the rudely carved gap, that just 
before had been a mouth, still seemed to twist itself into 
a despairing grin, and was so far human 

“Poor fellow!” quoth Mother Rigby, with a rueful 
glance at the relics of her ill-fated contrivance “My 
poor, dear, pretty Feathertop' ’There are thousands upon 
thousands of coxcombs and charlatans in the world. 
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made up of just such a jumble of wornout, forgotten, and 
good-for-nothing trash as he was! Yet they live in fair 
repute, and never see themselves for what they are And 
why should my poor puppet be the only one to know 
himself and perish for it?” 

While thus muttering, the witch had filled a fresh pipe 
of tobacco, and held the stem between her fingers, as 
doubtful whether to thrust it into her own mouth or 
Feathertop’s 

"Poor FeathertopI” she continued "I could easily give 
him another chance and send him forth again tomorrow 
But no, his feelings are too tender, his sensibilities too 
deep He seems to have too much heart to bustle for his 
own advantage in such an empty and heartless world 
Welh well' I’ll make a scarecrow of him after all Tis an 
innocent and useful vocabon, and will suit my darling 
well, and, if each of his human brethren had as fit a one, 
’twould be the better for mankind, and as for this pipe 
of tobacco, I need it more than he ” 

So saying, Mother Rigby put the stem between her 
lips “Dickon'” cried she, in her high, sharp tone, "an- 
other coal for my pipe!” 

1852 Mosses from an Old Manse, 

SECOND EDITION 





THE SOLITARY 
HEART 


Editor’s Note 

At one time — it was while he was hving in the Old 
Manse, from 1842 to 1845 — Hawthorne planned to pub- 
lish a volume of hrs stories as “Allegories of the Heart " 
Allegorical the stories had to be, for in those years he 
had come to feel that events m the external world were 
largely the reflections or tokens of real events, which 
took place in the heart But what did he mean by this 
word “heart,” which recurred so often in his writings? 
In some respects it represented the human will as op- 
posed to the understanding, but it also served Haw- 
thorne as a term to describe the Freudian unconscious, 
something he regarded as both sinful and sacred Often 
he compared the heart to an abyss or to a cavern 
guarded by shadowy monsters, but with treasures in the 
depths of It One point he made time and again — espe- 
cially in the stones written after 1840 — ^was that the 
heart was by nature a solitude where each man dwelt 
alone with his pride and selfishness Sohtude in itself be- 
came sinful in Hawthorne’s eyes, because it was a denial 
of human brotherhood A heart could be redeemed by 
humbling itself and learning to share m the common 
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sorrows, but if a man like Ethan Brand persisted in his 
mtellectual pride to the point of violating the sanchty 
of other hearts, he became guilty of the unpardonable 
sin 

Here are six of the stories and sketches in which Haw- 
thorne dealt with the heart in allegorical terms “Wake- 
field” (1835) IS one of his personal confessions, for most 
certainly he drew a parallel between Wakefield’s deser- 
tion of a wife and his own withdrawal from society The 
moral, too, was one he applied to himself “By stepping 
aside for a moment, a man exposes himself to a fearful 
risk of losing his place forever ” "Egotism, or, the Bosom 
Serpent” (1843) is the symbohc plight of a man who 
cannot forget himself for a moment In the end he is 
healed by his wife, as Hawthorne himself had been 
healed by his marriage “The Birthmark” (1843) is a 
powerful fable with more lessons to suggest than the 
author has drawn from it, m fact it would have been 
better without that last paragraph in which he tried to 
point one of its morals “The Arbst of the Beautiful” 
(1844) is the best of his stories about the relations be- 
tween art and hfe Unlike most of his other heroes, Owen 
Warland is not a projection of the author’s personahty 
Hawthorne did not regard himself as dehcate or afraid 
of rude contacts with the world, he was merely reserved 
and afraid of bores But he had faced some of the same 
difiiculties as Warland and could speak about them from 
self-knowledge — as notably when he said that artists and 
others insulated from the common business of hfe some- 
times feel “a sensation of moral cold that makes the spirit 
shiver as if it had reached the frozen sohtudes around 
the pole” “Earth’s Holocaust” (1844) is among the 
most efiective of Hawthorne’s many sketches or fantasies 
It IS based on an old idea of his that external reforms 
are useless unless “that foul cavern,” the heart, can itself 
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be purified “Ethan Biand” (1851) used to be regarded 
as a malicious portrait of Herman Melville, but it is de- 
veloped from entries made m Hawthorne’s notebooks in 
1838 (durmg his first visit to the Berkshires) and 1844 
Apparently the story was finished well before his first 
meeting with Melville in the summer of 1850 The prin- 
cipal character seems to be based on tendencies that 
Hawthorne found and feared in himself 

Besides these six stories and sketches 1 have mcluded 
the introduction that Hawthorne wrote in 1851 for the 
third edition of Twice-Told Tales He was always an 
excellent critic of his own work, but in this case he was 
an unfriendly critic, too, for he had now emerged from 
the “clear, brown, twilight atmosphere” in which the 
stories were written and had begun to live in the harshly 
colored world of practical affairs A little later he wrote 
to his friend James T Fields, who was bringing out a 
new edition of the Mosses, “Upon my honor, I am not 
quite sure that I entirely comprehend my own meaning 
in some of these blasted allegories, but I remember that 
I always had a meaning ” 


Wakefield 

I N SOME old magazine or newspaper I recollect a 
story, told as truth, of a man — let us call him Wake- 
field — who absented himself for a long time from his 
wife The fact, thus abstractedly stated, is not very un- 
common, nor — without a proper distinction of circum- 
stances — to be condemned either as naughty or non- 
sensical Howbeit, this, though far from the most ag- 
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gravated, is perhaps the strangest, instance on record, of 
marital delinquency, and, moreover, as remarkable a 
freak as may be found in the whole hst of human odd- 
ities The wedded couple hved in London The man, 
under pretence of going a journey, took lodgings in the 
next street to his own house, and there, unheard of by 
his wife or friends, and without the shadow of a rea- 
son for such self-banishment, dwelt upwards of twenty 
years During that period, he beheld his home every day, 
and frequently the forlorn Mrs Wakefield And after so 
great a gap m his matrimonial felicity — when his death 
was reckoned certain, his estate settled, his name dis- 
missed from memory, and his wife, long, long ago, re- 
signed to her autumnal widowhood — he entered the 
door one evening, qmetly, as from a day’s absence, and 
became a loving spouse tiU death 

This outhne is all that I remember But the incident, 
though of the purest ongmahty, unexampled, and prob- 
ably never to be repeated, is one, I think, which appeals 
to the generous sympathies of mankind We know, each 
for himself, that none of us would perpetrate such a 
folly, yet feel as if some other might To my own con- 
templations, at least, it has often recurred, always excit- 
ing wonder, but with a sense that the story must be true, 
and a conception of its hero’s character Whenever any 
subject so forcibly affects the mind, time is well spent in 
thinking of it If the reader choose, let him do his own 
meditation, or if he prefer to ramble with me through 
the twenty years of Wakefield’s vagary, I bid him wel- 
come, trusting that there wiU be a pervading spirit and 
a moral, even should we fail to find them, done up 
neatly, and condensed into the final sentence Thought 
has always its efficacy, and every striking incident its 
moral 

What sort of a man was Wakefield? We are free to 
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shape out our own idea, and call it by his name He was 
now in the meridian of hfe, his matrimonial afiections, 
never violent, were sobered into a calm, habitual senti- 
ment, of all husbands, he was hkely to be the most con- 
stant, because a certain sluggishness would keep his 
heart at rest, wherever it might be placed He was intel- 
lectual, but not actively so, his mind occupied itself in 
long and lazy musings, that ended to no purpose, or had 
not vigor to attain it, his thoughts were seldom so ener- 
getic as to seize hold of words Imaginabon, in the 
proper meaning of the term, made no part of Wakefield’s 
gifts With a cold but not depraved nor wandering heart, 
and a mind never feverish with riotous thoughts, nor 
perplexed with originality, who could have anticipated 
that our friend would entitle himself to a foremost place 
among the doers of eccentric deeds? Had his acquaint- 
ances been asked, who was the man in London the 
surest to perform nothing today which should be remem- 
bered on the morrow, they would have thought of Wake- 
field Only the wife of his bosom might have hesitated 
She, without having analyzed his character, was partly 
aware of a quiet selfishness, that had rusted into his in- 
active mind, of a peculiar sort of vanity, the most uneasy 
attribute about him, of a disposition to craft, which had 
seldom produced more positive effects than the keeping 
of petty secrets, hardly worth revealing, and, lastly, of 
what she called a httle strangeness, sometimes, in the 
good man This latter quahty is indefinable, and perhaps 
non-existent 

Let us now imagine Wakefield bidding adieu to his 
wife It is the dusk of an October evening His eqmp- 
ment is a drab great-coat, a hat covered with an oilcloth, 
top-boots, an umbrella in one hand and a small port- 
manteau in the other He has informed Mrs Wakefield 
that he is to take the night coach into the country She 
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would fain inquire the length of his journey, its object, 
and the probable tune of his return, but, indulgent to his 
harmless love of mystery, interrogates him only by a 
look He tells her not to expect him posibvcly by the re- 
turn coach, nor to be alarmed should he tarry three or 
four days, but, at all events, to look for him at supper on 
Friday evening Wakefield himself, be it considered, has 
no suspicion of what is before him He holds out his 
hand, she gives her own, and meets his parting kiss in 
the matter-of-course way of a ten years’ matrimony, and 
forth goes the middle-aged Mr Wakefield, almost re- 
solved to perplex his good lady by a whole week’s ab- 
sence After the door has closed behind him, she per- 
ceives it thrust partly open, and a vision of her husband’s 
face, through the aperture, smihng on her, and gone in 
a moment For the tune, this httle incident is dismissed 
witliout a thought But, long afterwards, when she has 
been more years a widow than a wife, that srmle recurs, 
and flickers across all her remimscences of Wakefield’s 
visage In her many musings, she surrounds the original 
smile with a multiude of fantasies, which make it strange 
and awful as, for instance, if she imagines him m a cof- 
fin, that parting look is frozen on his pale features, or, 
if she dreams of him in heaven, still his blessed spirit 
wears a quiet and crafty smile Yet, for its sake, when all 
others have given him up for dead, she sometimes 
doubts whether she is a widow 

But our business is with the husband We must hurry 
after him along the street, ere he lose his individuality, 
and melt into the great mass of London life It would be 
vain searching for him there Let us follow close at his 
heels, therefore, until, after several superfluous turns and 
doubhngs, we find him comfortably estabhshed by the 
fireside of a small apartment, previously bespoken He 
IS in the next street to his own, and at his journey’s end 
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He can scarcely trust his good fortune, in having got 
tliither unperceived — recollecting that, at one time, he 
was delayed by the throng, in the very focus of a hghted 
lantern, and, again, there were footsteps that seemed to 
tread behind his own, disbnct from the multitudinous 
tramp around him, and, anon, he heard a voice shouting 
afar, and fancied that it called his name Doubtless, a 
dozen busybodies had been watching him, and told his 
wife the whole affair Poor Wakefieldl Little knowest 
thou thine own insignificance m this great world! No 
mortal eye but mine has traced thee Go quietly to thy 
bed, foohsh man, and, on the morrow, if thou wilt be 
wise, get thee home to good Mrs Wakefield, and tell her 
the truth Remove not thyself, even for a httle week, 
from thy place in her chaste bosom Were she, for a 
single moment, to deem thee dead, or lost, or lastingly 
divided from her, thou wouldst be wofully conscious of 
a change in thy true wife forever after It is perilous to 
make a chasm in human affections, not that they gape 
so long and wide — but so quickly close again I 

Almost repenting of his frolic, or whatever it may be 
termed, Wakefield hes down betimes, and starhng from 
his first nap, spreads forth his arms into the wide and 
sohtary waste of the unaccustomed bed "No,” thinks 
he, gathering the bedclothes about him, “I will not sleep 
alone another night ” 

In the morning he rises earher than usual, and sets 
himself to consider what he really means to do Such are 
his loose and rambbng modes of thought that he has 
taken this very singular step with the consciousness of 
a purpose, indeed, but without being able to define it 
sufficiently for his own contemplation The vagueness of 
the project, and the convulsive effort with which he 
plunges into the execution of it, are equally character- 
istic of a feeble-minded man Wakefield sifts his ideas. 
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however, as minutely as he may, and finds himself curi- 
ous to know the progress of matters at home — how his 
exemplary wife will endure her widowhood of a week, 
and, briefly, how the little sphere of creatures and cir- 
cumstances, in which he was a central object, will be 
afiected by liis removal A morbid vanity, therefore, lies 
nearest the bottom of the affair But, how is he to attain 
his ends? Not, certainly, by keeping close in this com- 
fortable lodging, where, though he slept and awoke in 
the next street to his home, he is as effectually abroad as 
if the stage-coach had been whirhng him away all night 
Yet, should he reappear, the whole project is knocked in 
the head His poor brains being hopelessly puzzled with 
this dilemma, he at length ventures out, partly resolving 
to cross the head of the street, and send one hasty glance 
towards his forsaken domicile Habit — for he is a man of 
habits — takes him by the hand, and guides him, wholly 
unaware, to his own door, where, just at the cnbcal mo- 
ment, he is aroused by the scraping of his foot upon the 
step Wakefieldl whither are you going? 

At that instant his fate was turning on the pivot Little 
dreaming of the doom to which his first backward step 
devotes him, he hurries away, breathless with agitation 
hitherto unfelt, and hardly dares turn his head at the 
distant corner Can it be that nobody caught sight of 
him? Will not the whole household — the decent Mrs 
Wakefield, the smart maid servant, and the dirty httle 
footboy — raise a hue and cry, through London streets, 
in pursuit of their fugitive lord and master? Wonderful 
escapel He gathers courage to pause and look home- 
ward, but IS perplexed with a sense of change about the 
famihar edifice, such as affects us all, when, after a sep- 
arabon of months or years, we again see some hill or 
lake, or work of art, with which we were friends of old 
In ordinary cases, this indescribable impression is caused 
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by the comparison and contrast between our imperfect 
reminiscences and the reabty In Wakefield, the magic 
of a single night has wrought a similar transformation, 
because, in that brief period, a great moral change has 
been effected But this is a secret from himself Before 
leaving the spot, he catches a far and momentary 
glimpse of his wife, passing athwart the front window, 
with her face turned towards the head of the street. The 
crafty nincompoop takes to his heels, scared with the 
idea that, among a thousand such atoms of mortahty, her 
eye must have detected him Right glad is his heart, 
though his brain be somewhat dizzy, when he finds him- 
self by the coal fire of his lodgings 

So much for the commencement of this long whim- 
wham After the imhal conception, and the stirring up 
of the man’s sluggish temperament to put it in practice, 
the whole matter evolves itself in a natural tram We 
may suppose him, as the result of deep dehberation, buy- 
ing a new wig, of reddish hair, and selecting sundry 
garments, in a fashion unlike his customary suit of 
brown, from a Jew’s old-clothes bag It is accomplished 
Wakefield is another man The new system being now 
estabhshed, a retrograde movement to the old would be 
almost as diflBcult as the step that placed him in his un- 
paralleled position Furthermore, he is rendered obsti- 
nate by a sulkiness occasionally incident to his temper, 
and brought on at present by the inadequate sensation 
which he conceives to have been produced in the bosom 
of Mrs Wakefield He wiU not go back until she be 
frightened half to death Well, twice or thrice has she 
passed before his sight, each hme with a heavier step, 
a paler cheek, and more anxious brow, and in the third 
week of his non-appearance he detects a portent of evil 
entering the house, in the guise of an apothecary Next 
day the knocker is muflled Towards nightfall comes the 
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chariot of a physician, and deposits its big-wigged and 
solemn burden at Wakefield’s door, whence, after a 
quarter of an hour’s visit, he emerges, perchance the 
herald of a funeral Dear womani Will she die? By this 
time, Wakefield is excited to something hke energy of 
feeling, but still lingers away from his wife’s bedside, 
pleading with his conscience that she must not be dis- 
turbed at such a juncture If aught else restrains him, he 
does not know it In the course of a few weeks she grad- 
ually recovers, the crisis is over, her heart is sad, per- 
haps, but quiet, and, let him return soon or late, it will 
never be feverish for him again Such ideas ghmmer 
through the midst of Wakefield’s mind, and render him 
indistinctly conscious that an almost impassable gulf di- 
vides his hired apartment from his former home “It is 
but in the next street!” he sometimes says Fool! it is in 
another world Hitherto, he has put oS his return from 
one particular day to another, henceforward, he leaves 
the precise time undetermined Not tomorrow — prob- 
ably next week — pretty soon Poor man! The dead have 
nearly as much chance of revisiting their earthly homes 
as the self-banished Wakefield 

Would that I had a folio to write, instead of an article 
of a dozen pages! Then might I exemphfy how an in- 
fluence beyond our control lays its strong hand on every 
deed which we do, and weaves its consequences into an 
iron tissue of necessity Wakefield is spell-bound We 
must leave him, for ten years or so, to haunt around his 
house, without once crossmg the threshold, and to be 
faithful to his wife, with all the affection of which his 
heart is capable, while he is slowly fading out of hers 
Long since, it must be remarked, he had lost the percep- 
tion of singularity m his conduct 

Now for a scene! Amid the throng of a London street 
we distinguish a man, now waxing elderly, with few 
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characteristics to attract careless observers, yet bearing, 
in his whole aspect, the handwriting of no common fate, 
for such as have the skill to read it He is meagre, his 
low and narrow forehead is deeply wrinkled, his eyes, 
small and lustreless, sometimes w^ander apprehensively 
about him, but oftener seem to look inward He bends 
his head, and moves with an indescribable obhquity of 
gait, as if unwilhng to display his full front to the world 
Watch him long enough to see what we have described, 
and you will allow that circumstances — which often pro- 
duce remarkable men from nature’s ordinary handiwork 
— have produced one such here Next, leaving him to 
sidle along the footwalk, cast your eyes in the opposite 
direction, where a portly female, considerably in the 
wane of hfe, with a prayer-book in her hand, is proceed- 
ing to yonder church She has the placid mien of settled 
widowhood Her regrets have either died away, or have 
become so essential to her heart, that they would be 
poorly exchanged for joy Just as the lean man and well- 
conditioned woman are passing, a slight obstruchon oc- 
curs, and brings these two figures directly in contact 
Their hands touch, the pressure of the crowd forces her 
bosom against his shoulder, they stand, face to face, star- 
mg into each other’s eyes After a ten years’ separation, 
thus Wakefield meets his wife' 

The throng eddies away, and carries them asunder 
The sober widow, resuming her former pace, proceeds 
to church, but pauses in the portal, and throws a per- 
plexed glance along the street She passes in, however, 
opemng her prayer-book as she goes And the man' with 
so wild a face that busy and selfish London stands to 
gaze after him, he hurries to his lodgings, bolts the door, 
and throws himself upon the bed The latent feelings of 
years break out, his feeble imnd acquires a brief energy 
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from their strength, all the miserable strangeness of his 
hfe IS revealed to him at a glance and he cries out, pas- 
sionately, “Wakefield! Wakefieldl You are mad'” 

Perhaps he was so The singularity of his situabon 
must have so moulded him to himself, that, considered 
in regard to his fellow-creatures and the business of hfe, 
he could not be said to possess his right mind He had 
contrived, or rather he had happened, to dissever him- 
self from the world — to vanish — to give up his place and 
privileges with hving men, without being admitted 
among the dead The life of a hermit is nowise parallel 
to his He was m the bustle of the city, as of old, but the 
crowd swept by and saw him not, he was, we may fig- 
uratively say, always beside his wife and at his hearth, 
yet must never feel the warmth of the one nor the affec- 
tion of the other It was Wakefield’s unprecedented fate 
to retain his original share of human sympathies, and 
to be still involved in human interests, while he had lost 
his reciprocal influence on them. It would be a most 
curious speculabon to trace out the effect of such cir- 
cumstances on his heart and intellect, separately, and in 
unison Yet, changed as he was, he would seldom be 
conscious of it, but deem himself the same man as ever, 
glimpses of the truth, indeed, would come, but only for 
the moment, and still he would keep saying, “I shall 
soon go backl” — nor reflect that he had been saying so 
for twenty years 

I conceive, also, that these twenty years would ap- 
pear, m the retrospect, scarcely longer than the week 
to which Wakefield had at first hmited his absence He 
would look on the affair as no more than an interlude m 
the mam business of his hfe When, after a little while 
more, he should deem it time to reenter his parlor, his 
wife would clap her hands for joy, on beholding the mid- 
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dle-aged Mr. Wakefield Alas, what a mistakel Would 
Tune but await the close of our favorite folhes, we 
should be young men, all of us, and till Doomsday 
One evening, in the twentieth year since he vanished, 
Wakefield is taking his customary walk towards the 
dwelling which he still calls his own It is a gusty night 
of autumn, with frequent showers that patter down 
upon the pavement, and are gone before a man can put 
up his umbrella Pausing near the house, Wakefield dis- 
cerns, through the parlor windows of the second floor, 
the red glow and the glimmer and fitful flash of a com- 
fortable fire On the ceiling appears a grotesque shadow 
of good Mrs Wakefield The cap, the nose and chin, 
and the broad waist, form an admirable caricature, 
which dances, moreover, with the up-flickering and 
down-sinking blaze, almost too merrily for the shade of 
an elderly widow At this instant a shower chances to 
fall, and is dnven, by the unmannerly gust, full into 
Wakefield’s face and bosom He is quite penetrated with 
Its autumnal chill Shall he stand, wet and shivering 
here, when his own hearth has a good fire to warm him, 
and his own wife will run to fetch the gray coat and 
small-clothes, which, doubtless, she has kept carefully in 
the closet of their bed chamber? No! Wakefield is no 
such fool He ascends the steps — heavilyl — for twenty 
years have stiffened his legs since he came down — ^but 
he knows it not Stay, Wakefield' Would you go to the 
sole home that is left you? Then step into your grave' 
The door opens As he passes in, we have a parting 
glimpse of his visage, and recognize the crafty smile, 
which was the precursor of the httle joke that he has 
ever smce been playing off at his wife’s expense How 
unmercifully has he quizzed the poor woman 1 Well, a 
good mght’s rest to Wakefieldl 

This happy event — supposing it to be such — could 
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only have occurred at an unpremeditated moment We 
will not follow our friend aeross the threshold He has 
left us much food for thought, a portion of which shall 
lend its wisdom to a moral, and be shaped into a figure 
Amid the seeming confusion of our mysterious world, 
mdividuals are so nicely adjusted to a system, and sys- 
tems to one another and to a whole, that, by stepping 
aside for a moment, a man exposes himself to a fearful 
risk of losing his place forever Like Wakefield, he may 
become, as it were, the Outcast of the Umverse 
•1835 Twtce-T old T ales 




Egotism;^ or, the Bosom Serpent 

“T TERE he comesi” shouted the boys along the 
X X street “Here comes the man with a snake m 
his bosoml” 

This outcry, saluting Herkimer’s ears as he was about 
to enter the iron gate of the Elhston mansion, made 
him pause It was not without a shudder that he found 
himself on the point of meeting his former acquaintance, 
whom he had known in the glory of youth, and whom 
now after an interval of five years, he was to find the 
victim either of a diseased fancy or a horrible physical 
misfortune 

“A snake in his bosoml” repeated the young sculptor 
to himself "It must be he No second man on earth has 
such a bosom friend .And now, my poor Rosina, Heaven 
grant me vnsdom to discharge my errand anghtl Wom- 


1 The physical fact, to which it is here attempted to give a moral 
signification, has been known to occur in more than one instance 
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an’s faith must be strong indeed since thine has not yet 
failed ” 

Thus musing, he took his stand at the entrance of 
the gate and waited until the personage so singularly 
announced should make his appearance After an in- 
stant or two he beheld the figure of a lean man, of un- 
wholesome look, with glittering eyes and long black 
hair, who seemed to imitate the motion of a snake, for, 
instead of walking straight forward with open front, he 
undulated along the pavement in a curved line It may 
be too fanciful to say that something, either in his moral 
or material aspect, suggested the idea that a miracle had 
heen wrought by transforming a serpent into a man, but 
so imperfectly that the snaky nature was yet hidden, 
and scarcely hidden, under the mere outward guise of 
humanity Herkimer remarked that his complexion had 
a greenish tinge over its sickly white, reminding him of a 
species of marble out of which he had once wrought 
a head of Envy, with her snaky locks 

The wretched being approached the gate, but, in- 
stead of entering, stopped short and fixed the glitter of 
his eye full upon the compassionate yet steady counte- 
nance of the sculptor 

“It gnaws me! It gnaws me!” he exclaimed 
And then there was an audible hiss, but whether it 
came from the apparent lunatic’s own lips, or was the 
real hiss of a serpent, might admit of a discussion At all 
events, it made Herkimer shudder to his heart’s core 
"Do you know me, George Herkimer?” asked the 
snake-possessed 

Herkimer did know him, but it demanded all the in- 
timate and practical acquamtance with the human face, 
acquired by modellmg actual hkenesses m clay, to recog- 
nize the features of Roderick Elliston m the visage that 
now met the sculptor’s gaze Yet it was he It added 
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nothing to the wonder to reflect that the once brilUant 
young man had undergone this odious and fearful change 
during the no more than five brief years of Herkimer’s 
abode at Florence The possibihty of such a transforma- 
tion bemg granted, it was as easy to conceive it effected 
m a moment as in an age Inexpressibly shocked and 
startled, it was still the keenest pang when Herkimer re- 
membered that the fate of his cousin Rosma, the ideal 
of gentle womanhood, was indissolubly interwoven with 
that of a bemg whom Providence seemed to have un- 
humamzed 

“EllistonI Roderick!” cried he, ‘T had heard of this, 
but my conception came far short of the truth What has 
befallen you? Why do I find you thus?” 

“Oh, ’tis a mere nothingl A snake! A snake! The com- 
monest thing m the world A snake m the bosom — that’s 
all,” answered Roderick Elliston "But how is your own 
breast?” continued he, looking the sculptor m the eye 
with the most acute and penetrating glance that it had 
ever been his fortune to encounter “All pure and whole- 
some? No reptile there? By my faith and conscience, 
and by the devil withm me, here is a wonder! A man 
without a serpent in his bosoml” 

“Be calm, EUiston,” whispered George Herkimer, lay- 
mg his hand upon the shoulder of the snake-possessed 
“I have crossed the ocean to meet you Listen! Let us 
be private I bring a message from Rosma — from your 
wife!” 

“It gnaws me! It gnaws me!” muttered Roderick 

With this exclamation, the most frequent in his mouth, 
the unfortunate man clutched both hands upon his breast 
as if an mtolerable sting or torture impelled him to rend 
It open and let out the hving mischief, even should it 
be intertwined with his own fife He then freed himself 
from Herkimer’s grasp by a subtle motion, and, ghding 
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through the gate, took refuge m his antiquated family 
residence The sculptor did not pursue him He saw that 
no available intercourse could be expected at such a 
moment, and was desirous, before another meeting, to 
inquire closely into the nature of Roderick’s disease and 
the circumstances that had reduced him to so lamenta- 
ble a condition He succeeded m obtaimng the necessary 
information from an eminent medical gentleman. 

Shortly after Elhston’s separation from his wife — ^now 
nearly four years ago — ^his associates had observed a 
singular gloom spreading over his daily hfe, hke those 
chill, gray mists that sometimes steal away the sun- 
shine from a summer’s morning The symptoms caused 
them endless perplexity They knew not whether ill 
health were robbing his spirits of elasticity, or whether 
a canker of the mind was gradually eating, as such 
cankers do, from his moral system into the physical 
frame, which is but the shadow of the former They 
looked for the root of this trouble in his shattered 
schemes of domestic bliss — ^wilfully shattered by him- 
self — ^but could not be satisfied of its existence there 
Some thought that their once bnlliant friend was in an 
incipient stage of msamty, of which his passionate im- 
pulses had perhaps been the forerunners, others prog- 
nosticated a general bhght and gradual decline From 
Roderick’s own bps they could learn nothing More than 
once, it is true, he had been heard to say, clutching his 
hands convulsively upon his breast — “It gnaws mel It 
gnaws mel” — but, by different auditors, a great diver- 
sity of explanation was assigned to this ominous expres- 
sion What could it be that gnawed the breast of Roder- 
ick Elhston? Was it sorrow? Was it merely the tooth of 
physical disease? Or, m his reckless course, often verg- 
mg upon profligacy, if not plunging mto its depths, had 
he been guilty of some deed which made his bosom a 
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prey to the deadher fangs of remorse? There was plausi- 
ble ground for each of these conjectures, but it must 
not be concealed that more than one elderly gentleman, 
the victim of good cheer and slothful habits, magisteri- 
ally pronounced the secret of the whole matter to be 
Dyspepsial 

Meanwhile, Roderick seemed aware how generally he 
had become the subject of curiosity and conjecture, and, 
with a morbid repugnance to such nobce, or to any 
notice whatsoever, estranged himself from all compan- 
ionship Not merely the eye of man was a horror to him, 
not merely the hght of a friend’s countenance, but even 
the blessed sunshine, hkewise, which in its umversal 
beneficence typifies the radiance of the Creator’s face, 
expressing his love for all the creatures of his hand The 
dusky twilight was now too transparent for Roderick 
Elhston, the blackest midnight was his chosen hour to 
steal abroad, and if ever he were seen, it was when the 
watchman’s lantern gleamed upon his figure, ghding 
along the street, with his hands clutched upon his bosom, 
still muttering, “It gnaws mel It gnaws mel” What could 
It be that gnawed him-’ 

After a time, it became known that Elhston was in the 
habit of resorting to all the noted quacks that mfested 
the city, or whom money would tempt to journey thither 
from a distance By one of these persons, in the exulta- 
tion of a supposed cure, it was proclaimed far and wide, 
by dint of handbills and httle pamphlets on dmgy pa- 
per, that a distinguished gentleman, Roderick Elhston, 
Esq , had been reheved of a snake in his stomach^ So 
here was the monstrous secret, ejected from its lurking 
place mto pubhc view, m all its horrible deforrmty The 
mystery was out, but not so the bosom serpent He, if it 
were anything but a delusion, sbll lay coiled in his hving 
den The empiric’s cure had been a sham, the eflFect, it 
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was supposed, of some stupefying drug which more 
nearly caused the death of the patient than of the odious 
repble that possessed him When Roderick Elhston re- 
gained entire sensibihty, it was to find his misfortune 
the town talk — the more than nine days’ wonder and 
horror — while, at his bosom, he felt the sickening mo- 
tion of a thing alive, and the gnawing of that restless 
fang which seemed to gratify at once a physical appeble 
and a fiendish spite 

He summoned the old black servant, who had been 
bred up in his father’s house, and was a middle-aged 
man while Roderick lay in his cradle 

“Scipiol” he began, and then paused, with his arms 
folded over his heart “What do people say of me, 
Scipio ” 

“Sirl my poor master' that you had a serpent in your 
bosom,” answered the servant with hesitahon 

“And what else^” asked Roderick, with a ghastly look 
at the man 

“Nothing else, dear master,” rephed Scipio, “only that 
the doctor gave you a powder, and that the snake leaped 
out upon the floor ” 

“No, nol” muttered Roderick to himself, as he shook 
his head, and pressed his hands with a more convulsive 
force upon his breast, “I feel him still It gnaws me! It 
gnaws me!” 

From this time the miserable sufferer ceased to shun 
the world, but rather sohcited and forced himself 
upon the notice of acquaintances and strangers It was 
partly the result of desperation on finding that the cavern 
of his own bosom had not proved deep and dark enough 
to hide the secret, even while it was so secure a fortress 
for the loathsome fiend that had crept into it But still 
more, this craving for notoriety was a symptom of the 
intense morbidness which now pervaded his nature All 
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persons chronically diseased are egotists, whether the 
disease be of the mind or body, whether it be sm, sor- 
row, or merely the more tolerable calaimty of some end- 
less pam, or mischief among the cords of mortal life 
Such individuals are made acutely conscious of a self, 
by the torture in which it dwells Self, therefore, grows 
to be so prominent an object with them that they cannot 
but present it to the face of every casual passer-by 
There is a pleasure — perhaps the greatest of which the 
sufferer is susceptible — ^in displaying the wasted or ul- 
cerated hmb, or the cancer in the breast, and the fouler 
the crime, with so much the more difficulty does the 
perpetrator prevent it from thrusting up its snake-hke 
head to frighten the world, for it is that cancer, or that 
crime, which constitutes their respecbve indmduahty 
Roderick Elhston, who, a httle wMe before, had held 
himself so scornfully above the common lot of men, 
now paid full allegiance to this humiliabng law The 
snake in his bosom seemed the symbol of a monstrous 
egobsm to which everything was referred, and which 
he pampered, night and day, with a contmual and ex- 
clusive sacrifice of devil worship 

He soon exhibited what most people considered in- 
dubitable tokens of insanity In some of his moods, 
sbange to say, he prided and gloried himself on being 
marked out from the ordmary experience of mankind, 
by the possession of a double nature, and a hfe within 
a hfe He appeared to imagine that the snake was a 
divinity — not celesbal, it is true, but darkly infernal — 
and that he thence derived an eminence and a sancbty, 
horrid, indeed, yet more desirable than whatever ambi- 
tion aims at Thus he drew his misery around him hke a 
regal mantle, and looked down tnumphandy upon those 
whose vitals nourished no deadly monster Oftener, how- 
ever, his human nature asserted its empire over hun in 
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the shape of a yearning for fellowship It grew to be his 
custom to spend the whole day in wandering about the 
streets, aimlessly, unless it might be called an arm to 
estabhsh a species of brotherhood between himself and 
the world With cankered ingenuity, he sought out his 
own disease in every breast Whether insane or not, he 
showed so keen a perception of frailty, error, and vice, 
that many persons gave him credit for being possessed 
not merely with a serpent, but with an actual fiend, who 
imparted this evil faculty of recognizing whatever was 
ugliest in man’s heart 

For instance, he met an individual, who, for thirty 
years, had cherished a hatred against his own brother 
Roderick, amidst the throng of the street, laid his hand 
on this man’s chest, and looking full into his forbidding 
face — 

“How IS the snake today?” he inquired, with a mock 
expression of sympathy 

"The snakel” exclaimed the brother-hater — “what do 
you mean?” 

“The snakel The snakel Does it gnaw you?” persisted 
Roderick “Did you take counsel with him this morning 
when you should have been saying your prayers? Did 
he stmg, when you thought of your brother’s health, 
wealth, and good repute^ Did he caper for joy, when 
you remembered the profligacy of his only son? And 
whether he stung, or whether he frolicked, did you feel 
his poison throughout your body and soul, converting 
everything to sourness and bitterness? That is the way 
of such serpents I have learned the whole nature of 
them from my ownl” 

“Where is the pohce?” roared the object of Roderick’s 
persecution, at the same time givmg an instmctive clutch 
to his breast “Why is this lunatic allowed to go at 
large?” 
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“Ha, ha!" chuckled Roderick, releasing his grasp of 
the man “His bosom serpent has stung him then!” 

Often it pleased the unfortunate young man to vex 
people with a hghter sabre, yet stall characterized by 
somewhat of snake-hke virulence One day he encoun- 
tered an ambihous statesman, and gravely inquired after 
the welfare of his boa constrictor, for of that species, 
Roderick affirmed, this gentleman’s serpent must needs 
be, since its appetite was enormous enough to devour 
the whole country and constatutaon At another tune, he 
stopped a close-fisted old fellow, of great wealth, but 
who skulked about the city m the guise of a scarecrow, 
with a patched blue surtout, brown hat, and mouldy 
boots, scraping pence together, and picking up rusty 
nails Pretending to look earnestly at this respectable 
person’s stomach, Rodenck assured him that his snake 
was a copper-head, and had been generated by the im- 
mense quantities of that base metal, with which he daily 
defiled his fingers Again, he assaulted a man of rubi- 
cund visage, and told hun that few bosom serpents had 
more of the devil in them than those that breed m the 
vats of a distillery The next whom Roderick honored 
with his attention was a distinguished clergyman, who 
happened just then to be engaged m a theological con- 
troversy, where human wrath was more perceptible than 
divine inspiration 

“You have swallowed a snake m a cup of sacramental 
wine,” quoth he 

“Profane wretch!” exclaimed the divine, but, never- 
theless, his hand stole to his breast 

He met a person of sickly sensibihty, who, on some 
early disappointment, had retired from the world, and 
thereafter held no intercourse with his fellow-men, but 
brooded sullenly or passionately over the irrevocable 
past This man’s very heart, if Roderick might be be- 
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lieved, had been changed into a serpent, which would 
finally torment both him and itself to death Observmg 
a married couple, whose domestic troubles were matter 
of notoriety, he condoled with both on having mutually 
taken a house adder to their bosoms To an envious au- 
thor, who depreciated works which he could never equal, 
he said that his snake was the shmiest and filthiest of 
all the repble tribe, but was fortunately without a sting 
A man of impure life, and a brazen face, asking Roder- 
ick if there were any serpent in his breast, he told him 
that there was, and of the same species that once tor- 
tured Don Rodrigo, the Goth He took a fair young girl 
by the hand, and gazing sadly into her eyes, warned her 
that she cherished a serpent of the deadliest kind within 
her gentle breast, and the world found the truth of those 
ominous words, when, a few months afterwards, the 
poor girl died of love and shame Two ladies, rivals in 
fashionable hfe, who tormented one another with a thou- 
sand httle sbngs of womamsh spite, were given to under- 
stand that each of their hearts was a nest of diminutive 
snakes, which did quite as much mischief as one great 
one 

But nothing seemed to please Roderick better than to 
lay hold of a person mfected with jealousy, which he 
represented as an enormous green repble, with an ice- 
cold length of body, and the sharpest sbng of any snake 
save one 

“And what one is that?” asked a by-stander, overhear- 
mg him 

It was a dark-browed man who put the quesbon, he 
had an evasive eye, which in the course of a dozen years 
had looked no mortal directly in the face There was an 
ambigmty about this person’s character — a stain upon 
his reputabon — ^yet none could tell precisely of what na- 
ture, although the city gossips, male and female, whis- 
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pered the most atrocious surmises Until a recent penod 
he had followed the sea, and was, in fact, the very ship- 
master whom George Herkimer had encountered, under 
such singular circumstances, m the Grecian Archipelago 

“What bosom serpent has the sharpest sting?” re- 
peated this man, but he put the question as if by a 
reluctant necessity, and grew pale while he was uttering 
it. 

"Why need you ask?” rephed Roderick, with a look of 
dark intelhgence “Look into your own breast Hark! my 
serpent bestirs himselfl He acknowledges the presence 
of a master fiendl” 

And then, as the by-standers afterwards affirmed, a 
hissing sound was heard, apparently in Roderick El- 
hston’s breast It was said, too, that an answering hiss 
came from the vitals of the shipmaster, as if a snake were 
actually lurking there and had been aroused by the call 
of Its brother reptile If there were m fact any such 
sound, It might have been caused by a mahcious exercise 
of ventriloquism on the part of Roderick 

Thus making his own actual serpent — if a serpent 
there actually was m his bosom — the type of each man’s 
fatal error, or hoarded sin, or unquiet conscience, and 
striking his sting so unremorsefully into the sorest spot, 
we may well imagme that Roderick became the pest of 
the city Nobody could elude him — none could with- 
stand him He grappled with the ughest truth that he 
could lay his hand on, and compelled his adversary to 
do the same Strange spectacle in human hfe where it 
IS the instmctive effort of one and all to hide those sad 
reahties, and leave them undisturbed beneath a heap of 
superficial topics which consbtute the materials of inter- 
course between man and manl It was not to be tolerated 
that Roderick Elhston should break through the tacit 
compact by which the world has done its best to secure 
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repose without relinquishing evil The victuns of his 
mahcious remarks, it is true, had brothers enough to 
keep them m countenance, for, by Roderick’s theory, 
every mortal bosom harbored either a brood of small 
serpents or one overgrown monster that had devoured 
all the rest Still the city could not bear this new apostle 
It was demanded by nearly all, and parhcularly by the 
most respectable inhabitants, that Roderick should no 
longer be permitted to violate the reeeived rules of deco- 
rum by obtruding his own bosom serpent to the pubhc 
gaze, and draggmg those of decent people from their 
lurking places 

Accordingly, his relatives interfered and placed him 
in a private asylum for the insane When the news 
was noised abroad, it was observed that many persons 
walked the streets with freer countenances and covered 
their breasts less carefully with their hands 

His confinement, however, although it contributed not 
a httle to the peace of the town, operated unfavorably 
upon Roderick himself In solitude his melancholy grew 
more black and sullen He spent whole days — indeed, it 
was his sole occupation — ^in commumng with the ser- 
pent A conversation was sustained, in which, as it 
seemed, the hidden monster bore a part, though umn- 
telhgibly to the listeners, and inaudible except m a hiss 
Singular as it may appear, the sufierer had now con- 
tracted a sort of affection for his tormentor, mingled, 
however, with the intensest loathing and horror Nor 
were such discordant emobons incompabble Each, on 
the conbary, imparted sbength and poignancy to its op- 
posite Horrible love — horrible anbpathy — embracing 
one another m his bosom, and both concenbabng them- 
selves upon a bemg that had crept into his vitals or been 
engendered there, and which was nourished with his 
food, and hved upon his life, and was as inbmate with 
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him as his own heart, and yet was the foulest of all 
created thingsl But not the less was it the true type of 
a morbid nature 

Sometimes, in his moments of rage and bitter hatred 
against the snake and himself, Roderick determined to 
be the death of him, even at the expense of his own 
hfe Once he attempted it by starvation, but, while the 
wretched man was on the point of famishing, the mon- 
ster seemed to feed upon his heart, and to thrive and 
wax gamesome, as if it were his sweetest and most con- 
gemal diet Then he prmly took a dose of active poison, 
imagimng that it would not fail to kill either himself or 
the devil that possessed him, or both together Another 
mistake, for if Roderick had not yet been destroyed by 
his own poisoned heart nor the snake by gnawing it, 
they had httle to fear from arsenic or corrosive sub- 
limate Indeed, the venomous pest appeared to operate 
as an antidote agamst all other poisons The physicians 
tried to suffocate the fiend with tobacco smoke He 
breathed it as freely as if it were his native atmosphere. 
Again, they drugged their patient with opium and 
drenched him with intoxicatmg hquors, hoping that the 
snake might thus be reduced to stupor and perhaps be 
ejected from the stomach They succeeded m rendering 
Roderick insensible, but, placing their hands upon his 
breast, they were inexpressibly horror stricken to feel 
the monster wngghng, twimng, and darting to and fro 
withm his narrow hmits, evidently enhvened by the 
opium or alcohol, and incited to unusual feats of activity 
Thenceforth they gave up all attempts at cure or palh- 
ation The doomed sufferer submitted to his fate, re- 
sumed his former loathsome affection for the bosom 
fiend, and spent whole miserable days before a looking- 
glass, with his mouth wide open, watching, m hope and 
horror, to catch a glimpse of the snake’s head far down 
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Within his throat It is supposed that he succeeded, for 
the attendants once heard a frenzied shout, and, rushing 
into the room, found Roderick hfeless upon the floor 
He was kept but httle longer under restraint After 
minute investigation, the medical directors of the asylum 
decided that his mental disease did not amount to in- 
sanity, nor would warrant his confinement, especially as 
Its influence upon his spirits was unfavorable, and might 
produce the evil which it was meant to remedy His 
eccentricibes were doubtless great, he had habitually 
violated many of the customs and prejudices of society, 
but the world was not, without surer ground, entitled to 
treat him as a madman On this decision of such com- 
petent authority Roderick was released, and had re- 
turned to his nabve city the very day before his en- 
counter with George Herkimer 

As soon as possible after learning these particulars 
the sculptor, together with a sad and tremulous com- 
panion, sought Elliston at his own house It was a large, 
sombre edifice of wood, with pilasters and a balcony, 
and was divided from one of the prmcipal streets by a 
terrace of three elevations, which was ascended by suc- 
cessive flights of stone steps Some immense old elms 
almost concealed the front of the mansion This spacious 
and once magnificent family residence was built by a 
grandee of the race early in the past century, at which 
epoch, land being of small comparative value, the gar- 
den and other grounds had formed quite an extensive 
domain Although a portion of the ancestral heritage had 
been ahenated, there was stall a shadowy enclosure m 
the rear of the mansion where a student, or a dreamer, 
or a man of stricken heart might he all day upon the 
grass, amid the sohtude of murmuring boughs, and for- 
get that a city had grown up around him 
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Into this retirement the sculptor and his companion 
were ushered by Scipio, the old black servant, whose 
wnnkled visage grew almost sunny with inteUigence 
and joy as he paid his humble greetings to one of the 
two visitors 

“Remain m the arbor,” whispered the sculptor to the 
figure that leaned upon his arm “You will know whether, 
and when, to make your appearance ” 

“God will teach me,” was the reply "May He support 
me tool” 

Roderick was rechmng on the margin of a fountain 
which gushed into the fleckered sunshine vmth the same 
clear sparkle and the same voice of airy quietude as 
when trees of primeval growth flung their shadows 
across its bosom How strange is the life of a fountain! 
— born at every moment, yet of an age coeval with the 
rocks, and far surpassing the venerable antiquity of a 
forest 

“You are come! I have expected you,” said Elhston, 
when he became aware of the sculptor’s presence 

His manner was very different from that of the pre- 
ceding day — quiet, courteous, and, as Herkimer thought, 
watchful both over his guest and himself This unnatu- 
ral restraint was almost the only trait that betokened 
anything amiss He had just thrown a book upon the 
grass, where it lay half opened, thus disclosing itself to 
be a natural history of the serpent tribe, illustrated by 
hfehke plates Near it lay that bulky volume, the Ductor 
Dubitantium of Jeremy Taylor, full of cases of con- 
science, and m which most men, possessed of a con- 
science, may find something apphcable to their purpose 
“You see,” observed Elhston, pointing to the book of 
serpents, while a smile gleamed upon his lips, “I am 
making an effort to become better acquainted with my 
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bosom friend, but I find nothing satisfactory m this 
volume If I mistake not, he will prove to be sut genens, 
and akm to no other reptile in creation ” 

“Whence came this strange calamity?” inquired the 
sculptor 

“My sable friend Scipio has a story,” rephed Roderick, 
"of a snake that had lurked m this fountain — pure and 
innocent as it looks — ever since it was known to the first 
settlers This insinuating personage once crept into the 
vitals of my great grandfather and dwelt there many 
years, tormenting the old gentleman beyond mortal en- 
durance In short it is a family pecuharity But, to tell 
you the truth, I have no faith in this idea of the snake’s 
bemg an heirloom He is my own snake, and no man’s 
else ” 

“But what was his origin?” demanded Herkimer 

"Oh, there is poisonous stuff in any man’s heart suffi- 
cient to generate a brood of serpents,” said Elhston with 
a hollow laugh “You should have heard my homilies to 
the good town’s-people Positively, I deem myself fortu- 
nate in having bred but a single serpent You, however, 
have none in your bosom, and therefore cannot sympa- 
thize with the rest of the world It gnaws mel It gnaws 
mel” 

With this exclamation Roderick lost his self-control 
and threw himself upon the grass, testifying his agony 
by intricate writhings, in which Herkimer could not but 
fancy a resemblance to the motions of a snake Then, 
likewise, was heard that frightful hiss, which often ran 
through the sufferer’s speech, and crept between the 
words and syllables widiout interruptmg then succes- 
sion 

“This IS awful indeedl" exclaimed the sculptor — “an 
awful infiiction, whether it be actual or imaginary Tell 
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me, Roderick Elliston, is there any remedy for this 
loathsome evil?” 

"Yes, but an impossible one,” muttered Roderick, as 
he lay wallowing with his face in the grass “Could I 
for one moment forget myself, the serpent might not 
abide within me It is my diseased self-contemplabon 
that has engendered and nourished him ” 

“Then forget yourself, my husband,” said a gentle 
voice above him, "forget yourself m the idea of an- 
otherl” 

Rosina had emerged from the arbor, and was bend- 
ing over him with the shadow of his anguish reflected 
in her countenance, yet so mingled with hope and un- 
selfish love that all anguish seemed but an earthly 
shadow and a dream She touched Roderick with her 
hand A tremor shivered through his frame At that 
moment, if report be trustworthy, the sculptor beheld 
a waving motion through the grass, and heard a tinkling 
sound, as if something had plunged into the fountain 
Be the truth as it might, it is certain that Roderick El- 
liston sat up hke a man renewed, restored to his right 
mind, and rescued from the fiend which had so miser- 
ably overcome him in the battle-field of his own breast 
"Rosinal” cried he, in broken and passionate tones, 
but with nothing of the wild wail that had haunted his 
voice so long, “forgivel forgive!” 

Her happy tears bedewed his face 
“Tlie punishment has been severe," observed the 
sculptor “Even Justice might now forgive, how much 
more a woman’s tenderness! Roderick Elhston, whether 
the serpent was a physical repble, or whether the mor- 
bidness of your nature suggested that symbol to your 
fancy, the moral of the story is not the less true and 
sbong A bemendous Egobsm, manifesbng itself in your 
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case m the form of jealousy, is as fearful a fiend as ever 
stole into the human heart Can a breast, where it has 
dwelt so long, be purified?” 

“Oh yes,” said Rosina with a heavenly smile “The 
serpent was but a daik fantasy, and what it typified was 
as shadowy as itself The past, dismal as it seems, shall 
fling no gloom upon the future To give it its due im- 
portance we must think of it but as an anecdote in our 
Eternity ” 

1843 Mosses from an Old Manse 

[From the unpublished “Allegories of the Heart”] 


The Birthmark 

I N THE latter part of the last century there lived 
a man of science, an eminent proficient in every 
branch of natural philosophy, who not long before our 
story opens had made experience of a spiritual affinity 
more attractive than any chemical one He had left his 
laboratory to the care of an assistant, cleared his line 
countenance from the furnace smoke, washed the stain 
of acids from his fingers, and persuaded a beautiful 
woman to become his wife In those days when the 
comparatively recent discovery of electricity and other 
kindred mysteries of Nature seemed to open paths into 
the region of miracle, it was not unusual for the love of 
science to rival the love of woman m its depth and ab- 
sorbing energy The higher intellect, the imagination, 
the spirit, and even the heart might all find their con- 
gemal ahment m pursuits which, as some of their ardent 
votaries beheved, would ascend from one step of power- 
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ful intelligence to another, until the philosopher should 
lay his hand on the secret of creative force and perhaps 
make new worlds for himself We know not whether 
Aylmer possessed this degree of faith m man’s ultimate 
control over Nature He had devoted himself, however, 
too unreservedly to scientific studies ever to be weaned 
from them by any second passion His love for his young 
wife might prove the stronger of the two, but it could 
only be by intertwining itself with his love of science, 
and uniting the strength of the latter to his own 

Such a union accordingly took place, and was at- 
tended with truly remarkable consequences and a deeply 
impressive moral One day, very soon after their mar- 
riage, Aylmer sat gazing at his wife with a trouble m 
his countenance that grew stronger until he spoke 
"Georgiana,” said he, “has it never occurred to you 
that the mark upon your cheek might be removed?” 

“No, indeed,” said she, smihng, but perceiving the 
seriousness of his manner, she blushed deeply “To tell 
you the truth it has been so often called a charm that 
I was simple enough to imagine it might be so ” 

“Ah, upon another face perhaps it might,” rephed her 
husband, “but never on yours No, dearest Georgiana, 
you came so nearly perfect from the hand of Nature that 
this slightest possible defect, which we hesitate whether 
to term a defect or a beauty, shocks me, as being the 
visible mark of earthly imperfection " 

“Shocks you, my husbandl” cried Georgiana, deeply 
hurt, at first reddening with momentary anger, but then 
bursting into tears “Then why did you take me from 
my mother’s side? You cannot love what shocks youl” 
To explain this conversation it must be mentioned that 
m the centre of Georgiana’s left cheek there was a singu- 
lar mark, deeply interwoven, as it were, with the texture 
and substance of her face In the usual state of her com- 
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plexion — a healthy though dehcate bloom — the mark 
wore a tint of deeper crimson, which imperfectly defined 
Its shape amid the surrounding rosiness When she 
blushed it gradually became more indistinct, and finally 
vamshed amid the triumphant rush of blood that bathed 
the whole cheek with its brilliant glow But if any shift- 
ing motion caused her to turn pale there was the mark 
agam, a crimson stain upon the snow, m what Aylmer 
sometimes deemed an almost fearful distinctness Its 
shape bore not a httle similarity to the human hand, 
though of the smallest pygmy size Georgiana’s lovers 
were wont to say that some fairy at her birth hour had 
laid her tiny hand upon the infant’s cheek, and left this 
impress there in token of the magic endowments that 
were to give her such sway over all hearts Many a des- 
perate swam would have nsked hfe for the privilege of 
pressing his bps to the mysterious hand It must not be 
concealed, however, that the impression wrought by this 
fairy sign manual varied exceedingly, according to the 
difference of temperament m the beholders Some fas- 
tidious persons — ^but they were exclusively of her own 
sex — affirmed that the bloody hand, as they chose to call 
It, quite destroyed the effect of Georgiana’s beauty, and 
rendered her countenance even hideous But it would be 
as reasonable to say that one of those small blue stains 
which sometimes occur in the purest statuary marble 
would convert the Eve of Powers to a monster Mascu- 
hne observers, if the birthmark did not heighten their 
admirabon, contented themselves with wishing it away, 
that the world might possess one hving specimen of ideal 
lovehness without the semblance of a flaw After his 
marriage — for he thought little or nothing of the matter 
before — Aylmer discovered that this was the case with 
himself 

Had she been less beautiful — if Envy’s self could have 
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found aught else to sneer at — he might have felt his 
affection heightened by the prettiness of this mimic 
hand, now vaguely portrayed, now lost, now stealing 
forth again and ghmmering to and fro with every pulse 
of emotion that throbbed within her heart, but seeing 
her otherwise so perfect, he found this one defect grow 
more and more mtolerable with every moment of their 
united lives It was the fatal flaw of humanity which 
Nature, m one shape or another, stamps ineffaceably on 
all her productions, either to imply that they are tem- 
porary and fimte, or that their perfecbon must be 
wrought by toil and pain The crimson hand expressed 
the ineludible gripe in which mortahty clutches the 
highest and purest of earthly mould, degrading them 
into kindred with the lowest, and even with the very 
brutes, hke whom their visible frames return to dust In 
this manner, selecting it as the symbol of his wife’s 
hability to sm, sorrow, decay, and death, Aylmer’s som- 
bre imagination was not long m rendering the birthmark 
a frightful object, causing lum more trouble and horror 
than ever Georgiana’s beauty, whether of soul or sense, 
had given him dehght 

At all the seasons which should have been their hap- 
piest, he invariably and without intending it, may, m 
spite of a purpose to the contrary, reverted to this one 
disastrous topic Trifling as it at first appeared, it so con- 
nected Itself with mnumerable trains of thought and 
modes of feehng that it became the central point of all 
With the mormng twihght Aylmer opened his eyes upon 
his wife’s face and recogmzed the symbol of imperfec- 
tion, and when they sat together at the evemng hearth 
his eyes wandered stealthily to her cheek, and beheld, 
flickering with the blaze of the wood fire, the spectral 
hand that wrote mortality where he would fam have 
worshipped Georgiana soon learned to shudder at his 
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gaze It needed but a glance with the pecuhar expres- 
sion that his face often wore to change the roses of her 
cheek into a deathhke paleness, amid which the crimson 
hand was brought strongly out, like a bas-rehef of ruby 
on the whitest marble 

Late one night when the lights were growing dim, so 
as hardly to betray the stain on the poor wife’s cheek, 
she herself, for the first time, voluntarily took up the 
subject 

“Do you remember, my dear Aylmer,” said she, with 
a feeble attempt at a smile, “have you any recollection 
of a dream last night about this odious hand?” 

“None' none whatever!” replied Aylmer, starting, but 
then he added, in a dry, cold tone, affected for the sake 
of concealing the real depth of his emotion, “I rmght 
well dream of it, for before I fell asleep it had taken a 
pretty firm hold of my fancy ” 

“And you did dream of it'‘” continued Georgiana, 
hastily, for she dreaded lest a gush of tears should inter- 
rupt what she had to say “A terrible dream! I wonder 
that you can forget it Is it possible to forget this one 
expression'' — ‘It is m her heart now, we must have it 
out'’ Reflect, my husband, for by aU means I would have 
you recall that dream ” 

The mind is in a sad state when Sleep, the all-involv- 
mg, cannot confine her spectres within the dim region 
of her sway, but suffers them to break forth, affrighbng 
this actual life with secrets that perchance belong to a 
deeper one Aylmer now remembered his dream He 
had fancied himself with his servant Ammadab, attempt- 
ing an operation for the removal of the birthmark, but 
the deeper went the knife, the deeper sank the hand, 
until at length its tiny grasp appeared to have caught 
hold of Georgiana’s heart, whence, however, her hus- 
band was inexorably resolved to cut or wrench it away 
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When the dream had shaped itself perfectly in his 
memory, Aylmer sat in his wife’s presence with a guilty 
feehng Truth often finds its way to the mind close 
muffled in robes of sleep, and then speaks with uncom- 
promising directness of matters in regard to which we 
practise an unconscious self-decephon during our wak- 
ing moments Until now he had not been aware of the 
tyrannizing influence acquired by one idea over his 
mind, and of the lengths which he might find in his 
heart to go for the sake of giving himself peace 

“Aylmer,” resumed Georgiana, solemnly, "I know not 
what may be the cost to both of us to rid me of this 
fatal birthmark Perhaps its removal may cause cureless 
deformity, or it may be the stain goes as deep as life 
Itself Again do we know that there is a possibihty, on 
any terms, of unclasping the firm gripe of this httle hand 
which was laid upon me before I came into the world?” 

“Dearest Georgiana, I have spent much thought upon 
the subject,” hastily interrupted Aylmer “I am con- 
vinced of the perfect practicability of its removal ” 

“If there be the remotest possibihty of it,” continued 
Georgiana, “let the attempt be made at whatever nsk 
Danger is nothing to me, for hfe, while this hateful 
mark makes me the object of your horror and disgust — 
life IS a burden which I would flmg down with joy Ei- 
ther remove this dreadful hand, or take my wretched 
hfel You have deep science All the world bears witness 
of It You have achieved great wonders Cannot you 
remove this httle, httle mark, which I cover with the 
tips of two small fingers? Is this beyond your power, 
for the sake of your own peace, and to save your poor 
wife from madness?” 

“Noblest, dearest, tenderest wife,” cried Aylmer, rap- 
turously, “doubt not my power I have already given tius 
matter the deepest thought — thought which might al- 
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most have enhghtened me to create a being less perfect 
than yourself Georgiana, you have led me deeper than 
ever into the heart of science I feel myself fully com- 
petent to render this dear cheek as faultless as its fellow, 
and then, most beloved, what wiU be my triumph when 
I shall have corrected what Nature left imperfect in 
her fairest work! Even Pygmahon, when his sculptured 
woman assumed hfe, felt not greater ecstasy than mine 
will be ” 

"It is resolved, then,” said Georgiana, faintly smihng 
“And, Aylmer, spare me not, though you should find the 
birthmark take refuge in my heart at last ” 

Her husband tenderly kissed her cheek — ^her right 
cheek — not that which bore the impress of the crimson 
hand 

The next day Aylmer apprised his wife of a plan that 
he had formed whereby he might have opportunity for 
the intense thought and constant watchfulness which 
the pioposed operation would require, while Georgiana, 
hkewise, would enjoy the perfect repose essenbal to its 
success They were to seclude themselves in the extensive 
apartments occupied by Aylmer as a laboratory, and 
where, during his toilsome youth, he had made dis- 
coveries in the elemental powers of Nature that had 
roused the admiration of all the learned societies in 
Europe Seated calmly in this laboratory, the pale phi- 
losopher had investigated the secrets of the highest cloud 
region and of the profoundest mines, he had satisfied 
himself of the causes that kindled and kept ahve the fires 
of the volcano, and had explained the mystery of foun- 
tains, and how it is that they gush forth, some so bright 
and pure, and others with such rich medicinal virtues, 
from the dark bosom of the earth Here, too, at an earlier 
period, he had studied the wonders of the human frame, 
and attempted to fathom the very process by which 
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Nature assimilates all her precious influences from earth 
and air, and from the spiritual world, to create and 
foster man, her masterpiece The latter pursuit, how- 
ever, Aylmer had long laid aside in unwilhng recogni- 
bon of the truth — against which all seekers sooner or 
later stumble — that our great creative Mother, while 
she amuses us with apparently workmg m the broadest 
sunshine, is yet severely careful to keep her own secrets, 
and, in spite of her pretended openness, shows us noth- 
ing but results She permits us, indeed, to mar, but sel- 
dom to mend, and, like a jealous patentee, on no ac- 
count to make Now, however, Aylmer resumed these 
half-forgotten investigations, not, of course, with such 
hopes or wishes as first suggested them, but because 
they involved much physiological truth and lay in the 
path of his proposed scheme for the treatment of Geor- 
giana 

As he led her over the threshold of the laboratory, 
Georgiana was cold and tremulous Aylmer looked 
cheei fully into her face, with mtent to reassure her, 
but was so startled with the intense glow of the birth- 
mark upon the whiteness of her cheek that he could not 
restrain a strong convulsive shudder His wife fainted. 

“AminadabI Ammadabl" shouted Aylmer, stamping 
violently on the floor 

Forthwith there issued from an inner apartment a 
man of low stature, but bulky frame, with shaggy hair 
hanging about his visage, which was gnmed with the 
vapors of the furnace This personage had been Aylmer’s 
underworker during his whole scientific career, and was 
admirably fitted for that oflice by his great mechamcal 
readiness, and the skill with which, while mcapable of 
comprehending a single prmciple, he executed all the de- 
tails of his master’s experiments With his vast strength, 
his shaggy hair, his smoky aspect, and the indescribable 
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earthiness that incrusted him, he seemed to represent 
man’s physical nature, while Aylmer’s slender figure, 
and pale, intellectual face, were no less apt a type of the 
spiritual element 

“Throw open the door of the boudoir, Aminadab,” 
said Aylmer, “and burn a pasbl ’’ 

“Yes, master,” answered Aminadab, looking intently 
at the lifeless form of Georgiana, and then he muttered 
to himself, “If she were my wife. I’d never part with 
that birthmark ” 

When Georgiana recovered consciousness she found 
herself breathing an atmosphere of penetrating fra- 
grance, the gentle potency of which had recalled her 
from her deathlike faintness The scene around her 
looked hke enchantment Aylmer had converted those 
smoky, dingy, sombre rooms, where he had spent his 
brightest years in recondite pursuits, into a series of 
beautiful apartments not unfit to be the secluded abode 
of a lovely woman The walls were hung with gorgeous 
curtains, which imparted the combination of grandeur 
and grace that no other species of adornment can 
achieve, and as they fell from the ceiling to the floor, 
their rich and ponderous folds, conceahng all angles and 
straight lines, appeared to shut in the scene from infinite 
space For aught Georgiana knew, it might be a pavihon 
among the clouds And Aylmer, excluding the sunshine, 
which would have interfered with his chemical proc- 
esses, had supphed its place with perfumed lamps, 
emitting flames of vanous hue, but aU umting in a soft, 
impurpled radiance He now knelt by his wife’s side, 
watching her eamesdy, but without alarm, for he was 
confident m his science, and felt that he could draw a 
magic circle round her withm which no evil might m- 
trude 

“Where am I? Ah, I remember,” said Georgiana, 



THE BIRTHMARK 173 

faintly, and she placed her hand over her cheek to hide 
the terrible mark from her husband’s eyes 

"Fear not, dearest*” exclaimed he “Do not shrink 
from mel Beheve me, Georgiana, I even rejoice in this 
single imperfection, since it will be such a rapture to 
remove it ” 

“Oh, spare mel” sadly rephed his wife “Pray do not 
look at it again I never can forget that convulsive shud- 
der ” 

In order to soothe Georgiana, and, as it were, to re- 
lease her mind from the burden of actual things, Aylmer 
now put m practice some of the light and playful secrets 
which science had taught him among its profounder 
lore Airy figures, absolutely bodiless ideas, and forms 
of unsubstantial beauty came and danced before her, 
imprinting their momentary footsteps on beams of bght 
Though she had some indisbnct idea of the method of 
these optical phenomena, still the illusion was almost 
perfect enough to warrant the behef that her husband 
possessed sway over the spiritual world Then agam, 
when she felt a wish to look forth from her seclusion, 
immediately, as if her thoughts were answered, the pro- 
cession of external existence flitted across a screen The 
scenery and the figures of actual hfe were perfectly rep- 
resented, but with that bewitching, yet indescribable 
difference which always makes a picture, an image, or 
a shadow so much more attractive than the original 
When wearied of this, Aylmer bade her cast her eyes 
upon a vessel contairung a quanbty of earth She did 
so, with httle interest at first, but was soon startled to 
perceive the germ of a plant shooting upward from the 
soil Then came the slender stalk, the leaves gradually 
unfolded themselves, and amid them was a perfect and 
lovely flower 

“It IS magicall” cried Georgiana “I dare not touch it " 
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“Nay, pluck it,” answered Aylmer — "pluck it, and in- 
hale its brief perfume while you may The flower will 
wither m a few moments and leave nothmg save its 
brown seed vessels, but thence may be perpetuated a 
race as ephemeral as itself ” 

But Georgiana had no sooner touched the flower than 
the whole plant suffered a bhght, its leaves turning coal- 
black as if by the agency of fire 

“There was too powerful a sbmulus,” said Aylmer, 
thoughtfully 

To make up for this abortive experiment, he proposed 
to take her portrait by a scientific process of his own 
mvention It was to be effected by rays of hght striking 
upon a polished plate of metal Georgiana assented, but, 
on looking at the result, was affrighted to find the fea- 
tures of the portrait blurred and indefinable, while the 
minute figure of a hand appeared where the cheek 
should have been Aylmer snatched the metallic plate 
and threw it into a jar of corrosive acid 

Soon, however, he forgot these mortifying failures In 
the intervals of study and chemical experiment he came 
to her flushed and exhausted, but seemed invigorated 
by her presence, and spoke in glowing language of the 
resources of his art He gave a history of the long dy- 
nasty of the alchemists, who spent so many ages m quest 
of the universal solvent by which the golden prmciple 
might be ehcited from all things vile and base Aylmer 
appeared to beheve that, by the plainest scientific logic, 
it was altogether within the hmits of possibihty to dis- 
cover this long-sought medium, “but,” he added, “a phi- 
losopher who should go deep enough to acqmre the 
power would attain too lofty a wisdom to stoop to the 
exercise of it ” Not less singular were his opinions m re- 
gard to the elixir vit® He more than intimated that it 
was at his opbon to concoct a hquid that should prolong 
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life for years, perhaps interminably, but that it would 
produce a discord in Nature which all the world, and 
chiefly the quaffer of the immortal nostrum, would find 
cause to curse 

“Aylmer, are you m earnest'’” asked Georgiana, look- 
ing at him with amazement and fear “It is terrible to 
possess such power, or even to dream of possessmg it.” 

“Oh, do not tremble, my love,” said her husband “I 
would not wrong either you or myself by working such 
inharmonious effects upon our hves, but I would have 
you consider how trifling, m comparison, is the skiU req- 
uisite to remove this httle hand ” 

At the mention of the birthmark, Georgiana, as usual, 
sluank as if a redhot non had touched her cheek 

Again Ayhner applied himself to his labors She could 
hear his voice in the distant furnace room giving direc- 
tions to Ammadab, whose harsh, uncouth, misshapen 
tones were audible in response, more hke the grunt or 
growl of a brute than human speech After hours of ab- 
sence, Aylmer reappeared and proposed that she should 
now examine his cabinet of chemical products and natu- 
ral treasuies of the earth Among the former he showed 
her a small vial, in which, he remarked, was contamed a 
gentle yet most powerful fragrance, capable of impreg- 
nating all the breezes that blow across a kingdom They 
were of inestimable value, the contents of that httle vial, 
and, as he said so, he threw some of the perfume into 
the air and filled the room with piercing and invigorating 
delight 

“And what is this?” asked Georgiana, pomtmg to a 
small crystal globe contaimng a gold-colored hquid “It 
IS so beautiful to the eye that I could imagine it the 
ebxir of life ” 

"In one sense it is," rephed Aylmer, “or, rather, the 
ehxir of immortahty It is the most precious poison that 
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ever was concocted in this world By its aid I could ap- 
porbon the hfebme of any mortal at whom you might 
point your finger The strength of the dose would de- 
termine whether he were to linger out years, or drop 
dead in the midst of a breath No king on his guarded 
throne could keep his life if I, in my private stabon, 
should deem that the welfare of millions jusbfied me in 
depriving him of it ” 

“Why do you keep such a terrific drug?” inquired 
Georgiana in horror 

"Do not mistrust me, dearest,” said her husband, smil- 
ing, “its virtuous potency is yet greater than its harmful 
one But see' here is a powerful cosmetic With a few 
drops of this in a vase of water, freckles may be washed 
away as easily as the hands are cleansed A stronger 
infusion would take the blood out of the cheek, and 
leave the rosiest beauty a pale ghost ” 

“Is it with this lobon that you mtend to bathe my 
cheek?” asked Georgiana, anxiously 

“Oh, no,” hasbly rephed her husband, “this is merely 
superficial Your case demands a remedy that shall go 
deeper ” 

In his interviews with Georgiana, Aylmer generally 
made minute inquiries as to her sensabons and whether 
the confinement of the rooms and the temperature of the 
atmosphere agreed with her These quesbons had such 
a particular drift that Georgiana began to conjecture 
that she was aheady subjected to certain physical in- 
fluences, either breathed in woth the fragrant air or 
taken with her food She fancied hkewise, but it might 
be altogether fancy, that there was a stirring up of her 
system — a strange, indefimte sensabon creeping through 
her veins, and bnghng, half painfully, half pleasurably, 
at her heart Sbll, whenever she dared to look mto the 
mirror, there she beheld herself pale as a white rose and 



THE BIRTHMARK 177 

With the crimson birthmark stamped upon her cheek. 
Not even Ayhner now hated it so much as she 

To dispel the tedium of the hours which her husband 
found it necessary to devote to the processes of combi- 
nation and analysis, Georgiana turned over the volumes 
of his scientific hbrary In many dark old tomes she met 
with chapters full of romance and poetry They were the 
works of philosophers of the middle ages, such as Al- 
bertus Magnus, Cornelius Agnppa, Paracelsus, and the 
famous friar who created the prophetic Brazen Head 
All these antique naturahsts stood in advance of their 
centuries, yet were imbued with some of their creduhty, 
and therefore were beheved, and perhaps imagined 
themselves to have acquired from the investigation of 
Nature a power above Nature, and from physics a sway 
over the spiritual world Hardly less curious and imagi- 
native were the early volumes of the Transactions of the 
Royal Society, in which the members, knowing httle of 
the hmits of natural possibihty, were continually record- 
ing wonders or proposmg methods whereby wonders 
might be wrought 

But to Georgiana the most engrossing volume was a 
large folio from her husband’s own hand, in which he 
had recorded every experiment of his scientific career, 
its original aim, the methods adopted for its develop- 
ment, and its final success or failure, with the circum- 
stances to which either event was attributable The 
book, in truth, was both the history and emblem of his 
ardent, ambitious, imaginative, yet practical and labori- 
ous hfe He handled physieal details as if there were 
nothing beyond them, yet spirituahzed them all, and 
redeemed himself from materiahsm by his strong and 
eager aspiration towards the infinite In his grasp the 
veriest clod of earth assumed a soul Georgiana, as she 
read, reverenced Aylmer and loved him more profoundly 
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than ever, but with a less entire dependence on his 
judgment than heretofore Much as he had accom- 
plished, she could not but observe that his most splendid 
successes were almost invariably failures, if compared 
with the ideal at which he aimed His brightest dia- 
monds were the merest pebbles, and felt to be so by 
himself, in comparison with the inesbmable gems which 
lay hidden beyond his reach The volume, rich with 
achievements that had won renown for its author, was 
yet as melancholy a record as ever mortal hand had 
penned It was the sad confession and continual exem- 
plification of the shortcommgs of the composite man, 
the spirit burdened with clay and working in matter, 
and of the despair that assails the higher nature at find- 
ing itself so miserably thwarted by the earthly part Per- 
haps every man of genius m whatever sphere might rec- 
ognize the image of his own experience in Aylmer’s 
journal 

So deeply did these reflections afiect Georgiana that 
she laid her face upon the open volume and burst into 
tears In this situation she was found by her husband 

“It IS dangerous to read in a sorcerer’s books,” said 
he with a smile, though his countenance was uneasy and 
displeased “Georgiana, there are pages m that volume 
which I can scarcely glance over and keep my senses 
Take heed lest it prove as detrimental to you ” 

"It has made me worship you more than ever," said 
she 

“Ah, wait for this one success,” rejoined he, “then 
worship me if you will I shall deem myself hardly un- 
worthy of it But come, I have sought you for the luxury 
of your voice Sing to me, dearest ” 

So she poured out the hquid music of her voice to 
quench the thirst of his spint He then took his leave 
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with a boyish exuberance of gayety, assunng her that 
her seclusion would endure but a httle longer, and that 
the result was already certain Scarcely had he departed 
when Georgiana felt irresistibly impelled to follow him 
She had forgotten to inform Aylmer of a symptom which 
for two or three hours past had begun to excite her at- 
tention It was a sensation m the fatal birthmark, not 
painful, but which mduced a restlessness throughout her 
system Hastenmg after her husband, she intruded for 
the first time into the laboratory 

The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace, 
that hot and feverish worker, with the intense glow of 
its fire, which by the quantities of soot clustered above 
it seemed to have heen burning for ages There was a 
distiUing apparatus in full operation Around the room 
were retorts, tubes, cyhnders, crucibles, and other ap- 
paratus of chemical research An electrical machine 
stood ready for immediate use The atmosphere felt 
oppressively close, and was tainted with gaseous odors 
which had been tormented forth by the processes of 
science The severe and homely simphcity of the apart- 
ment, with its naked walls and brick pavement, looked 
strange, accustomed as Georgiana had become to the 
fantasbc elegance of her boudoir But what chiefly, in- 
deed almost solely, drew her attention, was the aspect of 
Aylmer himself. 

He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, and 
hung over the furnace as if it depended upon his utmost 
watchfulness whether the hquid which it was disbUing 
should be the draught of immortal happmess or misery 
How different from the sanguine and joyous rmen that 
he had assumed for Ceorgiana’s encouragementl 

“Carefully now, Ammadab, carefully, thou human 
machine, carefully, thou man of clayl” muttered Aylmer, 
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more to himself than his assistant “Now, if there be a 
thought too much or too httle, it is all over ” 

“Hoi ho'” mumbled Aminadab "Look, masterl looki” 
Aylmer raised his eyes hashly, and at first reddened, 
then grew paler than ever, on beholding Georgiana He 
rushed towards her and seized her arm with a gripe 
that left the print of his fingers upon it 

“Why do you come hither? Have you no trust in your 
husband?” cried he, impetuously “Would you throw the 
bhght of that fatal buthmark over my labors? It is not 
well done Go, prying woman, go!” 

“Nay, Aylmer,” said Georgiana with the firmness of 
which she possessed no stinted endowment, “it is not 
you that have a nght to complain You mistrust your 
wife, you have concealed the anxiety with which you 
watch the development of this experiment Think not 
so unworthily of me, my husband TeU me all the 
nsk we run, and fear not that I shall shrink, for my 
share in it is far less than your own ” 

“No, no, Georgiana!” said Aylmer, impabently, “it 
must not be ” 

“I submit,” rephed she calmly “And, Aylmer, I shall 
quaff whatever draught you bnng me, but it will be on 
the same principle that would induce me to take a dose 
of poison if offered by your hand ” 

“My noble wife,” said Aylmer, deeply moved, “I knew 
not the height and depth of your nature until now Noth- 
mg shall be concealed Know, then, that this crimson 
hand, superficial as it seems, has clutched its grasp into 
your being with a strength of which I had no previous 
conception I have aheady administered agents powerful 
enough to do aught except to change your entire phys- 
ical system Only one thing remains to be tried If that 
fail us we are ruined ” 

“Why did you hesitate to tell me this?” asked she 
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"Because, Georgiana,” said Aylmer, m a low voice, 
"there is danger ” 

"Danger? There is but one danger — that this horrible 
stigma shall be left upon my cheek!” cried Georgiana 
"Remove it, remove it, whatever be the cost, or we shall 
both go mad!” 

“Heaven knows your words are too true,” said Aylmer, 
sadly “And now, dearest, return to your boudoir In a 
httle while all will be tested ” 

He conducted her back and took leave of her with a 
solemn tenderness which spoke far more than his words 
how much was now at stake After his departure Georgi- 
ana became rapt in musmgs She considered the char- 
acter of Aylmer, and did it completer justice than at any 
previous moment Her heart exulted, while it trembled, 
at his honorable love — so pure and lofty that it would 
accept nothing less than perfection nor miserably make 
Itself contented with an earthher nature than he had 
dreamed of She felt how much more precious was such 
a sentiment than the meaner kind which would have 
borne with the imperfection for her sake, and have been 
guilty of treason to holy love by degrading its perfect 
idea to the level of the actual, and with her whole spirit 
she prayed that, for a single moment, she might satisfy 
his highest and deepest conception Longer than one 
moment she well knew it could not be, for his spint was 
ever on the march, ever ascending, and each instant re- 
quired something that was beyond the scope of the m- 
stant before 

The sound of her husband’s footsteps aroused her He 
bore a crystal goblet containmg a hquor colorless as 
water, but bright enough to be the draught of immortal- 
ity Aylmer was pale, but it seemed rather the conse- 
quence of a highly wrought state of mind and tension of 
spirit than of fear or doubt 
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“The concoction of the draught has been perfect,” 
said he, in answer to Georgiana’s look “Unless all my 
science have deceived me, it cannot fail ” 

“Save on your account, my dearest Aylmer,” observed 
his wife, “I might wish to put off this birthmark of mor- 
tahty by rehnquishing mortahty itself m preference to 
any other mode Life is but a sad possession to those 
who have attained precisely the degree of moral ad- 
vancement at which I stand Were I weaker and blinder 
it might be happiness Were I stronger, it might be en- 
dured hopefully But, bemg what I find myself, methinks 
I am of all mortals the most fit to die ” 

“You are fit for heaven without tasting death!” rephed 
her husband “But why do we speak of dying? The 
draught cannot fail Behold its effect upon this plant ” 

On the window seat there stood a geranium diseased 
with yellow blotches, which had overspread all its 
leaves. Aylmer poured a small quantity of the hqmd 
upon the soil m which it grew In a httle time, when the 
roots of the plant had taken up the moisture, the un- 
sightly blotches began to be extinguished in a hvmg 
verdure 

“There needed no proof,” said Georgiana, quietly 
“Give me the goblet I joyfully stake all upon your 
word " 

“Drink, then, thou lofty creature!” exclaimed Aylmer, 
with fervid admiration “There is no taint of imperfec- 
tion on thy spmt Thy sensible frame, too, shall soon be 
all perfect ” 

She quaffed the hquid and returned the goblet to his 
hand 

“It IS grateful,” said she with a placid smile “Me- 
thinks it IS like water from a heavenly fountain, for it 
contains I know not what of unobtrusive fragrance and 
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deliciousness It allays a feverish thirst that had parched 
me for many days Now, dearest, let me sleep My 
earthly senses are closing over my spirit hke the leaves 
around the heart of a rose at sunset ” 

She spoke the last words with a gentle reluctance, as 
if it required almost more energy than she could com- 
mand to pronounce the faint and hngermg syllables. 
Scarcely had they loitered through her bps ere she was 
lost in slumber Aylmer sat by her side, watching her 
aspect with the emotions proper to a man the whole 
value of whose existence was involved in the process 
now to be tested Mingled with this mood, however, was 
the philosophic invesbgation characteristic of the man 
of science Not the minutest symptom escaped him A 
heightened flush of the cheek, a slight irregularity of 
breath, a qmver of the eyehd, a hardly perceptible 
tremor through the frame — such were the details which, 
as the moments passed, he wrote down in his folio vol- 
ume Intense thought had set its stamp upon every previ- 
ous page of that volume, but the thoughts of years were 
all concentrated upon the last 

While thus employed, he failed not to gaze often at 
the fatal hand, and not without a shudder Yet once, 
by a strange and unaccountable impulse, he pressed it 
with his bps His spirit recoiled, however, in the very 
act, and Georgiana, out of the midst of her deep sleep, 
moved uneasily and murmured as if in remonstrance 
Agam Aylmer resumed his watch Nor was it without 
avail The crimson hand, which at first had been strongly 
visible upon the marble paleness of Georgiana’s cheek, 
now grew more faintly outlined She remained not less 
pale than ever, but the birthmark, with every breath that 
came and went, lost somewhat of its former distinctness 
Its presence had been awful, its departure was more 
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awful still Watch the stain of the rainbow fading out the 
sky, and you will know how that mysterious symbol 
away 

“By Heaven! it is well-nigh gone!” said Aylmer to him- 
self, m almost irrepressible ecstasy “I can scarcely trace 
it now Success! success! And now it is like the faintest 
rose color The lightest flush of blood across her cheek 
would overcome it But she is so pale!” 

He drew aside the window curtain and suffered the 
hght of natural day to fall into the room and rest upon 
her cheek At the same time he heard a gross, hoarse 
chuckle, which he had long known as his servant Amin- 
adab’s expression of delight 

“Ah, clod, ah, earthly mass!” cried Aylmer, laughing 
in a sort of frenzy, "you have served me well! Matter 
and spirit — earth and heaven — ^have both done their 
part in this! Laugh, thing of the senses! You have earned 
the right to laugh ” 

These exclamations broke Georgiana’s sleep She 
slowly unclosed her eyes and gazed into the mirror 
which her husband had arranged for that purpose A 
faint smile flitted over her bps when she recognized how 
barely perceptible was now that crimson hand which 
had once blazed forth with such disastrous brilhancy as 
to scare away all their happiness But then her eyes 
sought Aylmer’s face with a trouble and anxiety that he 
could by no means account for 

“My poor Aylmer!” murmured she 

"Poor? Nay, richest, happiest, most favored'” ex- 
claimed he “My peerless bnde, it is successful! You are 
perfect!” 

“My poor Aylmer,” she repeated, with a more than 
human tenderness, “you have aimed loftily, you have 
done nobly Do not repent that with so high and pure a 
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feeling, you have rejected the best the earth could offer 
Aylmer, dearest Aylmer, I am dying!” 

Alas! it was too true! The fatal hand had grappled 
with the mystery of hfe, and was the bond by which an 
angehc spirit kept itself in umon with a mortal frame As 
the last crimson tint of the birthmark — that sole token 
of human imperfection — faded from her cheek, the part- 
ing breath of the now perfect woman passed into the 
atmosphere, and her soul, hngenng a moment near her 
husband, took its heavenward flight Then a hoarse, 
chuckling laugh was heard agam! Thus ever does the 
gross fatahty of earth exult m its invariable triumph 
over the immortal essence which, in this dim sphere of 
half development, demands the completeness of a higher 
state Yet, had Aylmer reached a profounder wisdom, 
he need not thus have flung away the happiness which 
Would have woven his mortal life of the selfsame texture 
with the celestial The momentary circumstance was too 
strong for him, he failed to look beyond the shadowy 
scope of time, and, hving once for all in eternity, to find 
the perfect future in the present 

2834 Mosses from an Old Manse 


Earth’s Holocaust 

O NCE upon a tune — but whether m the time past 
or time to come is a matter of httle or no moment 
— this wide world had become so overburdened with an 
accumulation of wornout trumpery that the mhabitants 
determined to nd themselves of it by a general bonfire 
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The site fixed upon at the representation of the insurance 
companies, and as being as central a spot as any other 
on the globe, was one of the broadest praines of the 
West, where no human habitation would be endangered 
by the flames, and where a vast assemblage of spectators 
might commodiously admire the show Having a taste 
for sights of this kind, and imagining, hkewise that the 
illumination of the bonfire might reveal some profundity 
of moral truth heretofore hidden m mist or darkness, I 
made it convenient to journey thither and be present 
At my arrival, although the heap of condemned rubbish 
was as yet comparatively small, the torch had already 
been apphed Amid that boundless plain, in the dusk of 
the evening, hke a far ofiE star alone in the firmament, 
there was merely visible one tremulous gleam, whence 
none could have anticipated so fierce a blaze as was 
destined to ensue With every moment, however, there 
came foot travellers, women holdmg up their aprons, 
men on horseback, wheelbarrows, lumbering baggage 
wagons, and other vehicles, great and small, and from 
far and near laden with articles that were judged fit for 
nothing but to be burned 

“What mateiials have been used to kindle tlie flame?” 
inquired I of a by-stander, for I was desirous of knowmg 
the whole process of the affair from beginmng to end 

The person whom I addressed was a grave man, fifty 
years old or thereabout, who had evidently come thither 
as a looker on He struck me immediately as havmg 
weighed for himself the true value of life and its cir- 
cumstances, and therefore as feehng httle personal inter- 
est m whatever judgment the world might form of them 
Before answering my question, he looked me m the face 
by the kindling hght of the fire 

“Oh, some very dry combustibles,” rephed he, "and 
extremely suitable to the purpose — no other, m fact. 



EARTH’S HOLOCAUST 


187 

than yesterday’s newspapers, last month’s magazines, 
and last year’s withered leaves Here now comes some 
antiquated trash that will take fire like a handful of 
shavings ” 

As he spoke some rough-looking men advanced to the 
verge of the bonfire, and threw in, as it appeared, all the 
rubbish of the herald’s office — the blazonry of coat 
armor, the crests and devices of illustrious famihes, pedi- 
grees that extended back, hke lines of hght, into the mist 
of the dark ages, together with stars, garters, and em- 
broidered collars, each of which, as paltry a bawble as 
It might appear to the unmstructed eye, had once pos- 
sessed vast significance, and was still, in truth, reckoned 
among the most precious of moral or material facts by 
the worshippers of the gorgeous past. Mingled with this 
confused heap, which was tossed into the flames by arm- 
fuls at once, were innumerable badges of kmghthood, 
comprising those of all the European sovereignties, and 
Napoleon’s decorabon of the Legion of Honor, the rib- 
bons of which were entangled with those of the ancient 
order of St Louis There, too, were the medals of our 
own society of Cincinnab, by means of which, as history 
tells us, an order of hereditary knights came near being 
consbtuted out of the king quellers of the revolubon 
And besides, there were the patents of nobihty of Ger- 
man counts and barons, Spanish grandees, and English 
peers, from the worm-eaten mstruments signed by Wil- 
ham the Conqueror down to the brand new parchment 
of the latest lord who has received his honors from the 
fair hand of Victona 

At sight of the dense volumes of smoke, mmgled with 
vivid jets of flame, that gushed and eddied forth from 
this immense pile of earthly disbncbons, the mulbtude 
of plebeian spectators set up a joyous shout, and clapped 
their hands with an emphasis that made the welkm echo. 
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That was their moment of tnimph, achieved, after long 
ages, over creatures of the same clay and the same spint- 
ual infirmities, who had dared to assume the privileges 
due only to Heaven’s better workmanship But now 
there rushed towards the blazing heap a grayhaired 
man, of stately presence, wearing a coat, from the breast 
of which a star, or other badge of rank, seemed to have 
been forcibly wrenched away He had not the tokens of 
intelleetual power in his face, but shll there was the 
demeanor, the habitual and almost native dignity, of one 
who had been born to the idea of his own social superi- 
ority, and had never felt it questioned till that moment 

“People,” cried he, gazing at the rum of what was 
dearest to his eyes with grief and wonder, but neverthe- 
less with a degree of statehness — “people, what have 
you done? This fire is consuming all that marked your 
advance from barbarism, or that could have prevented 
your relapse thither We, the men of the privileged 
orders, were those who kept alive from age to age the 
old chivalrous spirit, the gentle and generous thought, 
the higher, the purer, the more refined and dehcate life 
With the nobles, too, you cast ofi the poet, the painter, 
the sculptor — all the beautiful arts, for we were their 
patrons, and created the atmosphere m which they flour- 
ish In abohshing the majestic distinctions of rank, so- 
ciety loses not only its grace, but its steadfastness — ” 

More he would doubtless have spoken, but here there 
arose an outcry, sportive, contemptuous, and indignant, 
that altogether drowned the appeal of the fallen noble- 
man, insomuch that, casting one look of despair at his 
own half-burned pedigree, he shrunk back into the 
crowd, glad to shelter himself under his new-found in- 
signiflcance 

“Let him thank his stars that we have not flung him 
mto the same fire!” shouted a rude figure, spunung the 
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embers with his foot "And henceforth let no man dare to 
show a piece of musty parchment as his warrant for 
lording it over his fellows If he have strength of arm, 
well and good, it is one species of supenonty If he have 
wit, wisdom, courage, force of character, let these at- 
tributes do for him what they may, but from this day 
forward no mortal must hope for place and consideration 
by reckoning up the mouldy bones of his ancestors That 
nonsense is done away ” 

“And in good time,” remarked the grave observer by 
my side, in a low voice, however, "if no worse nonsense 
comes in its place, but, at all events, this species of non- 
sense has fairly lived out its hfe ” 

There was little space to muse or morahze over the 
embers of this time-honored rubbish, for, before it was 
half burned out, there came another multitude from be- 
yond the sea, bearing the purple robes of royalty, and 
the crowns, globes, and sceptres of emperors and kings 
All these had been condemned as useless bawbles, play- 
things at best, fit only for the infancy of the world or 
rods to govern and chastise it in its nonage, but with 
which universal manhood at its full-grown stature could 
no longer brook to be insulted Into such contempt had 
these regal insignia now fallen that the gilded crown and 
tinselled robes of the player king from Drury Lane 
Theatre had been thrown m among the rest, doubtless 
as a mockery of his brother monarchs on the great stage 
of the world It was a strange sight to discern the crown 
jewels of England glowmg and flashing m the midst of 
the fire Some of them had been delivered down from 
the time of the Saxon princes, others were purchased 
with vast revenues, or perchance ravished from the dead 
brows of the native potentates of Hmdostan, and the 
whole now blazed with a dazzhng lustre, as if a star had 
fallen m that sport and been shattered into fragments 
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The splendor of the mined monarchy had no reflection 
save in those inestimable precious stones But enough 
on this subject It were but tedious to describe how the 
Emperor of Austria’s mantle was converted to tinder, 
and how the posts and pillars of the French throne be- 
came a heap of coals, which it was impossible to disbn- 
guish from those of any other wood Let me add, how- 
ever, that I noticed one of the exiled Poles sttrnng up 
the bonfire with the Czar of Russia’s sceptre, which he 
afterwards flung into the flames 

“The smell of singed garments is qmte mtolerable 
here,” observed my new acquaintance, as the breeze 
enveloped us in the smoke of a royal wardrobe “Let us 
get to windward and see what they are domg on the 
other side of the bonfire ’’ 

We accordingly passed around, and were just m time 
to witness the arrival of a vast procession of Washing- 
tonians — as the votaries of temperance call themselves 
nowadays — accompanied by thousands of the Irish dis- 
ciples of Father Mathew, with that great apostle at their 
head They brought a rich contribution to the bonfire — 
bemg nothing less than all the hogsheads and barrels of 
hquor in the world, which they rolled before them across 
the prairie 

“Now, my children,” cried Father Mathew, when they 
reached the verge of the fire, “one shove more, and the 
work IS done And now let us stand oS and see Satan 
deal with his own hquor ” 

Accordmgly, having placed their wooden vessels 
within reach of the flames, the procession stood off at a 
safe distance, and soon beheld them burst mto a blaze 
that reached the clouds and threatened to set the sky 
itself on fire And well it might, for here was the whole 
world’s stock of spirituous hquors, which, instead of 
kmdhng a frenzied hght in the eyes of mdividual topers 
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as of yore, soared upwards with a bewildering gleam 
that startled all mankind It was the aggregate of that 
fierce fire which would otherwise have scorched the 
hearts of millions Meantime numberless bottles of pre- 
cious wine were flung mto the blaze, which lapped up 
the contents as if it loved them, and grew, hke other 
drunkards, the merrier and fiercer for what it quaffed 
Never again wiU the insatiable thirst of the fire fiend be 
so pampered Here were the treasures of famous bon 
vivants — hquors that had been tossed on ocean, and mel- 
lowed m the sun, and hoarded long m the recesses of the 
earth — the pale, the gold, the ruddy juice of whatever 
vmeyards were most dehcate — the entue vintage of 
Tokay — all minghng in one stream with the vile fluids 
of the common pothouse, and contributing to heighten 
the selfsame blaze. And while it rose m a gigantic spire 
that seemed to wave agamst the arch of the firmament 
and combine itself with the hght of stars, the multitude 
gave a shout as if the broad earth were exulting m its 
dehverance from the curse of ages 

But the joy was not universal Many deemed that hu- 
man hfe would be gloomier than ever when that brief 
lUummabon should smk down While the reformers were 
at work, I overheard muttered expostulations from sev- 
eral respectable gentlemen with red noses and wearmg 
gouty shoes, and a ragged worthy, whose face looked 
hke a hearth where the fire is burned out, now expressed 
his discontent more openly and boldly 

“What IS this world good for,” said the last toper, 
“now that we can never be jolly any more? What is to 
comfort the poor mao m sorrow and perplexity? How is 
he to keep his heart warm agamst the cold wmds of this 
chera-less earth? And viffiat do you propose to give him in 
exchange for the solace tlmt you take away? How are 
old friends to sit together by the fireside without a cheer- 
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ful glass between them? A plague upon your reforma- 
bonl It IS a sad world, a cold world, a selfish world, a 
low world, not worth an honest fellow’s hvmg in, now 
that good fellowship is gone foreverl” 

This harangue excited great mirth among the by- 
standers, but, preposterous as was the sentiment, I could 
not help commiserating the forlorn condition of the last 
toper, whose boon companions had dwindled away from 
his side, leaving the poor fellow without a soul to counte- 
nance him in sipping his hquor, nor indeed any liquor 
to sip Not that this was qmte the true state of the case, 
for 1 had observed him at a critical moment filch a bot- 
tle of fourth-proof brandy that fell beside the bonfire and 
hide it in his pocket 

The spirituous and fermented liquors being thus dis- 
posed of, the zeal of the reformers next induced them to 
replenish the fire with all the boxes of tea and bags of 
coffee in the world And now came the planters of Vir- 
ginia, bringing their crops and tobacco These, being 
cast upon the heap of inutility, aggregrated it to the size 
of a mountain, and mcensed the atmosphere with such 
potent fragrance that methought we should never draw 
pure breath again The present sacrifice seemed to star- 
tle the lovers of the weed more than any that they had 
hitherto witnessed 

“Well, they’ve put my pipe out,” said an old gentle- 
man flinging it into the flames in a pet “What is this 
world commg to? Everything rich and racy — all the 
spice of hfe — is to be condemned as useless Now that 
they have kindled the bonfire, if these nonsensical re- 
formers would fling themselves into it, all would be well 
enough!” 

“Be patient,” responded a stanch conservative, “it wiU 
come to that in the end They will first fling us m, and 
finally themselves ” 
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From the general and systematic measures of reform I 
now turned to consider the mdividual contributions to 
this memorable bonfire In many instances these were 
of a very amusing character One poor fellow threw in 
his empty purse, and another a bundle of counterfeit or 
insolvable bank notes Fashionable ladies threw m their 
last season’s bonnets, together with heaps of ribbons, 
yellow lace, and much other half-wom milhner’s ware, 
all of which proved even more evanescent in the fire 
than it had been in the fashion A multitude of lovers of 
both sexes— discarded maids or bachelors and couples 
mutually weary of one another — tossed m bundles of 
perfumed letters and enamored sonnets A hack poh- 
tician, being deprived of bread by the loss of office, 
threw m his teeth, which happened to be false ones The 
Rev Sydney Smith — ^having voyaged across the Atlanbc 
for that sole purpose — came up to the bonfire with a 
bitter grin and threw in certain repudiated bonds, forb- 
fied though they were with the broad seal of a sovereign 
state A httle boy of five years old, in the premature 
manliness of the present epoch, threw in his playthings, 
a college graduate his diploma, an apothecary, ruined 
by the spread of homoeopathy, his whole stock of drugs 
and medicines, a physician his hbrary, a parson his old 
sermons, and a fine gentleman of the old school his code 
of manners, which he had formerly written down for 
the benefit of the next generation A widow, resolving 
on a second marriage, slyly threw in her dead husband’s 
miniature A young man, jilted by his mistress, would 
wilhngly have flung his own desperate heart into the 
flames, but could find no means to wrench it out of his 
bosom An Amencan author, whose works were neg- 
lected by the pubhc, threw his pen and paper into the 
bonfire, and betook himself to some less discouraging 
occupation It somewhat startled me to overhear a num- 
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ber of ladies, highly respectable in appearance, pro- 
posing to fling their gowns and pethcoats into the 
flames, and assume the garb, together with the manners, 
duties, offices, and responsibihties, of the opposite sex 

What favor was accorded to this scheme I am unable 
to say, my attention being suddenly drawn to a poor, 
deceived, and half-dehrious girl, who, exclaiming that 
she was the most worthless thing ahve or dead, at- 
tempted to cast herself into the fire amid all that 
wrecked and broken trumpery of the world A good 
man, however, ran to her rescue 

"Patience, my poor girl!” said he, as he drew her back 
from the fierce embrace of the destroying angel "Be 
patient, and abide Heaven’s will So long as you possess 
a hving soul, all may be restored to its first freshness 
These things of matter and creabons of human fantasy 
are fit for nothing but to be burned when once they have 
had their day, but your day is eternity!" 

“Yes,” said the wretched girl, whose frenzy seemed 
now to have sunk down into deep despondency — "yes 
and the sunshine is blotted out of it!” 

It was now rumored among the spectators that all the 
weapons and munibons of war were to be thrown into 
the bonfire, with the excepbon of the world’s stock of 
gunpowder, which, as the safest mode of disposing of 
it, had already been drowned in the sea This intel- 
hgence seemed to awaken great diversity of opinion 
The hopeful philanthropist esteemed it a token that the 
millennium was already come, while persons of another 
stamp, in whose view mankind was a breed of bulldogs, 
prophesied that all the old stoutness, fervor, nobleness, 
generosity, and magnanimity of the race would disap- 
pear — these quahbes, as they affirmed, requinng blood 
for their nourishment They comforted themselves, how- 
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ever, in the belief that the proposed abohtion of war 
was impracticable for any length of tune together 

Be that as it might, numberless great guns, whose 
thunder had long been the voice of battle — the artillery 
of the Armada, the battermg trams of Marlborough, and 
the adverse cannon of Napoleon and Welhngton — were 
trundled into the midst of the fire By the contmual ad- 
dihon of dry combusbbles, it had now waxed so in- 
tense that neither brass nor iron could withstand it It 
was wonderful to behold how these terrible mstruments 
of slaughter melted away hke playthings of wax Then 
the armies of the earth wheeled around the mighty 
furnace, with their mihtary music playing triumphant 
marches, and flung m their muskets and swords The 
standard-bearers, hkewise, cast one look upward at their 
banners, all tattered with shot holes and inscribed with 
the names of victorious fields, and, giving them a last 
flourish on the breeze, they lowered them into the flame, 
which snatched them upward in its rush towards the 
clouds This ceremony being over, the world was left 
without a single weapon in its hands, except possibly a 
few old king’s arms and rusty swords and other trophies 
of the Revolution m some of our state armories And 
now the drums were beaten and the trumpets brayed all 
together, as a prelude to the proclamabon of universal 
and eternal peace and the announcement that glory was 
no longer to be won by blood, but that it would hence- 
forth be the contenbon of the human race to work out 
the greatest mutual good, and that beneficence, in the 
future annals of the earth, would claim the praise of 
valor The blessed bdmgs were accordmgly promul- 
gated, and caused infinite rejoicings among those who 
had stood aghast at the horror and absurdity of war 
But 1 saw a gnm smile pass over the seared visage of 
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a stately old commander — by his warworn figure and 
rich mihtary dress, he imght have been one of Napo- 
leon’s famous marshals — ^who, with the rest of the 
world’s soldiery, had just flung away the sword that had 
been famihar to his right hand for half a century 

"Ayl ay!” grumbled he “Let them proclaim what they 
please, but, in the end, we shall find that all this foolery 
has only made more work for the armorers and cannon 
founders ” 

“Why, sir,” exclaimed I, in astonishment, “do you 
imagine that the human race will ever so far return on 
the steps of its past madness as to weld another sword 
or cast another cannon?” 

“There will be no need,” observed, with a sneer, one 
who neither felt benevolence nor had faith in it “When 
Cam wished to slay his brother, he was at no loss for a 
weapon ” 

“We shall see,” rephed the veteran commander "If 
I am mistaken, so much the better, but in my opimon, 
without pretending to philosophize about the matter, 
the necessity of war hes far deeper than these honest 
gentlemen suppose What! is there a field for all the 
petty disputes of individuals? and shall there be no great 
law court for the settlement of national difficulties? The 
battle-field is the only court where such suits can be 
tned ” 

“You forget, general,” rejomed I, “that, m this ad- 
vanced stage of civihzahon. Reason and Philanthropy 
combined will constitute just such a tribunal as is 
requisite ” 

“Ah, I had forgotten that, indeed!” said the old war- 
rior, as he hmped away 

The fire was now to be replenished with materials 
that had hitherto been considered of even greater im - 
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portance to the well being of society than the warhke 
munitions which we had already seen consumed A body 
of reformers had travelled all over the earth m quest of 
the machinery by which the different nations were ac- 
customed to inflict the pumshment of death A shudder 
passed through the multitude as these ghastly emblems 
were dragged forward Even the flames seemed at first 
to shnnk away, displaying the shape and murderous 
contrivance of each in a full blaze of hght, which of 
Itself was sufficient to convince mankind of the long and 
deadly error of human law. Those old implements of 
cruelty, those horrible monsters of mechanism, those 
inventions which seemed to demand something worse 
than man’s natural heart to contrive, and which had 
lurked m the dusky nooks of ancient prisons, the sub- 
ject of terror-stricken legend — were now brought forth 
to view Headsmen’s axes, with the rust of noble and 
royal blood upon them, and a vast collection of halters 
that had choked the breath of plebeian victims, were 
thrown m together A shout greeted the arrival of the 
guillotine, which was thrust forward on the same wheels 
that had borne it from one to another of the blood- 
stained streets of Pans But the loudest roar of applause 
went up, telling the distant sky of the triumph of the 
earth’s redemption, when the gaUows made its appear- 
ance An ill-lookmg fellow, however, rushed forward, 
and, putting himself m the path of the reformers, bel- 
lowed hoarsely, and fought with brute fury to stay their 
progress 

It was httle matter of surprise, perhaps, that the 
executioner should thus do his best to vindicate and up- 
hold the machinery by which he himself had his hveli- 
hood and worthier individuals their death, but it de- 
served special note that men of a far different sphere — 
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even of that consecrated class m whose guardianship 
the world is apt to trust its benevolence — ^were found to 
take the hangman’s view of the question 

“Stay, my brethren!" cried one of them “You are 
mislead by a false philanthropy, you know not what you 
do The gallows is a Heaven-ordained instrument Bear 
It back, then, reverently, and set it up in its old place, 
else the world wiU fall to speedy rum and desolationl" 
“Onward! onward!” shouted a leader in the reform 
“Into the flames with the accursed instrument of man’s 
blood pohcyl How can human law inculcate benevo- 
lence and love while it persists in setting up the gal- 
lows as Its chief symbol? One heave more, good friends, 
and the world wiU be redeemed from its greatest er- 
ror ” 

A thousand hands, that nevertheless loathed the 
touch, now lent then assistance, and thrust the ominous 
burden far, far into the centre of the raging furnace 
There its fatal and abhorred image was beheld, first 
black, then a red coal, then ashes. 

“That was well done!” exclaimed I 
‘Tes, it was well done,” rephed, but with less en- 
thusiasm than I expected, the thoughtful observer who 
was still at my side, “well done, if the world be good 
enough for the measure Death, however, is an idea that 
cannot easily be dispensed with in any condition be- 
tween the primal innocence and that other punty and 
perfecbon which perchance we are destined to attam 
after travelling round the full circle, but, at all events, 
it IS well that the experiment should now be tned ” 

"Too cold! too cold!” impatiently exclaimed the young 
and ardent leader in this triumph “Let the heart have 
Its voice here as well as the intellect And as for ripeness, 
and as for progress, let mankmd always do the highest, 
kindest, noblest thing that, at any given penod, it has 
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attained the perception of, and surely that thing cannot 
be wrong nor wrongly timed ” 

I know not whether it were the excitement of the 
scene, or whether the good people around the bonfire 
were really growing more enhghtened every instant, but 
they now proceeded to measures in the fuU length of 
which I was hardly prepared to keep them company. 
For instance, some threw their marriage certificates into 
the flames, and declared themselves candidates for a 
higher, hoher, and more comprehensive union than that 
which had subsisted from the birth of time under the 
form of the connubial tie Others hastened to the vaults 
of banks and to the coffers of the rich — all of which 
were open to the first comer on this fated occasion — and 
brought entire bales of paper money to enliven the 
blaze, and tons of com to be melted down by its in- 
tensity Henceforth, they said, universal benevolence, 
uncoined and exhaustless, was to be the golden currency 
of the world At this intelhgence the bankers and specu- 
lators m the stocks grew pale, and a pickpocket, who 
had reaped a rich harvest among the crowd, fell down 
m a deadly fainting fit. A few men of business burned 
then daybooks and ledgers, the notes and obhgabons of 
their creditors, and all odier evidences of debts due to 
themselves, while perhaps a somewhat larger number 
satisfied their zeal for reform with the sacrifice of any 
uncomfortable recollection of their own indebtment. 
There was then a cry that the penod was arrived when 
the tide deeds of landed property should be given to 
the flames, and the whole soil of the earth revert to the 
pubhc, from whom it had been wrongfully abstracted 
and most unequally distnbuted among individuals An- 
other party demanded that all written constitutions, set 
forms of government, legislative acts, statute books, and 
everythmg else on which human invenbon had endeav- 
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ored to stamp its arbitrary laws, should at once be de- 
stroyed, leaving the consummated world as free as the 
man first created 

Whether any ulbmate action was taken with regard 
to these propositions is beyond my knowledge, for, just 
then, some matters were in progress that concerned my 
sympathies more nearly 

‘See' seel What heaps of books and pamphletsl” cried 
a fellow, who did not seem to be a lover of hterature 
“Now we shall have a glorious blazel” 

“That’s just the thing!” said a modern philosopher 
“Now we shall get rid of the weight of dead men’s 
thought, which has hitherto pressed so heavily on the 
living intellect that it has been incompetent to any effec- 
tual self-exertion Well done, my lads! Into the fire with 
them! Now you are enlightening the world indeed!” 

“But what is to become of the trade?” oried a frantic 
bookseller 

“Oh, by all means, let them accompany their mer- 
chandise,” coolly observed an author “It will be a noble 
funeral pile!” 

The truth was, that the human race had now reached 
a stage of progress so far beyond what the wisest and 
wittiest men of former ages had ever dreamed of that 
it would have been a mamfest absurdity to allow the 
earth to be any longer encumbered with their poor 
achievements in the hterary hne Accordingly a thorough 
and searching inveshgabon had swept the booksellers’ 
shops, hawkers’ stands, pubhc, and private hbraries, 
and even the httle book-shelf by the country fireside, 
and had brought the world’s entire mass of printed 
paper, bound or in sheets, to swell the aheady mountain 
bulk of our illustrious bonfire Thick, heavy folios, con- 
taining the labors of lexicographers, commentators and 
encyclopedists, were flung in, and falhng among the em- 
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bers with a leaden thump, smouldered away to ashes 
hke a rotten wood The small, nchly gilt French tomes 
of the last age, with the hundred volumes of Voltaire 
among them, went off in a bnlhant shower of sparkles 
and httle jets of flame, while the current literature of the 
same nation burned red and blue, and threw an infernal 
hght over the visages of the spectators, converting them 
all to the aspect of party-colored fiends A collection of 
German stories emitted a scent of brimstone The Eng- 
lish standard authors made excellent fuel, generally ex- 
hibiting the properties of sound oak logs Milton’s works, 
in particular, sent up a powerful blaze, gradually 
reddemng into a coal, which promised to endure longer 
than almost any other material of the pile From Shake- 
speare there gushed a flame of such marvellous splendor 
that men shaded their eyes as against the sun’s meridian 
glory, nor even when the works of his own elucidators 
were flung upon him did he cease to flash forth a daz- 
zling radiance from beneath the ponderous heap It is 
my belief that he is blazing as fervidly as ever 

“Could a poet but hght a lamp at that glorious flame," 
remarked I, "he might then consume the midmght oil 
to some good purpose ’’ 

“That IS the very thing which modern poets have been 
too apt to do, or at least to attempt,’’ answered a critic 
“The chief benefit to be expected from this conflagration 
of past hterature undoubtedly is, that writers will hence- 
forth be compelled to hght their lamps at the sun or 
stars ’’ 

“If they can reach so high,” said I, “but that task re- 
qmres a giant, who may afterwards distribute the hght 
among inferior men It is not every one that can steal 
the fire from heaven hke Prometheus, but, when once 
he had done the deed, a thousand hearths were kindled 
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It amazed me much to observe how uidefimte was the 
proportion between the physical mass of any given au- 
thor and the property of briDiant and long-continued 
combustion For instance, there was not a quarto volume 
of the last century — ^nor, indeed, of the present — that 
could compete in that particular with a child’s httle gilt- 
covered book, containing Mother Goose’s Melodies The 
Life and Death of Tom Thumb outlasted the biography 
of Marlborough An epic, indeed a dozen of them, was 
converted to white ashes before the single sheet of an 
old ballad was half consumed In more than one case, 
too, when volumes of applauded verse proved incapable 
of anythmg better than a sbflmg smoke, an unregarded 
ditty of some nameless bard — perchance in the comer 
of a newspaper soared up among the stars with a flame 
as brilhant as their own Speaking of the properties of 
flame, methought Shelley’s poetry emitted a purer light 
than almost any other productions of his day, contrast- 
ing beautifully with the fitful and lurid gleams and 
gushes of black vapor that flashed and eddied from the 
volumes of Lord Byron As for Tom Moore, some of his 
songs diffused an odor like a burning pasbl 

I felt parbcular mterest in watching the combusbon 
of American authors, and scrupulously noted by my 
watch the precise number of moments that changed 
most of them from shabbily prmted books to mdisbn- 
guishable ashes It would be invidious, however, if not 
perilous, to bebay these awful secrets, so that I shall 
content myself with observing that it was not invariably 
the writer most frequent in the pubhc mouth that made 
the most splendid appearance in the bonfire I especially 
remember that a great deal of excellent mflammabihty 
was exhibited in a thin volume of poems by Ellery 
Chanmng, although, to speak the truth, there were cer- 
tam porbons that hissed and spluttered in a very dis- 
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agreeable fashion A curious phenomenon occurred m 
reference to several writers, native as well as foreign 
Their books, though of highly respectable figure, instead 
of bursting into a blaze, or even smouldering out their 
substance in smoke, suddenly melted away m a manner 
that proved them to be ice 

If it be no lack of modesty to mention my own works, 
it must here be confessed that I looked for them with 
fatherly interest, but in vam Too probably they were 
changed to vapor by the first action of the heat, at best, 
I can only hope that, in their quiet way, they contrib- 
uted a glimmering spark or two to the splendor of the 
evening 

"AlasI and woe is mel” thus bemoaned himself a 
heavy-looking gentleman m green spectacles “The 
world IS utterly ruined, and there is nothmg to hve for 
any longer The business of my hfe is snatched from 
me Not a volume to be had for love or moneyl” 

“This,” remarked the sedate observer beside me, “is 
a bookworm— one of those men who are bom to gnaw 
dead thoughts His clothes, you see, are covered with 
the dust of hbraries He has no mward fountain of ideas, 
and, m good earnest, now that the old stock is abolished, 
I do not see what is to become of the poor fellow Have 
you no word of comfort for him?” 

“My dear sir,” said I to the desperate bookworm, “is 
not Nature better than a book? Is not the human heart 
deeper than any system of philosophy? Is not hfe replete 
with more instruction than past observers have found it 
possible to write down in maxims? Be of good cheer 
The great book of Time is still spread wide open before 
us, and, if we read it aright, it will be to us a volume of 
eternal truth ” 

“Oh, my books, my books, my precious prmted 
booksl” reiterated the forlorn bookworm "My only real- 
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ity was a bound volume, and now they will not leave 
me even a shadowy pamphletl” 

In fact, the last remnant of the hterature of all the 
ages was now descending upon the blazing heap in the 
shape of a cloud of pamphlets from the press of the New 
World These hkewise were consumed in the twinkhng 
of an eye, leaving the earth, for the first time since the 
days of Cadmus, free from the plague of letters — an 
enviable field for the authors of the next generabon 
"Well, and does anything remain to be done^” in- 
quired I somewhat anxiqusly “Unless we set fire to the 
earth itself, and then leap boldly off into infimte space, 
I know not that we can carry reform to any farther 
point ” 

“You are vastly mistaken, my good friend,” said the 
observer “Beheve me, the fire will not be allowed to 
settle down without the addibon of fuel that will startle 
many persons who have lent a willing hand thus far ” 
Nevertheless there appeared to be a relaxation of 
effort for a httle time, during which, probably, the 
leaders of the movement were considering what should 
be done next In the interval, a philosopher threw his 
theory into the flames — a sacrifice which, by those who 
knew how to estimate it, was pronounced the most re- 
markable that had yet been made The combustion, 
however, was by no means brilliant Some indefatigable 
people, scormng to take a moment’s ease, now employed 
themselves in collecting all the withered leaves and 
fallen boughs of the forest, and thereby recruited the 
bonfire to a greater height than ever But this was mere 
by-play 

“Here comes the fresh fuel that I spoke of," said my 
companion 

To my astomshment, the persons who now advanced 
mto the vacant space around the mountain fire bore 
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surplices and other priestly garments, mitres, crosiers, 
and a confusion of Popish and Protestant emblems, with 
which It seemed their purpose to consummate the great 
act of faith Crosses from the spires of old cathedrals 
were cast upon the heap with as httle remorse as if the 
reverence of centuries, passing in long array beneath 
the lofty towers, had not looked up to them as the 
holiest of symbols The font m which infants were con- 
secrated to God, the sacramental vessels whence piety 
received the hallowed draught, were given to the same 
destruction Perhaps it most nearly touched my heart to 
see among these devoted rehcs fragments of the humble 
communion tables and undecorated pulpits which I rec- 
ognized as having been tom from the meeting-houses 
of New England Those simple edifices might have been 
permitted to retain all of sacred embelhshment that their 
Puritan founders had bestowed, even though the mighty 
structure of St Peter’s had sent its spoils to the fire of 
this terrible sacrifice Yet I felt that these were but the 
externals of religion, and might most safely be rehn- 
quished by spirits that best knew their deep sigmfi- 
cance 

“All IS well,” said I, cheerfully “The woodpaths shall 
be the aisles of our cathedral — the firmament itself shall 
be its ceihng What needs an earthly roof between the 
Deity and his worshippers? Our faith can well afford to 
lose all the drapery that even the holiest men have 
thrown around it, and be only the more subhme in its 
simphcity ” 

“Tme," said my companion, “but will they pause 
here?” 

The doubt imphed in his quesbon was well founded 
In the general destmction of books already described, 
a holy volume, that stood apart from the catalogue of 
human literature, and yet, in one sense, was at its head. 
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had been spared But the Titan of innovation — angel 
or fiend, double in his nature, and capable of deeds be- 
fitting both characters — at first shaking down only the 
old and rotten shapes of things, had now, as it appeared, 
laid his terrible hand upon the main pillars which sup- 
ported the whole edifice of our moral and spiritual state 
The inhabitants of the earth had grown too enhghtened 
to define their faith withm a form of words, or to hmit 
the spiritual by any analogy to our material existence. 
Truths which the heavens trembled at were now but 
a fable of the world’s infancy Therefore, as the final 
sacrifice of human error, what else remained to be 
thrown upon the embers of that awful pile except the 
book which, though a celesbal revelation to past ages, 
was but a voice from a lower sphere as regarded the 
present race of man? It was done! Upon the blazing 
heap of falsehood and womout truth — things that the 
earth had never needed, or had ceased to need, or had 
grown childishly weary of — fell the ponderous church 
Bible, the great old volume that had lain so long on the 
cushion of the pulpit, and whence the pastor’s solemn 
voice had given holy utterance on so many a Sabbath 
<iay There, hkewise, fell the family Bible, which the 
long-buned patriarch had read to his children — in pros- 
perity or sorrow, by the fireside and in the summer 
shade of trees — and had bequeathed downward as the 
heirloom of generations There fell the bosom Bible, the 
httle volume that have been the soul's friend of some 
sorely tried child of dust, who thence took courage, 
whether his trial were for life or death, steadfastly con- 
fronting both in the strong assurance of immortahty. 

All these were filing mto the fierce and riotous blaze, 
and then a mighty wind came roanng across the plain 
with a desolate howl, as if it were the angry lamenta- 
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tion of the earth for the loss of heaven’s sunshine, and 
it shook the gigantic pyramid of flame and scattered the 
cinders of half-consumed abominations around upon the 
spectators 

“This is terriblel” said I, feelmg that my cheek grew 
pale, and seeing a like change in the visages about me 
“Be of good courage yet,” answered the man with 
whom I had so often spoken He continued to gaze 
steadily at the spectacle with a singular calmness, as if 
it concerned him merely as an observer "Be of good 
courage, nor yet exult too much, fox there is far less 
both of good and evil m the effect of this bonfire than 
the world might be willing to beheve ” 

"How can that be?” exclaimed I, impatiently “Has it 
not consumed everythmg? Has it not swallowed up or 
melted down every human or divine appendage of our 
mortal state that had substance enough to be acted on 
by fire? Will there be anything left us tomorrow mom- 
mg better or worse than a heap of embers and ashes?" 

“Assuredly there will,” said my grave fnend “Come 
hither tomorrow mommg, or whenever the combustible 
portion of the pile shall be quite burned out, and you 
will find among the ashes everything really valuable 
that you have seen cast into the flames Trust me, the 
world of tomorrow will agam enrich itself with the gold 
and diamonds which have been cast off by the world 
of today Not a truth is destroyed nor buned so deep 
among the ashes but it will be raked up at last ” 

This was a strange assurance. Yet 1 felt mclmed to 
credit it, the more especially as I beheld among the 
wallowing flames a copy of the Holy Scriptures, the 
pages of which, instead of being blackened into tmder, 
only assumed a more dazzlmg whiteness as the finger 
marks of human imperfection were punfied away. Cjer - 
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tain marginal notes and commentanes, it is true, yielded 
to the intensity of the fiery test, but without detriment 
to the smallest syllable that had flamed from the pen of 
inspiration 

“Yes, there is the proof of what you say,” answered 
I, tummg to the observer, "but if only what is evil can 
feel the action of the fire, then, surely, the conflagration 
haj been of inestimable utihty Yet, if I understand 
aright, you intimate a doubt whether the world’s ex- 
pectation of benefit would be reahzed by it ” 

“Listen to the talk of these worthies,” said he, point- 
ing to a group in front of the blazing pile, “possibly they 
may teach you something useful without intending it ” 

The persons whom he mdicated consisted of that 
brutal and most earthy figure who had stood forth so 
furiously in defence of the gallows — the hangman, in 
short — together with the last thief and the last murderer, 
all three of whom were clustered about the last toper 
The latter was hberally passing the brandy bottle, which 
he had rescued from the general destruction of wines 
and spirits This little convivial party seemed at the 
lowest pitch of despondency, as considering that the 
punfied world must needs be utterly unhke the sphere 
that they had hitherto known, and therefore but a 
strange and desolate abode for gentlemen of their kid- 
ney 

"The best counsel for all of us is,” remarked the 
hangman, “that, as soon as we have finished the last 
drop of hquor, I help you, my three friends, to a com- 
fortable end upon the nearest tree, and then hang my- 
self on the same bough This is no world for us any 
longer ” 

"Poh, poh, my good fellowsi" said a dark-complex- 
ioned personage, who now jomed the group — his com- 



EARTH'S HOLOCAUST 209 

plexion was indeed fearfully dark, and his eyes glowed 
with a redder hght than that of the bonfire, “be not so 
cast down, my dear friends, you shall see good days 
yet There’s one thing that these wiseacres have for- 
gotten to throw into the fire, and without which all the 
rest of the conflagration is just nothing at all, yes, though 
they had burned the earth itself to a cinder ” 

“And what may that be?" eagerly demanded the last 
murderer 

"What but the human heart itself?" said the dark- 
visaged stranger, with a portentous gnn “And, unless 
they hit upon some method of purifying that foul cav- 
ern, forth from it will reissue all the shapes of wrong 
and misery — the same old shapes or worse ones — which 
they have taken such a vast deal of trouble to consume 
to ashes I have stood by this hvelong night and laughed 
in my sleeve at the whole busmess Oh, take my word 
for it, it will be the old world yeti" 

This brief conversation supphed me with a theme for 
lengthened thought How sad a truth, if true it were, 
that man’s age-long endeavor for perfection had served 
only to render him the mockery of the evil principle, 
from the fatal circumstance of an error at the very root 
of the matterl The heart, the heart — there was the httle 
yet boundless sphere wherein existed the original wrong 
of which the crime and misery of this outward world 
were merely types Purify that inward sphere, and the 
many shapes of evil that haunt the outward, and which 
now seem almost our only reahties, will turn to shadowy 
phantoms and vanish of their own accord, but if we go 
no deeper than the intellect, and strive, with merely 
that feeble instrument, to discern and rectify what is 
wrong, our whole accomphshment will be a dream, so 
unsubstantial that it matters httle whether the bonfire. 
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which I have so faithfully described, were what we 
choose to call a real event and a flame that would scorch 
the finger, or only a phosphoric radiance and a parable 
of my own bram 

1844 Mosses from an Old Manse 


The Artist of the Beautiful 

AN ELDERLY man, with his pretty daughter on 
-iV his arm, was passing along the street, and 
emerged from the gloom of the cloudy evening into the 
hght that fell across the pavement from the window of 
a small shop It was a projecting window, and on the 
inside were suspended a variety of watches, pinchbeck, 
silver, and one or two of gold, all with their faces turned 
from the streets, as if churhshly disinchned to inform 
the wayfarers what o’clock it was Seated within the 
shop, sidelong to the window, with his pale face bent 
earnestly over some dehcate piece of mechanism on 
which was thrown the concentrated lustre of a shade 
lamp, appeared a young man 

“What can Owen Warland be about?” muttered old 
Peter Hovenden, himself a refared watchmaker, and the 
former master of this same young man whose occupation 
he was now wondering at "What can the fellow be 
about? These six months past I have never come by his 
shop without seeing him just as steadily at work as now 
It would be a flight beyond his usual foolery to seek for 
the perpetual motion, and yet I know enough of my 
old business to be certam that what he is now so busy 
with IS no part of the machmery of a watch ” 
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“Perhaps, father,” said Annie, without showing much 
interest in the question, “Owen is inventing a new land 
of timekeeper I am sure he has mgenuity enough ” 

“Poh, childl He has not the sort of ingenuity to invent 
anything better than a Dutch toy,” answered her father, 
who had formerly been put to much vexabon by Owen 
Warland’s irregular gemus “A plague on such mgenmtyl 
AU the effect that ever I knew of it was to spoil the 
accuracy of some of the best watches m my shop He 
would turn the sun out of its orbit and derange the 
whole course of time, if, as I said before, his ingenuity 
could grasp anything bigger than a child’s toyl” 

“Hush, father! He hears you!” whispered Annie, press- 
ing the old man’s arm “His ears are as dehcate as his 
feehngs, and you know how easily disturbed they are. 
Do let us move on ” 

So Peter Hovenden and his daughter Anme plodded 
on without further conversation, until m a by-street of 
the town they found themselves passing the open door 
of a blacksmith’s shop Within was seen the forge, now 
blazing up and illuminating the high and dusky roof, 
and now confining its lustre to a narrow precinct of the 
coal-strewn floor, according as the breath of the bellows 
was puffed forth or again mhaled into its vast leathern 
lungs In the intervals of brightness it was easy to dis- 
tinguish objects in remote comers of the shop and the 
horseshoes that hung upon the wall, in the momentary 
gloom the fire seemed to be glimmering amidst the 
vagueness of unenclosed space Movmg about m this 
red glare and alternate dusk was the figure of the black- 
smith, well worthy to be viewed m so picturesque an 
aspect of hght and shade, where the bright blaze strug- 
gled with the black night, as if each would have snatched 
his comely strength from die other Anon he drew a 
white-hot bar of iron from the coals, laid it on the anvil. 
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uplifted his arm of might, and was soon enveloped in 
the myriads of sparks which the strokes of his hammer 
scattered into the surrounding gloom 

“Now, that is a pleasant sight,” said the old watch- 
maker "I know what it is to work m gold, but give me 
the worker m iron after all is said and done He spends 
his labor upon a reahty What say you, daughter Anme?” 

“Pray don’t speak so loud, father,” whispered Annie, 
"Robert Danforth will hear you ” 

"And what if he should hear me^” said Peter Hoven- 
den "I say again, it is a good and a wholesome thing 
to depend upon mam strength and reahty, and to earn 
one’s bread with the bare and brawny arm of a black- 
smith A watchmaker gets his brain puzzled by his 
wheels within a wheel, or loses his health or the nicety 
of his eyesight, as was my case, and finds himself at 
middle age, or a httle after, past labor at his own trade 
and fit for nothing else, yet too poor to hve at his ease 
So I say once again, give me mam strength for my 
money And then, how it takes the nonsense out of a 
manl Did you ever hear of a blacksmith being such a 
fool as Owen Warland yonder?” 

“WeU said, uncle Hovendenl” shouted Robert Dan- 
forth from the forge, in a full, deep, merry voice, that 
made the roof reecho “And what says Miss Annie to 
that doctnne? She, I suppose, will think it a genteeler 
business to tinker up a lady’s watch than to forge a 
horseshoe or make a gndiron " 

Anme drew her father onward without givmg hui) 
time for reply 

But we must return to Owen Warland’s shop, and 
spend more meditation upon his history and character 
than either Peter Hovenden, or probably his daughter 
Annie, or Owen’s old school-fellow, Robert Danforth, 
would have thought due to so shght a subject From the 
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time that his httle fingers could grasp a penknife, Owen 
had been remarkable for a dehcate ingenuity, which 
sometimes produced pretty shapes m wood, principally 
figures of flowers and birds, and sometimes seemed to 
aim at the hidden mysteries of mechanism But it was 
always for purposes of grace, and never with any mock- 
ery of the useful He did not, hke the crowd of school- 
boy artisans, construct little windmills on the angle of 
a bam or watermills across the neighboring brook Those 
who discovered such pecuharity in the boy as to think 
It worth their while to observe him closely, sometimes 
saw reason to suppose that he was attempting to mutate 
the beautiful movements of Nature as exemplified in the 
flight of birds or the activity of httle ammals It seemed, 
in fact, a new development of the love of the beautiful, 
such as might have made him a poet, a painter, or a 
sculptor, and which was as completely refined from all 
utilitarian coarseness as it could have been in either of 
the fine arts He looked with singular distaste at the 
stiff and regular processes of ordinary machinery Being 
once carried to see a steam-engine, m the expectation 
that his intuitive comprehension of mechamcal princi- 
ples would be gratified, he turned pale and grew sick, 
as if something monstrous and unnatural had been pre- 
sented to him This horror was partly owing to the size 
and terrible energy of the iron laborer, for the character 
of Owen’s mind was rmcroscopic, and tended naturally 
to the minute, in accordance with his diminutive frame 
and the marvellous smallness and dehcate power of his 
fingers Not that his sense of beauty was thereby di- 
mmished into a sense of prettiness. The beautiful idea 
has no relation to size, and may be as perfectly de- 
veloped m a space too minute for any but microscopic 
mvestigation as within the ample verge that is measured 
by the arc of the rainbow But, at all events, this char- 
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actenshc minuteness m his objects and accomphshments 
made the world even more mcapable than it might 
otherwise have been of appreciating Owen Warland’s 
gemus The boy’s relatives saw nothmg better to be 
done — as perhaps there was not — than to bind him ap- 
prentice to a watchmaker, hoping that his strange in- 
genuity might thus be regulated and put to utihtanan 
purposes 

Peter Hovenden’s opimon of his apprentice has al- 
ready been expressed He could make nothing of the 
lad. Owen’s apprehension of the professional mystenes. 
It is true, was inconceivably quick, but he altogether 
forgot or despised the grand object of a watchmaker’s 
busmess, and cared no more for the measurement of 
time than if it had been merged mto eternity So long, 
however, as he remained under his old master’s care, 
Owen’s lack of sturdiness made it possible, by stnct in- 
junctions and sharp oversight, to restrain his creative 
eccentncity withm bounds, but when his apprentice- 
ship was served out, and he had taken the little shop 
which Peter Hovenden’s faihng eyesight compelled him 
to rehnquish, then did people recognize how unfit a 
person was Owen Warland to lead old blind Father 
Tune along his daily course One of his most rational 
jttojects was to connect a musical operation with the 
machinery of his watches, so that all the harsh disso- 
nances of hfe might be rendered tuneful, and each flit- 
ting moment fall into the abyss of the past in golden 
drops of harmony. If a family clock was mtmsted to 
him for repau — one of those tall, ancient clocks that 
have grown nearly alhed to human nature by measunng 
out the lifetime of many generahons — ^lie would take 
upon himself to arrange a dance or funeral procession 
of figures across its venerable face, representing twelve 
mirthful or melancholy hours Several freaks of this kmd 
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quite destroyed tbe young watchmaker’s credit with that 
steady and matter-of-fact class of people who hold the 
opimon that time is not to be tnfled with, whether con- 
sidered as the medium of advancement and prosperity 
m this world or preparabon for the next His custom 
rapidly diminished — a misfortune, however, that was 
probably reckoned among his better accidents by Owen 
Warland, who was becoming more and more absorbed 
m a secret occupabon which drew all his science and 
manual dexterity into itself, and likewise gave full em- 
ployment to the charactensbc tendencies of his gemus 
This pursuit had already consumed many months 

After the old watchmaker and his pretty daughter 
had gazed at him out of the obscurity of the street, 
Owen Warland was seized with a fluttermg of the nerves, 
which made his hand bemble too violently to proceed 
with such dehcate labor as he was now engaged upon 

“It was Annie herself!” murmured he “I should have 
known it, by this throbbing of my heart, before I heard 
her father’s voice Ah, how it throbs! I shall scarcely be 
able to work agam on this exquisite mechamsm tomght. 
Annie! dearest Annie! thou shoulilst give firmness to my 
heart and hand, and not shake them thus, for if I stnve 
to put the very spuit of beauty into form and give it 
mobon, it is for thy sake alone O throbbing heart, be 
quiet! If my labor be thus thwarted, there will come 
vague and unsabsfied dreams which will leave me spirit- 
less tomorrow ” 

As he was endeavonng to settle himself agam to his 
task, the shop door opened and gave admittance to no 
other than the stalwart figure which Peter Hovenden 
had paused to admire, as seen amid the hght and shadow 
of the blacksnuth’s shop Robert Danfort had brought 
a hitle anvil of his own manufacture, and peculiarly con- 
structed, which the young aibst had recently bespoken. 
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Owen examined the article and pronounced it fashioned 
according to his wish 

“Why, yes,” said Robert Danforth, his strong voice 
filling the shop as with the sound of a bass viol, “I con- 
sider myself equal to anything in the way of my own 
trade, though I should have made but a poor figure at 
yours with such a fist as this,” added he, laughing, as 
he laid his vast hand beside the dehcate one of Owen 
“But what then? I put more main strength into one 
blow of my sledge hammer than all that you have ex- 
pended since you were a ’prentice Is not that the 
truth?” 

“Very probably,” answered the low and slender voice 
of Owen “Strength is an earthly monster I make no 
pretensions to it My force, whatever there may be of 
it, IS altogether spiritual” 

“Well, but, Owen, what are you about?” asked his 
old school-fellow, still in such a hearty volume of tone 
that It made the artist shrink, especially as the question 
related to a subject so sacred as the absorbing dream of 
his imagination “Folks do say that you are trying to 
discover the perpetual motion ” 

"The perpetual motion? Nonsensel” rephed Owen 
Warland, with a movement of disgust, for he was full 
of httle petulances “It can never be discovered It is a 
dream that may delude men whose brains are mystified 
with matter, but not me Besides, if such a discovery 
were possible, it would not be worth my while to make 
it only to have the secret turned to such purposes as are 
now effected by steam and water power I am not am- 
bitious to be honored with the paternity of a new kind 
of cotton machine ” 

“That would be droll enoughl” cried the blacksrmth, 
breaking out into such an uproar of laughter that Owen 
himself and the bell glasses on his work-board quivered 
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in unison "No, no, Owen! No child of yours will have 
iron joints and sinews Well, I won’t hinder you any 
more Good night, Owen, and success, and if you need 
any assistance, so far as a downright blow of hammer 
upon anvil will answer the purpose, I’m your man ’’ 

And with another laugh the man of mam strength left 
the shop 

"How strange it is,” whispered Owen Warland to him- 
self, leamng his head upon his hand, "that all my mus- 
ings, my purposes, my passion for the beautiful, my 
consciousness of power to create it — a finer, more ethe- 
real power, of which this earthly giant can have no con- 
ception — all, all, look so vain and idle whenever my 
path is crossed by Robert Danforth! He would drive me 
mad were I to meet him often His hard, brute force 
darkens and confuses the spiritual element within me, 
but I, too, will be strong in my own way I wiU not yield 
to him ” 

He took from beneath a glass a piece of minute ma- 
chinery, which he set in the condensed light of his lamp, 
and, looking intently at it through a magnifying glass, 
proceeded to operate with a dehcate instrument of steel 
In an instant, however, he fell back in his chair and 
clasped his hands, with a look of horror on his face that 
made its small features as impressive as those of a giant 
would have been 

“Heaven! What have I done?” exclaimed he ‘"The 
vapor, the mfluence of that brute force — it has bewil- 
dered me and obscured my perception I have made the 
very stroke — the fatal stroke — that I have dreaded from 
the first. It IS all over — the toil of months, the object of 
my hfe I am ruined!” 

And there he sat, in strange despair, until his lamp 
flickered in the socket and left the Artist of the Beauti- 
ful m darkness 
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Thus it IS that ideas, which grow up within the imagi- 
nation and appear so lovely to it and of a value beyond 
whatever men call valuable, are exposed to be shattered 
and annihilated by contact with the practical It is req- 
uisite for the ideal artist to possess a force of character 
that seems hardly compabble with its dehcacy, he must 
keep his faith in himself while the incredulous world 
assails him with its utter disbelief, he must stand up 
agamst mankmd and be his own sole disciple, both as 
respects his gemus and the objects to which it is di- 
rected 

For a time Owen Warland succumbed to this severe 
but inevitable test He spent a few sluggish weeks with 
his head so continually resbng in his hands that the 
towns-people had scarcely an opportunity to see his 
countenance When at last it was again uphfted to the 
Lght of day, a cold, dull, nameless change was percepb- 
ble upon it In the opinion of Peter Hovenden, however, 
and that order of sagacious understandings who think 
that hfe should be regulated hke clockwork, with leaden 
weights, the alterabon was entirely for the better Owen 
now, indeed, applied himself to busmess with dogged 
mdustry It was marvellous to witness the obtuse gravity 
with which he would inspect the wheels of a great old 
silver watch, thereby delighbng the owner, in whose 
fob it had been worn bll he deemed it a porbon of his 
own life, and was accordingly jealous of its treatment 
In consequence of the good rejport thus acqmred, Owen 
Warland was mvited by the proper authonbes to regu- 
late the clock m the church steeple He succeeded so 
admirably m this matter of pubhc mterest that the mer- 
chants gruffly acknowledged his merits on ’Change, the 
nurse whispered his praises as she gave the pobon m 
the sick-chamber, the lover blessed him at the hour of 
appointed mterview, and the town m general thanked 
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Owen for the punctuahty of dinner tune In a word, the 
heavy weight upon his spirits kept everything in order, 
not merely within his own system, but wheresoever the 
iron accents of the church clock were audible. It was 
a circumstance, though minute, yet characteristic of his 
present state, that, when employed to engrave names or 
mitials on silver spoons, he now wrote the requisite let- 
ters in the plainest possible style, omitting a variety of 
fanciful flourishes that had heretofore distinguished hiS 
work in this land 

One day, during the era of this happy transformation, 
old Peter Hovenden came to visit his former apprentice 

“Well, Owen,” said he, "I am glad to hear such good 
accounts of you from all quarters, and especially from 
the town clock yonder, which speaks in your commenda- 
tion every hour of the twenty-four Only get rid alto- 
gether of your nonsensical trash about the beautiful, 
which I nor nobody else, nor yourself to boot, could 
ever understand— only free yourself of that, and your 
success in Lfe is as sure as dayhght Why, if you go on 
in this way, I should even venture to let you doctor this 
precious old watch of mine, though, except my daugh- 
ter Anme, I have nothmg else so valuable in the world." 

“I should hardly dare touch it, sir,” rephed Owen, m 
a depressed tone, for he was weighed down by his old 
master’s presence 

“In time,” said the latter — "In tune, you wiU be ca- 
pable of It ” 

The old watchmaker, with the freedom naturally con- 
sequent on his former authority, went on inspectmg the 
work which Owen had m hand at the moment, together 
with other matters that were m progress The artist, 
meanwhile, could scarcely lift his head There was noth- 
mg so antipodal to his nature as this man’s cold, un- 
imagmahve sagacity, by contact with which everything 
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was converted into a dream except the densest matter 
of the physical world Owen groaned in spint and 
prayed fervently to be dehvered from him 

"‘But what IS this?” cried Peter Hovenden abruptly, 
taking up a dusty bell glass, beneath which appeared 
a mechanical something, as dehcate and minute as the 
system of a butterfly’s anatomy “What have we here? 
OwenI Owen! there is witchcraft m these httle chains, 
and wheels, and paddles Seel with one pinch of my 
finger and thumb I am going to deliver you from all 
future penl ” 

“For Heaven’s sake,” screamed Owen Warland, 
springing up with wonderful energy, “as you would not 
drive me mad, do not touch itl The shghtest pressure of 
your finger would nun me forever ” 

“Aha, young man' And is it so?” said the old watch- 
maker, looking at him with just enough penetrabon to 
torture Owen’s soul with the bitterness of worldly crib- 
cism “Well, take your own course, but I warn you again 
that in this small piece of mechanism lives your evil 
spirit Shall I exorcise him?” 

“You aie my evil spirit,” answered Owen, much ex- 
cited — “you and the hard, coarse worldl The leaden 
thoughts and the despondency that you fling upon me 
aie my clogs, else I should long ago have achieved the 
task that I was created for ” 

Peter Hovenden shook his head, with the mixture of 
contempt and indignation which mankind, of whom he 
was partly a representabve, deem themselves enbtled to 
feel towards all simpletons who seek other prizes than 
the dusty one along the highway He then took his leave, 
with an uphfted finger and a sneer upon his face that 
haunted the arbst’s dreams for many a night afterwards 
At the time of his old master’s visit, Owen was probably 
on the point of taking up the relmquished task, but, by 
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this sinister event, he was thrown back into the state 
whence he had been slowly emerging 

But the innate tendency of his soul had only been 
accumulating fresh vigor during its apparent sluggish- 
ness As the summer advanced he almost totally rehn- 
quished his business, and permitted Father Time, so far 
as the old gentleman was represented by the clocks and 
watches under his control, to stray at random through 
human hfe, making infinite confusion among the tram 
of bewildered hours He wasted the sunshine, as people 
said, in wandering through the woods and fields and 
along the banks of streams There, hke a child, he found 
amusement in chasing butterflies or watching the mo- 
tions of water insects There was something truly mys- 
terious m the intentness with which he contemplated 
these hving playthings as they sported on the breeze or 
examined the structure of an imperial insect whom he 
had imprisoned The chase of butterflies was an apt em- 
blem of the ideal pursuit in which he had spent so many 
golden hours, but would the beautiful idea ever be 
yielded to his hand hke the butterfly that symbohzed it? 
Sweet, doubtless, were these days, and congenial to the 
artist’s soul They were full of bright conceptions, which 
gleamed through his intellectual world as the butterflies 
gleamed through the outward atmosphere, and were real 
to him, for the instant, ■without the toil, and perplexity, 
and many disappointments of attempting to make them 
visible to the sensual eye Alas that the artist, whether 
in poetry, or whatever other material, may not content 
himself with the mward enjoyment of the beautiful, but 
must chase the flitting mystery beyond the verge of his 
ethereal domain, and crush its frail being m seizing it 
with a material grasp Owen Warland felt the impulse to 
give external reahty to his ideas as irresisbbly as any of 
the poets or painters who have arrayed the world m a 
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dimmer and fainter beauty, imperfectly copied from the 
nchness of their visions 

The night was now his time for the slow progress of 
re-creating the one idea to which all his intellectual ac- 
tivity referred itself Always at the approach of dusk he 
stole into the town, locked himself within his shop, and 
wrought with patient delicacy of touch for many hours 
Sometimes he was startled by the rap of the watchman, 
who, when all the world should be asleep, had caught 
the gleam of lamplight through the crevices of Owen 
Warland’s shutters Daybght, to the morbid sensibihty 
of his mind, seemed to have an intrusiveness that inter- 
fered with his pursuits On cloudy and inclement days, 
therefore, he sat with his head upon his hands, muffling, 
as It were, his sensitive brain m a mist of indefinite mus- 
mgs, for It was a rehef to escape from the sharp dis- 
tmctness with which he was compelled to shape out his 
thoughts during his nightly toil 

From one of these fits of torpor he was aroused by 
the entrance of Anme Hovenden, who came mto the 
shop with the freedom of a customer, and also with 
somethmg of the famiharity of a childish friend She had 
worn a hole through her silver thimble, and wanted 
Owen to repair it 

"But I don’t know whether you will condescend to 
such a task," said she, laughing, “now that you are so 
taken up with the notion of puttmg spirit into machm- 
ery ” 

"Where did you get that idea, Anme?” said Owen, 
starbng in surprise 

"Oh, out of my own head,” answered she, “and from 
somethmg that I heard you say, long ago, when you 
were but a boy and I a bttle child But come, wiU you 
mend this poor thimble of mine?” 

"Anything for your sake, Annie,” said Owen Warland 
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— ^"anything, even were it to work at Robert Danforth’s 
forge " 

"And that would be a pretty sightl” retorted Annie, 
glancing with imperceptible shghtness at the artist’s 
small and slender frame “Well, here is the thimble ” 
“But that is a strange idea of yours,” said Owen, 
“about the spiritualization of matter ” 

And then the thought stole mto his mind that this 
young girl possessed the gift to comprehend him better 
than all the world besides And what a help and strength 
would it be to him in his lonely toil if he could gain the 
sympathy of the only being whom he loved! To persons 
whose pursuits are insulated from the common business 
of hfe — who are either in advance of mankind or apart 
from It — there often comes a sensation of moral cold 
that makes the spmt shiver as if it had reached the 
frozen solitudes around the pole What the prophet, the 
poet, the reformer, the criminal, or any other man with 
human yearnings, but separated from the mulbtude by 
a peculiar lot, might feel, poor Owen felt 

“Anme,” cried he, growing pale as death at the 
thought, “how gladly would I tell you the secret of my 
pursuit! You, methinks, would estimate it rightly You, 
I know, would hear it with a reverence that I must not 
expect from the harsh, material world " 

“Would I not? to be sure I would!” replied Annie 
Hovenden, Lghtly laughing “Come, explain to me 
quickly what is the meaning of this httle whirhgig, so 
delicately wrought that it might be a plaything for 
Queen Mab Seel I will put it in motion ” 

“Hold!” exclaimed Owen, "hold!” 

Annie had but given the shghtest possible touch, with 
the point of a needle, to the same imnute portion of 
comphcated machinery which has been more than once 
mentioned, when the artist seized her by the wrist with 
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a force that made her scream aloud She was affrighted 
at the convulsion of mtense rage and anguish that 
writhed across his features The next instant he let his 
head sink upon his hands 

"Go, Annie,” murmured he, “I have deceived myself, 
and must suffer for it I yearned for sympathy, and 
thought, and fancied, and dreamed that you might give 
it me, but you lack the tahsman, Annie, that should ad- 
mit you into my secrets That touch has undone the toil 
of months and the thought of a lifetime! It was not your 
fault, Annie, but you have ruined mel” 

Poor Owen Warlandl He had indeed erred, yet par- 
donably, for if any human spmt could have sufficiently 
reverenced the processes so sacred m his eyes, it must 
have been a woman’s Even Annie Hovenden, possibly, 
might not have disappointed him had she been enhght- 
ened by the deep mtelhgence of love 

The artist spent the ensuing winter in a way that sat- 
isfied any persons who had hitherto retained a hopeful 
opinion of him that he was, m truth, irrevocably doomed 
to unutility as regarded the world, and to an evil destiny 
on his own part The decease of a relative had put him 
in possession of a small mhentance Thus freed from the 
necessity of toil, and having lost the steadfast influence 
of a great purpose — great, at least, to him — he aban- 
doned himself to habits from which it might have been 
supposed the mere dehcacy of his organization would 
have availed to secure him But when the ethereal por- 
tion of a man of gemus is obscured, the earthly part as- 
sumes an influence the more uncontrollable, because the 
character is now thrown off the balance to which Provi- 
dence had so nicely adjusted it, and which, in coarser 
natures, is adjusted by some other method Owen War- 
land made proof of whatever show of bhss may be found 
in not He looked at the world through the golden me- 
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dium of wine, and contemplated the visions that bubble 
up so gayly around the bnm of the glass, and that peo- 
ple the air with shapes of pleasant madness, which so 
soon grow ghostly and forlorn Even when this dismal 
and inevitable change had taken place, the young man 
might still have continued to quaff the cup of enchant- 
ments, though Its vapor did but shroud life in gloom and 
fiU the gloom with spectres that mocked at him There 
was a certain irksomeness of spint, which, being real, 
and the deepest sensation of which the artist was now 
conscious, was more intolerable than any fantastic mis- 
eries and horrors that the abuse of wine could summon 
up In the latter case he could remember, even out of 
the midst of his trouble, that all was but a delusion, in 
the former, the heavy anguish was his actual life 

From this perilous state he was redeemed by an in- 
cident which more than one person witnessed, but of 
which the shrewdest could not explain or conjecture the 
operation on Owen Warland’s mind It was very simple 
On a warm afternoon of spring, as the artist sat among 
his riotous companions with a glass of wine before him, 
a splendid butterfly flew m at the open window and 
fluttered about his head 

"Ah,” exclaimed Owen, who had drank freely, “are 
you alive agam, child of the sun and playmate of the 
summer breeze, after your dismal winter’s nap? Then it 
IS tune for me to be at work!” 

And, leaving his unempbed glass upon the table, he 
departed and was never known to sip another drop of 
wme 

And now, again, he resumed his wanderings in the 
woods and fields It might be fancied that the bright 
butterfly, which had come so spuit-hke into the wmdow 
as Owen sat with the rude revellers, was indeed a spirit 
commissioned to recall him to the pure, ideal hfe that 
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had so ethereahzed him among men It might be fancied 
that he went forth to seek this spint in its sunny haunts, 
for sbll, as in the summer-time gone by, he was seen to 
steal gently up wherever a butterfly had ahghted, and 
lose himself in contemplabon of it When it took flight 
his eyes followed the winged vision, as if its airy track 
would show the path to heaven But what could be the 
purpose of the unseasonable toil, which was again re- 
sumed, as the watchman knew by the lines of lamphght 
through the crevices of Owen Warland’s shutters? The 
towns-people had one comprehensive explanation of all 
these singularities Owen Warland had gone madl How 
universally efficacious — ^how satisfactory, too, and sooth- 
mg to the injured sensibility of narrowness and dulness 
— IS this easy method of accounting for whatever hes 
beyond the world’s most ordinary scope I From St Paul’s 
days down to our poor htde Artist of the Beautiful, the 
same tahsman had been apphed to the elucidation of all 
mysteries in the words or deeds of men who spoke or 
acted too wisely or too well In Owen Warland’s case 
the judgment of his towns-people may have been cor- 
rect Perhaps he was mad The lack of sympathy — ^that 
contrast between himself and his neighbors which took 
away the restraint of example — was enough to make 
him so Or possibly he had caught just so much of ethe- 
real radiance as served to bewilder him, in an earthly 
sense, by its intermixture with the common dayhght 
One evening, when the artist had returned from a 
customary ramble and had just throvm the lustre of his 
lamp on the dehcate piece of work so often interrupted, 
but still taken up again, as if his fate were embodied m 
its mechanism, he was surpnsed by the entrance of old 
Peter Hovenden. Owen never met this man without a 
shrmkmg of the heart. Of all the world he was most 
terrible, by reason of a keen understanding which saw 
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SO distinctly what it did see, and disbeheved so uncom- 
promisingly in what It could not see. On this occasion 
the old watchmaker had merely a gracious word or two 
to say. 

“Owen, my lad,” said he, “we must see you at my 
house tomorrow mght” 

The artist began to mutter some excuse 

“Oh, but it must be so," quoth Peter Hovenden, “for 
the sake of the days when you were one of the house- 
hold What, my boy! don’t you know that my daughter 
Annie is engaged to Robert Danforth? We are making 
an entertainment, m our humble way, to celebrate the 
event ” 

“Ahl” said Owen 

That httle monosyllable was all he uttered, its tone 
seemed cold and unconcerned to an ear hke Peter Hov- 
enden’s, and yet there was in it the stifled outcry of the 
poor artist’s heart, which he compressed within him hke 
a man holding down an evil spirit One shght outbreak, 
however, imperceptible to the old watchmaker, he al- 
lowed himself Raising the instrument with which he 
was about to begin his work, he let it fall upon the httle 
system of machinery that had, anew, cost him months 
of thought and toil It was shattered by the stroke! 

Owen Warland’s story would have been no tolerable 
representation of the troubled life of those who stnve 
to create the beautiful, if, amid all other thwarting m- 
fluences, love had not interposed to steal the cunning 
from his hand Outwardly he had been no ardent or 
enterprising lover, the career of his passion had confined 
its tumults and vicissitudes so entirely within the artist’s 
imagination that Anme herself had scarcely more than 
a woman’s intuitive perception of it, but, m Owen’s 
view. It covered the whole field of his life Forgetful of 
the tune when she had shown herself incapable of any 
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deep response, he had persisted in connecting all his 
dreams of arbstical success with Anme’s image, she was 
the visible shape m which the spiritual power that he 
worshipped, and on whose altar he hoped to lay a not 
unworthy offermg, was made mamfest to him Of course 
he had deceived himself, there were no such attributes 
in Anme Hovenden as his imagination had endowed her 
with She, in the aspect which she wore to his inward 
vision, was as much a creature of his own as the mys- 
terious piece of mechamsm would he were it ever real- 
ized Had he become convmced of his mistake through 
the medium of successful love — had he won Annie to 
his bosom, and there beheld her fade from angel into 
ordinary woman — the disappointment might have driven 
him back, with concentrated energy, upon his sole re- 
maining object On the other hand, had he found Annie 
what he fancied, his lot would have been so rich in 
beauty that out of its mere redundancy he might have 
wrought the beautiful into many a worthier type than 
he had toiled for, but the guise m which his sorrow 
came to him, the sense that the angel of his life had 
been snatched away and given to a lude man of earth 
and iron, who could neither need nor appreciate her 
ministrations — this was the very perversity of fate that 
makes human existence appear too absurd and contra- 
dictory to be the scene of one other hope or one other 
fear There was nothing left for Owen Warland but to 
sit down hke a man that had been stunned 

He went through a fit of illness After his recovery his 
small and slender frame assumed an obtuser garniture 
of flesh than it had ever before worn His thin cheeks 
became round, his dehcate httle hand, so spiritually 
fashioned to achieve fairy task-work, grew plumper than 
the hand of a thriving infant His aspect had a childish- 
ness such as might have induced a stranger to pat him 
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on the head — pausing, however, in the act, to wonder 
what manner of child was here It was as if the spirit 
had gone out of him, leaving the body to flourish in a 
sort of vegetable existence Not that Owen Warland 
was idiotic. He could talk, and not irrationally Some- 
what of a babbler, indeed, did people begin to think 
him, for he was apt to discourse at wearisome length 
of marvels of mechanism that he had read about in 
books, but which he had learned to consider as abso- 
lutely fabulous Among them he enumerated the Man 
of Brass, constructed by Albertus Magnus, and the Bra- 
zen Head of Friar Bacon, and, coming down to later 
times, the automata of a little coach and horses, which 
it was pretended had been manufactured for the Dau- 
phm of France, together with an insect that buzzed 
about the ear hke a hvmg fly, and yet was but a con- 
trivance of minute steel springs There was a story, too, 
of a duck that waddled, and quacked, and ate, though, 
had any honest cibzen purchased it for dinner, he would 
have found himself cheated with the mere mechanical 
apparition of a duck 

“But all these accounts,” said Owen Warland, “I am 
now satisfied are mere impositions ” 

Then, in a mysterious way, he would confess that he 
once thought differently In his idle and dreamy days he 
had considered it possible, in a certain sense, to spiritu- 
alize machmeiy, and to combine with the new species 
of hfe and motion thus produced a beauty that should 
attain to the ideal which Nature has proposed to her- 
self m all her creatures, but has never taken pains to 
reahze He seemed, however, to retain no very distinct 
perception either of the process of achievmg this object 
or of the design itself 

“I have thrown it aU aside now,” he would say “It 
was a dream such as young men are always mystifying 
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themselves with Now that I have acquired a httle com- 
mon sense, it makes me laugh to think of it ” 

Poor, poor and fallen Owen Warland' These were the 
symptoms that he had ceased to be an inhabitant of 
the better sphere that lies unseen around us He had 
lost his faith in the invisible, and now prided himself, 
as such unfortunates invariably do, in the wisdom which 
rejected much that even his eye could see, and trusted 
confidently in nothing but what his hand could touch 
This IS the calamity of men whose spiritual part dies out 
of them and leaves the grosser understanding to assimi- 
late them more and more to the things of which alone 
it can take cognizance, but m Owen Warland the spirit 
was not dead nor passed away, it only slept 

How it awoke again is not recorded Perhaps the tor- 
pid slumber was broken by a convulsive pain Perhaps, 
as in a former instance, die butterfly came and hovered 
about his head and remspired him — as indeed this crea- 
ture of the sunshine had always a mysterious mission 
for the artist — remspired him with the former purpose 
of his life Whether it were pain or happiness that 
thrilled through his veins, his first impulse was to thank 
Heaven for rendering him again the being of thought, 
unagmation, and keenest sensibihty that he had long 
ceased to be 

“Now for my task,” said he "Never did I feel such 
strength for it as now ” 

Yet, strong as he felt himself, he was incited to toil 
the more dihgently by an anxiety lest death should sur- 
prise him m the midst of his labors This anxiety, per- 
haps, IS common to all men who set their hearts upon 
anything so high, m their own view of it, that hfe be- 
comes of importance only as conditional to its accom- 
pbshment So long as we love life for itself, we seldom 
dread the losing it When we desire life for the attam- 
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ment of an object, we recognize the frailty of its texture 
But, side by side with this sense of insecurity, there is 
a vital faith m our invulnerabihty to the shaft of death 
while engaged m any task that seems assigned by Provi- 
dence as our proper thmg to do, and which the world 
would have cause to mourn for should we leave it un- 
accomphshed Can the philosopher, big with the inspi- 
ration of an idea that is to reform mankind, beheve that 
he IS to be beckoned from this sensible existence at the 
very instant when he is mustermg his breath to speak 
the word of Lght!* Should he perish so, the weary ages 
may pass away — the world’s, whose life sand may fall, 
drop by drop — before another intellect is prepared to 
develop the truth that might have been uttered then 
But history affords many an example where the most 
precious spirit, at any particular epoch manifested in 
human shape, has gone hence untimely, without space 
allowed him, so far as mortal judgment could discern, 
to perform his mission on the earth The prophet dies, 
and the man of torpid heart and sluggish brain hves on 
The poet leaves his song half sung, or finishes it, beyond 
the scope of mortal ears, in a celestial choir The painter 
— as Allston did — leaves half his conception on the can- 
vas to sadden us with its imperfect beauty, and goes to 
picture forth the whole, if it be no irreverence to say so, 
in the hues of heaven But rather such incomplete de- 
signs of this Lfe will be perfected nowhere This so 
frequent abortion of man’s dearest projects must be 
taken as a proof that the deeds of earth, however ethe- 
realized by piety or gemus, are without value, except as 
exercises and mamfestations of the spirit In heaven, all 
ordinary thought is higher and more melodious than 
Milton’s song Then, would he add another verse to 
any stram that he had left unfimshed here^ 

But to return to Owen Warland It was his fortune. 
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good or lU, to achieve the purpose of his life Pass we 
over a long space of intense thought, yearning effort, 
minute toil, and wasting anxiety, succeeded by an m- 
stant of sohtary triumph let all this be imagined, and 
then behold the artist, on a winter evening, seeking ad- 
mittance to Robert Danforth’s fireside circle There he 
found the man of iron, with his massive substance thor- 
oughly warmed and attempered by domesbc influences 
And there was Annie, too, now transformed into a ma- 
tron, with much of her husband’s plain and sturdy na- 
ture, but imbued, as Owen Warland stiU beheved, with 
a finer grace, that might enable her to be the interpreter 
between strength and beauty It happened, hkewise, 
that old Peter Hovenden was a guest this evening at 
his daughter's fireside, and it was his well-remembered 
expression of keen, cold criticism that first encountered 
the artist’s glance 

“My old friend Owen!" cried Robert Danforth, start- 
ing up, and compressing the artist’s dehcate fingers 
within a hand that was accustomed to gripe bars of 
iron "This is kind and neighborly to come to us at last 
I was afraid your perpetual motion had bewitched you 
out of the remembrance of old times ’’ 

“We are glad to see you,” said Annie, while a blush 
reddened her matronly cheek "It was not like a friend 
to stay from us so long ” 

“Well, Owen,” inquired the old watchmaker, as his 
first greeting, “how comes on the beaubful? Have you 
created it at last?” 

The arbst did not immediately reply, bemg startled 
by the apparibon of a young child of sbength that was 
tumbling about on the carpet — a httle personage who 
had come mysteriously out of the infimte, but with 
something so sturdy and real m his composibon that he 
seemed moulded out of the densest substance which 
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earth could supply This hopeful infant crawled towards 
the new-comer, and setting himself on end, as Robert 
Danforth expressed the posture, stared at Owen with 
a look of such sagacious observation that the mother 
could not help exchanging a proud glance with her 
husband But the artist was disturbed by the child’s 
look, as imagining a resemblance between it and Peter 
Hovenden’s habitual expression He could have fancied 
that the old watchmaker was compressed into this baby 
shape, and looking out of those baby eyes, and repeat- 
ing, as he now did, the malicious question 

“The beautiful, Owen! How comes on the beautiful? 
Have you succeeded in creatmg the beautiful?” 

"I have succeeded,” replied the artist, with a momen- 
tary light of triumph in his eyes and a smile of sunshine, 
yet steeped in such depth of thought that it was almost 
sadness “Yes, my friends, it is the truth I have suc- 
ceeded ” 

“Indeed!” cried Annie, a look of maiden mirthfulness 
peeping out of her face again “And is it lawful, now, 
to inquire what the secret is?” 

“Surely, it is to disclose it that I have come,” an- 
swered Owen Warland “You shall know, and see, and 
touch, and possess the secret! For, Annie — if by that 
name I may still address the friend of my boyish years 
— Annie, it is for your bridal gift that I have wrought 
this spirituahzed mechanism, this harmony of motion, 
this mystery of beauty It comes late, indeed, but it is 
as we go onward m hfe, when objects begin to lose their 
freshness of hue and our souls their dehcacy of percep- 
tion, that the spirit of beauty is most needed If — ^for- 
give me, Anme — if you know how to value this gift, it 
can never come too late ” 

He produced, as he spoke, what seemed a jewel box 
It was carved richly out of ebony by his own hand, and 
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inlaid with a fanciful tracery of pearl, representing a 
boy in pursuit of a butterfly, which, elsewhere, had be- 
come a wmged spmt, and was flying heavenward, while 
the boy, or youth, had found such efficacy m his strong 
desire that he ascended from earth to cloud, and from 
cloud to celestial atmosphere, to win the beauhful This 
case of ebony the artist opened, and bade Anme place 
her fingers on its edge She did so, but almost screamed 
as a butterfly fluttered forth, and, alighting on her fin- 
ger’s tip, sat waving the ample magmficence of its pur- 
ple and gold-speckled wmgs, as if m prelude to a flight 
It IS impossible to express by words the glory, the splen- 
dor, the dehcate gorgeousness which were softened into 
the beauty of this object Nature’s ideal butterfly was 
here realized in all its perfection, not m the pattern of 
such faded insects as flit among earthly flowers, but of 
those which hover across the meads of paradise for 
child-angels and the spirits of departed infants to disport 
themselves with The rich down was visible upon its 
wmgs, the lustre of its eyes seemed instinct with spirit 
The firehght ghmmered around this wonder — the can- 
dles gleamed upon it, but it ghstened apparently by 
Its own radiance, and illuminated the finger and out- 
stretched hand on which it rested with a white gleam 
bke that of precious stones In its perfect beauty, the 
consideration of size was entirely lost Had its wings 
overreached the firmament, the mind could not have 
been more filled or satisfied. 

"Beautiful! beautifull" exclaimed Annie "Is it ahve? 
Is It ahve?” 

“Ahve? To be sure it is,” answered her husband “Do 
you suppose any mortal has skill enough to make a 
butterfly, or would put himself to the trouble of making 
one, when any child may catch a score of them in a 
summer’s afternoon? Ahve? Certainly! But this pretty 
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box IS undoubtedly of our fnend Owen’s manufacture, 
and really it does him credit “ 

At this moment the butterfly waved its wings anew, 
with a motion so absolutely Iifehke that Annie was 
startled, and even awestricken, for, in spite of her hus- 
band’s opinion, she could not satisfy herself whether it 
was indeed a hving creature or a piece of wondrous 
mechamsm 

“Is it ahve?” she repeated, more earnestly than before 
“Judge for yourself,” said Owen Warland, who stood 
gazing in her face with fixed attention 

The butterfly now flung itself upon the air, fluttered 
round Annie’s head, and soared into a distant region of 
the parlor, still making itself perceptible to sight by the 
starry gleam in which the motion of its wings enveloped 
it The infant on the floor followed its course with his 
sagacious httle eyes After flymg about the room, it re- 
turned in a spiral curve and settled again on Anme’s 
finger 

“But IS It ahve?” exclaimed she again, and the finger 
on which the gorgeous mystery had ahghted was so 
tremulous that the butterfly was forced to balance him- 
self with his wings “Tell me if it be ahve, or whether 
you created it ” 

"Wherefore ask who created it, so it be beautiful?” 
rephed Owen Warland “Ahve? Yes, Aimie, it may well 
be said to possess hfe, for it has absorbed my own be- 
ing into itself, and m the secret of that butterfly, and 
in its beauty — which is not merely outward, but deep 
as Its whole system — is represented the mtellect, the 
imagmation, the sensibihty, the soul of an Artist of the 
Beautifull Yes, I created it But” — and here his counte- 
nance somewhat changed — “this butterfly is not now to 
me what it was when I beheld it afar off in the day- 
dreams of my youth.” 



TALES 


236 

"Be it what it may, it is a pretty plaything," said the 
blacksmith, grinmng with childlike dehght “I wonder 
whether it would condescend to alight on such a great 
clumsy finger as mine? Hold it hither, Annie ” 

By the artist’s direction, Anme touched her finger’s 
tip to that of her husband, and, after a momentary de- 
lay, the butterfly fluttered from one to the other It 
preluded a second flight by a similar, yet not precisely 
the same, waving of wings as m the first experiment, 
then, ascending from the blacksmith’s stalwart finger, 
it rose in a gradually enlarging curve to the ceiling, 
made one wide sweep around the room, and returned 
with an undulating movement to the point whence it 
had started 

“Well, that does beat all nature!’’ cned Robert Dan- 
forth, bestowing the heartiest praise that he could find 
expression for, and, indeed, had he paused there, a man 
of finer words and nicer perception could not easily 
have said more “That goes beyond me, I confess But 
what then? There is more real use in one downright 
blow of my sledge hammer than m the whole five years’ 
labor that our friend Owen has wasted on this butter- 
fly” 

Here the child clapped his hands and made a great 
babble of indistinct utterance, apparently demanding 
that the butterfly should be given him for a playthmg 

Owen Warland, meanwhile, glanced sidelong at 
Anme, to discover whether she sympathized in her hus- 
band’s estimate of the comparative value of the beauti- 
ful and the practical There was, amid all her kindness 
towards himself, amid all the wonder and admiration 
with which she contemplated the marvellous work of his 
hands and incarnation of his idea, a secret scorn — too 
secret, perhaps, for her own consciousness, and percep- 
tible only to such intuitive discernment as that of the 
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artist But Owen, in the latter stages of his pursuit, had 
risen out of the region in which such a discovery might 
have been torture He knew that the world, and Annie 
as the representative of the world, whatever praise 
might be bestowed, could never say the fitting word 
nor feel the fitting sentiment which should be the per- 
fect recompense of an arbst who, symbolizing a lofty 
moral by a material trifle — converbng what was earthly 
to spiritual gold — had won the beautiful into his handi- 
work Not at this latest moment was he to learn that the 
reward of all high performance must be sought withm 
itself, or sought m vain There was, however, a view of 
the matter which Annie and her husband, and even 
Peter Hovenden, might fully have understood, and 
which would have sabsfied them that the toil of years 
had been here worthily bestowed Owen Warland might 
have told them that this butterfly, this plaything, this 
bridal gift of a poor watchmaker to a blacksmith’s wife, 
was, in truth, a gem of art that a monarch would have 
purchased with honors and abundant wealth, and have 
treasured it among the jewels of his kingdom as the most 
unique and wondrous of them all But the arbst srmled 
and kept the secret to himself 

“Father,” said Annie, thinking that a word of praise 
from the old watchmaker might grahfy his former ap- 
prenbce, "do come and adrmre this pretty butterfly " 

"Let us see,” said Peter Hovenden, rising from his 
chair, with a sneer upon his face that always made peo- 
ple doubt, as he himself did, in everything but a mate- 
rial existence “Here is my finger for it to alight upon 
I shall understand it better when once I have touched 
It” 

But, to the increased astomshment of Anme, when the 
bp of her father’s finger was pressed against that of her 
husband, on which the butterfly sbU rested, the insect 
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drooped its wings and seemed on the point of fallmg to 
the floor Even the bnght spots of gold upon its wings 
and body, unless her eyes deceived her, grew dim, and 
the glowmg purple took a dusky hue, and the starry 
lustre that gleamed around the blacksmith’s hand be- 
came faint and vanished 

“It IS dying! it is dying!” cried Annie, in alarm 

“It has been delicately wrought,” said the artist, 
calmly “As I told you, it has imbibed a spiritual essence 
—call it magnetism, or what you will In an atmosphere 
of doubt and mockery its exquisite susceptibihty suffers 
torture, as does the soul of him who instilled his own hfe 
mto it It has already lost its beauty, m a few moments 
more its mechanism would be irreparably injured ” 

"Take away your hand, father!” entreated Anme, turn- 
ing pale “Here is my child, let it rest on his innocent 
hand There, perhaps, its hfe will revive and its colors 
grow brighter than ever” 

Her father, with an acrid smile, withdrew his finger 
The butterfly then appeared to recover the power of 
voluntary motion, while its hues assumed much of their 
onginal lustre, and the gleam of starlight, which was its 
most ethereal attribute, again formed a halo round about 
It. At first, when transferred from Robert Danforth’s 
hand to the small finger of the child, this radiance grew 
so powerful that it positively threw the httle fellow’s 
shadow back against the wall He, meanwhile, extended 
his plump hand as he had seen his father and mother 
do, and watched the waving of the insect’s wings with 
infantme dehght Nevertheless, there was a certain odd 
expression of sagacity that made Owen Warland feel as 
if here were old Pete Hovenden, partially, and but par- 
tially, redeemed from his hard scepbcism mto childish 
faith 
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“How wise the little monkey looksl” whispered Robert 
Danforth to his wife 

“I never saw such a look on a child’s face,” answered 
Annie, admiring her own infant, and with good reason, 
far more than Ae artistic butterfly “The darhng knows 
more of the mystery than we do ” 

As if the butterfly, like the artist, were conscious of 
something not entirely congemal in the ehild’s nature, 
it alternately sparkled and grew dim At length it aiose 
from the small hand of the infant with an airy motion 
that seemed to bear it upward without an effort, as if the 
ethereal instincts with which its master’s spirit had en- 
dowed it impelled this fair vision involuntarily to a 
higher sphere Had there been no obstruction, it might 
have soared into the sky and grown immortal But its 
lustre gleamed upon the ceihng, the exquisite texture of 
its wings brushed against that earthly medium, and a 
sparkle or two, as of stardust, floated downward and lay 
glimmenng on the carpet Then the butterfly came flut- 
tering down, and, instead of returmng to the infant, was 
apparently attracted towards the artist’s hand 

“Not sol not sol” murmured Owen Warland, as if his 
handiwork could have understood him “Thou has gone 
forth out of thy master’s heart There is no return for 
thee ” 

With a wavenng movement, and emitting a tremulous 
radiance, the butterfly struggled, as it were, towards the 
infant, and was about to alight upon his finger, but while 
It still hovered in the air, the httle child of strength, with 
his grandsire’s sharp and shrewd expression in his face, 
made a snatch at the marvellous msect and compressed 
it m his hand Annie screamed Old Peter Hovenden 
burst into a cold and scornful laugh The blacksmith, by 
mam force, unclosed the mfant’s hand, and found withm 
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the palm a small heap of ghttenng fragments, whence 
the mystery of beauty had fled forever And as for Owen 
Warland, he looked placidly at what seemed the ruin of 
his life’s labor, and which was yet no rum He had 
caught a far other butterfly than this When the artist 
rose high enough to achieve the beautiful, the symbol 
by which he made it perceptible to mortal senses be- 
came of little value m his eyes while his spint possessed 
itself in the enjoyment of the reality 
1844 Mosses from an Old Manse 

Ethan Brand 

A CHAPTUn FROM AN ABORTIVE ROMANCE 

B ARTRAM the lime-burner, a rough, heavy -look- 
ing man, begrimed with charcoal, sat watching his 
kiln at nightfall, while his httle son played at bmlding 
houses with the scattered fragments of marble, when, on 
the hill-side below them, they heard a roar of laughter, 
not mirthful, but slow, and even solemn, hke a wind 
shaking the boughs of the forest 

“Father, what is that?” asked the httle boy, leaving his 
play, and pressing betwixt his father’s knees 

“Oh, some drunken man, I suppose,” answered the 
hme-bumer, “some merry fellow from the bar-room in 
the village, who dared not laugh loud enough within 
doors lest he should blow the roof of the house off So 
here he is, shaking his jolly sides at the foot of Gray- 
lock ” 

“But, father,” said the child, more sensitive than the 
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obtuse, middle-aged clown, “he does not laugh like a 
man that is glad So the noise fnghtens mel” 

“Don’t be a fool, child!” cried his father, gruffly “You 
will never make a man, I do beheve, there is too much 
of your mother in you 1 have known the rusthng of a 
leaf startle you Hark' Here comes the merry fellow now 
You shall see that there is no harm in him ” 

Bartram and his httle son, while they were talking 
thus, sat watching the same hme-kiln that had been the 
scene of Ethan Brand’s solitary and meditative life, be- 
fore he began his search for the Unpardonable Sin 
Many years, as we have seen, had now elapsed, since 
that portentous night when the mEA was first developed 
The kiln, however, on the mountain-side, stood unim- 
paired, and was in nothing changed since he had thrown 
his dark thoughts into the intense glow of its furnace, 
and melted them, as it were, into the one thought that 
took possession of his life It was a rude, round, tower- 
like structure about twenty feet high, heavily built of 
rough stones, and with a hillock of earth heaped about 
the larger part of its cucumference, so that the blocks 
and fragments of marble might be drawn by cart-loads, 
and thrown in at the top There was an opemng at the 
bottom of the tower, like an over-mouth, but large 
enough to admit a man m a stooping posture, and pro- 
vided with a massive iron door With the smoke and jets 
of flame issuing from the chinks and crevices of this 
door, which seemed to give admittance into the hill-side, 
it resembled nothing so much as the private entrance to 
the infernal regions, which the shepherds of the Delect- 
able Mountains were accustomed to show to pilgnms 
There are many such hme-kilns in that tract of coun- 
try, for the purpose of burning the white marble which 
composes a large part of the substance of the hills Some 
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of them, built years ago, and long deserted, with weeds 
growing m the vacant round of the interior, which is 
open to the sky, and grass and wild-flowers rooting 
themselves into the chinks of the stones, look already hke 
relics of anbquity, and may yet be overspread with the 
hchens of centuries to come Others, where the hme- 
bumer still feeds his daily and night-long fire, afford 
points of interest to the wanderer among the hills, who 
seats himself on a log of wood or a fragment of marble, 
to hold a chat with the sohtary man It is a lonesome, 
and, when the character is inchned to thought, may be 
an intensely thoughtful occupation, as it proved in the 
case of Ethan Brand, who had mused to such strange 
purpose, m days gone by, while the fire in this very kiln 
was burning 

The man who now watched the fire was of a different 
order, and troubled himself with no thoughts save the 
very few that were requisite to his business At frequent 
intervals, he flung back the clashing weight of the iron 
door, and, turning his face from the msufferable glare, 
thrust in huge logs of oak, or stirred the immense brands 
with a long pole Within the furnace were seen the curl- 
ing and riotous flames, and the bunung marble, almost 
molten with the intensity of heat, while without, the re- 
flection of the fire quivered on the dark intricacy of the 
surrounding forest, and showed in the foreground a 
bright and ruddy httle picture of the hut, the spring be- 
side its door, the athlebc and coal-begnmed figure of 
the hme-bumer, and the half-frightened child, shrinking 
into the protecbon of his father’s shadow And when, 
again, the iron door was closed, then reappeared the 
tender hght of the half-full moon, which vainly sbove 
to bace out the mdistanct shapes of the neighboring 
mountains, and, in the upper sky, there was a flitbng 
congregabon of clouds, sbll faintly bnged with the rosy 
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sunset, though thus far down into the valley the sun- 
shine had vanished long and long ago 

The httle boy now crept still closer to his father, as 
footsteps were heard ascending the hill-side, and a hu- 
man form thrust aside the bushes that clustered be- 
neath the trees 

“HaUool who is it?” cried the hme-bumer, vexed at 
his son’s timidity, yet half infected by it “Come forward, 
and show yourself, like a man, or I’ll fling this chunk of 
marble at your head!” 

‘Tou offer me a rough welcome,” said a gloomy voice, 
as the unknown man drew nigh “Yet I neither claim nor 
desire a kinder one, even at my own fireside ” 

To obtain a distincter view, Bartram threw open the 
iron door of the lain, whence immediately issued a gush 
of fierce light, that smote full upon the stranger’s face 
and figure To a careless eye there appeared nothing 
very remarkable in his aspect, which was that of a man 
in a coarse, brown, country-made suit of clothes, tall and 
thin, with the staff and heavy shoes of a wayfarer As he 
advanced, he fixed his eyes — ^which were very bright — 
intently upon the brightness of the furnace, as if he be- 
held, or expected to behold, some object worthy of note 
within It 

"Good evening, stranger,” said the lime-bumer, 
"whence come you, so late in the day?” 

“I come from my search,” answered the wayfarer, 
“for, at last, it is finished ” 

“Drunkl— or crazyl" muttered Bartram to himself “I 
shall have trouble with the fellow The sooner 1 drive 
him away, the better ” 

The httle boy, all m a tremble, whispered to his 
father, and begged him to shut the door of the lain, so 
that there might not be so much hght, for that there was 
somethmg in the man’s face which he was afraid to look 
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at, yet could not look away from And, mdeed, even 
the bme-bumer's dull and torpid sense began to be 
impressed by an mdescnbable something in that thin, 
rugged, thoughtful visage, with the grizzled hair hang- 
mg wildly about it, and those deeply sunken eyes, which 
gleamed hke fires within the entrance of a mysterious 
cavern But, as he closed the door, the stranger turned 
towards him, and spoke in a quiet, familiar way, that 
made Bartram feel as if he were a sane and sensible 
man, after all 

‘Tour task draws to an end, I see,” said he “This 
marble has already been burning three days A few 
hours more will convert the stone to hme ” 

“Why, who are you?” exclaimed the hme-bumer 
"You seem as well acquamted with my business as I am 
myself ” 

“And well I may be,” said the stranger, “for I followed 
the same craft many a long year, and here, too, on this 
very spot But you are a new-comer in these parts Did 
you never hear of Ethan Brand?” 

“The man that went in search of the Unpardonable 
Sin?” asked Bartram, with a laugh 

“The same,” answered the stranger “He has found 
what he sought, and therefore he comes back again ” 
“What! then you are Ethan Brand himself?” cried the 
hme-bumer, in amazement “I am a new-comer here, as 
you say, and they call it eighteen years since you left 
the foot of Graylock But, I can tell you, the good folks 
stall talk about Ethan Brand, m the village yonder, and 
what a strange errand took him away from his hme-kiln 
Well, and so you have found the Unpardonable Sin?” 
"Even sol” said the stranger, calmly 
“If the question is a fair one,” proceeded Bartram, 
"where might it be?” 

Ethan Brand laid his finger on his own heart 
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“Here!” replied he 

And then, without mirth m his countenance, but as if 
moved by an involuntary recogmbon of the infinite ab- 
surdity of seeking throughout the world for what was 
the closest of all things to himself, and lookmg mto every 
heart, save his own, for what was hidden in no other 
breast, he broke into a laugh of scorn It was the same 
slow, heavy laugh, that had almost appalled the hme- 
burner when it heralded the wayfarer’s approach 

The solitary mountain-side was made dismal by it 
Laughter, when out of place, mistimed, or bursting forth 
from a disordered state of feeling, may be the most ter- 
rible modulation of the human voice The laughter of 
one asleep, even if it be a httle child — the madman’s 
laugh — the wild, screaming laugh of a bom idiot — are 
sounds that we sometimes tremble to hear, and would 
always wilhngly forget Poets have imagined no utter- 
ance of fiends or hobgobhns so fearfully appropriate as 
a laugh And even the obtuse hme-burner felt his nerves 
shaken, as this strange man looked inward at his own 
heart, and burst into laughter that rolled away into the 
night, and was indistinctly reverberated among the hills. 

"Joe,” said he to his httle son, “scamper down to the 
tavern m the village, and tell the jolly fellows there that 
Ethan Brand has come back, and that he has found the 
Unpardonable Sml” 

The boy darted away on his errand, to which Ethan 
Brand made no objection, nor seemed hardly to nohce 
it He sat on a log of wood, looking steadfastly at the 
iron door of the kiln When the child was out of sight, 
and his swift and light footsteps ceased to be heard 
treading first on the fallen leaves and then on the rocky 
mountain-path, the hme-bumer began to regret his de- 
parture He felt that the httle fellow’s presence had 
been a barrier between his guest and himself, and that 
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he must now deal, heart to heart, with a man who, on 
his own confession, had committed the one only crime 
for which Heaven could afford no mercy That crime, m 
its indistinct blackness, seemed to overshadow him, and 
made his memory riotous with a throng of evil shapes 
that asserted their kindred with the Master Sin, what- 
ever It might be, which it was within the scope of man’s 
corrupted nature to conceive and cherish They were all 
of one faimly, they went to and fro between his breast 
and Ethan Brand’s, and earned dark greetings from one 
to the other 

Then Bartram remembered the stones which had 
grown traditionary in reference to this strange man, who 
had come upon him hke a shadow of the night, and was 
making himself at home m his old place, after so long 
absence, that the dead people, dead and buried for 
years, would have had more right to be at home, m any 
famihar spot, than he Ethan Brand, it was said, had 
conversed with Satan himself m the lund blaze of this 
very kiln The legend had been matter of mirth hereto- 
fore, but looked gnsly now According to this tale, be- 
fore Ethan Brand departed on his search, he had been 
accustomed to evoke a fiend from the hot furnace of the 
hme-kiln, mght after night, m order to confer with him 
about the Unpardonable Sm, the man and the fiend each 
laboring to frame the image of some mode of gmlt which 
could neither be atoned for nor forgiven And, with the 
first gleam of hght upon the mountain-top, the fiend 
crept in at the iron door, there to abide the mtensest ele- 
ment of fire until again summoned forth to share m the 
dreadful task of extendmg man’s possible guilt beyond 
the scope of Heaven’s else infinite mercy 

While the lime-bumer was struggbng with the hor- 
ror of these thoughts, Ethan Brand rose from the log, 
and flung open the door of the kiln The action was in 
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such accordance with the idea in Bartram’s mind, that 
he almost expected to see the Evil One issue forth, red- 
hot, from the raging furnace 

"Hold! holdl” cried he, with a tremulous attempt to 
laugh, for he was ashamed of his fears, although they 
overmastered him “Don’t, for mercy’s sake, bring out 
your Devil now!” 

“Man!” sternly replied Ethan Brand, “what need have 
I of the Devil? I have left him behind me, on my track 
It IS with such half-way sinners as you that he busies 
himself Fear not, because I open the door I do but act 
by old custom, and am going to trim your fire, hke a 
lime-bumer, as I was once ’’ 

He stirred the vast coals, thrust in more wood, and 
bent forward to gaze into the hollow pnson-house of the 
fire, regardless of the fierce glow that reddened upon 
his face The hme-bumer sat watching him, and half 
suspected this strange guest of a purpose, if not to evoke 
a fiend, at least to plunge into the flames, and thus van- 
ish from the sight of man Ethan Brand, however, drew 
quietly back, and closed the door of the kiln 

“I have looked,” said he, “into many a human heart 
that was seven times hotter with sinful passions than 
yonder furnace is with fire But I found not there what 
I sought No, not the Unpardonable Sinl” 

“What IS the Unpardonable Sin?” asked the lime- 
burner, and then he shrank farther from his compamon, 
trembhng lest his question should be answered 

“It IS a sm that grew withm my own breast,” rephed 
Ethan Brand, standing erect wath a pnde that distin- 
guishes all enthusiasts of his stamp “A sin that grew 
nowhere elsel The sin of an intellect that triumphed over 
the sense of brotherhood with man and reverence for 
God, and sacrificed everythmg to its own mighty claimsi 
The only sin that deserves a recompense of immortal 
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agonyl Freely, were it to do again, would I incur the 
guilt Unshrinkingly I accept the retributionl” 

“The man’s head is turned,” muttered the hme-bumer 
to himself “He may be a sinner like the rest of us — ^noth- 
ing more hkely — but, I’ll be sworn, he is a madman too ” 
Nevertheless, he felt uncomfortable at his situation, 
alone with Ethan Brand on the wild mountain-side, and 
was Tight glad to hear the rough murmur of tongues, and 
the footsteps of what seemed a pretty numerous party, 
stumbling over the stones and rustbng through the un- 
derbrush Soon appeared the whole lazy regiment that 
was wont to infest the village tavern, comprehending 
three or four individuals who had drunk flip beside the 
bar-room fire through all the winters, and smoked their 
pipes beneath the stoop through all the summers, since 
Ethan Brand’s departure Laughing boisterously, and 
mingbng all their voices together in unceremonious talk, 
they now burst into the moonshine and narrow streaks 
of firehght that illuminated the open space before the 
birte-kibi Bartram set the door ajar again, flooding the 
spot with light, that the whole company might get a fair 
view of Ethan Brand, and he of them 

There, among other old acquaintances, was a once 
ubiquitous man, now almost extinct, but whom we were 
formerly sure to encounter at the hotel of every thriving 
village throughout the country It was the stage-agent 
The present specimen of the genus was a wilted and 
smoke-dried man, wrinkled and red-nosed, m a smartly 
cut, brown, bobtaded coat, with brass buttons, who, for 
a length of time unknown, had kept his desk and comer 
m the bar-room, and was still pufiing what seemed to be 
the same cigar that he had bghted twenty years before 
He had great fame as a dry joker, though, perhaps, less 
on account of any mtnnsic humor than from a certain 
flavor of brandy-toddy and tobacco-smoke, which un- 
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pregnated all his ideas and expressions, as well as his 
person Another well-remembered, though strangely al- 
tered, face was that of Lawyer Giles, as people shll 
called him m courtesy, an elderly ragamuffin, in his 
soiled shirtsleeves and tow-cloth trousers This poor fel- 
low had been an attorney, in what he called his better 
days, a sharp practitioner, and in great vogue among the 
village litigants, but flip, and shng, and toddy, and cock- 
tails, imbibed at all hours, morning, noon, and night, 
had caused him to slide from intellectual to various kinds 
and degrees of bodily labor, till at last, to adopt his own 
phrase, he slid into a soap-vat. In other words, Giles was 
now a soap-boiler, in a small way He had come to be 
but the fragment of a human being, a part of one foot 
having been chopped off by an axe, and an entire hand 
torn away by the devihsh gnp of a steam-engine Yet, 
though the corporeal hand was gone, a spiritual mem- 
ber remained, for, stretching forth the stump, Giles 
steadfastly averred that he felt an invisible thumb and 
fingers with as vivid a sensation as before the real ones 
were amputated A maimed and miserable wretch he 
was, but one, nevertheless, whom the world could not 
trample on, and had no right to scorn, either m this or 
any previous stage of his misfortunes, since he had still 
kept up the courage and spmt of a man, asked nothing 
in charity, and with his one hand — and that the left one 
— fought a stern battle agamst want and hostile circum- 
stances 

Among the throng, too, came another personage, who, 
with certain points of similarity to Lawyer Giles, had 
many more of difference It was the village doctor, a 
man of some fifty years, whom, at an earher period of 
his life, we introduced as paying a professional visit to 
Ethan Brand during the latter’s supposed msanity He 
was now a purple-visaged, rude, and brutal, yet half- 
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gendemanly figure, with something wild, ruined, and 
desperate in his talk, and in aU the details of his gesture 
and manners Brandy possessed this man hke an evil 
spirit, and made him as surly and savage as a wild beast, 
and as miserable as a lost soul, but there was supposed 
to be in him such wonderful skill, such native gifts of 
heahng, beyond any which medical science could im- 
part, that society caught hold of him, and would not let 
him sink out of its reach So, swaying to and fro upon 
his horse, and grumbhng thick accents at the bedside, 
he visited all the sick-chambers for miles about among 
the mountain towns, and sometimes raised a dying man, 
as it were, by miracle, or qmte as often, no doubt, sent 
his patient to a grave that was dug many a year too 
soon The doctor had an everlasting pipe in his mouth, 
and, as somebody said, in allusion to his habit of swear- 
ing, it was always ahght with hell-fire 

These three worthies pressed forward, and greeted 
Ethan Brand each after his own fashion, earnestly in- 
viting him to partake of the contents of a certain black 
bottle, in which, as they averred, he would find some- 
thing far better worth seeking than the Unpardonable 
Sm No mind, which has wrought itself by intense and 
sohtary meditation mto a high state of enthusiasm, can 
endure the kind of contact with low and vulgar modes 
of thought and feehng to which Ethan Brand was now 
sub)ected It made him doubt — and, strange to say, it 
was a painful doubt — whether he had indeed found the 
Unpardonable Sin, and found it within himself The 
whole question on which he had exhausted life, and 
more than hfe, looked hke a delusion 

"Leave me,” he said bitterly, “ye brute beasts, that 
have made yourselves so, shnvelhng up your souls with 
fiery hquorsi 1 have done with you Years and years ago, 
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I groped into your hearts and found nothing there for 
my purpose Get ye gonel” 

“Why, you uncivil scoundrel,” cried the fierce doctor, 
“is that the way you respond to the kindness of your 
best friends? Then let me tell you the truth You have 
no more found the Unpardonable Sin than yonder boy 
Joe has You are but a crazy fellow — I told you so 
twenty years ago — neither better nor worse than a crazy 
fellow, and the fit companion of old Humphrey, here!” 

He pointed to an old man, shabbily dressed, with long 
white hair, thin visage, and unsteady eyes For some 
years past this aged person had been wandenng about 
among the hills, mqmring of all travellers whom he met 
for his daughter The girl, it seemed, had gone off with a 
company of circus-performers, and occasionally tidings 
of her came to the village, and fine stones were told of 
her ghttering appearance as she rode on horseback m 
the nng, or performed marvellous feats on the bght- 
rope. 

The white-haired father now approached Ethan 
Brand, and gazed unsteadily mto his face 

“They tell me you have been all over the earth," said 
he, wringing his hands with earnestness “You must have 
seen my daughter, for she makes a grand figure in the 
world, and everybody goes to see her Did she send any 
word to her old father, or say when she was coming 
back?” 

Ethan Brand’s eye quailed beneath the old man’s. 
That daughter, from whom he so earnestly desired a 
word of greeting, was the Esther of our tale, the very 
girl whom, with such cold and remorseless purpose, 
Ethan Brand had made the subject of a psychological 
expenment, and wasted, absorbed, and perhaps an- 
nihilated her soul, in the process 
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“Yes,” he murmured, turmng away from the hoary 
wanderer, "it is no delusion There is an Unpardonable 
Sinl” 

While these things were passing, a merry scene was 
going forward in the area of cheerful light, beside the 
sprmg and before the door of the hut A number of the 
youth of the village, young men and girls, had hurried 
up the hiU-side, impelled by cunosity to see Ethan 
Brand, the hero of so many a legend familiar to their 
childhood Finding nothing, however, very remarkable 
in his aspect — nothing but a sunburnt wayfarer, in plain 
garb and dusty shoes, who sat looking into the fire as if 
he fancied pictures among the coals — these young peo- 
ple speedily grew bred of observing him As it hap- 
pened, there was other amusement at hand An old Ger- 
man Jew bavelhng with a diorama on his back, was 
passing down the mountain-road towards the village just 
as the party turned aside from it, and, m hopes of eking 
out the profits of the day, the showman had kept them 
company to the hme-kiln 

“Come, old Dutchman,” cried one of the young men, 
"let us see your pictures, if you can swear they are worth 
looking atl" 

“Oh yes, Captam,” answered the Jew — whether as a 
matter of courtesy or craft, he styled everybody Captain 
— “I shall show you, indeed, some very superb pictures!” 

So, placmg his box m a proper posibon, he invited the 
young men and girls to look through the glass orifices 
of the machine, and proceeded to exhibit a senes of the 
most oubageous scratchmgs and daubmgs, as specimens 
of the fine arts, that ever an ibnerant showman had the 
face to impose upon his circle of spectators The pic- 
tures were worn out, moreover, tattered, full of cracks 
and wrinkles, dmgy with tobacco-smoke, and otherwise 
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in a most pitiable condition Some purported to be cibes, 
public edifices, and ruined castles in Europe, others rep- 
resented Napoleon’s battles and Nelson's sea-fights, and 
in the midst of these would be seen a gigantic, brown, 
hairy hand — ^which might have been mistaken for the 
Hand of Destiny, though, m truth, it was only the show- 
man’s — pointing its forefinger to various scenes of the 
conflict, while its owner gave historical illustrations 
When, with much merriment at its abominable defi- 
ciency of merit, the exhibition was concluded, the Ger- 
man bade httle Joe put his head into the box Viewed 
through the magnifying-glasses, the boy’s round, rosy 
visage assumed the strangest imaginable aspect of an 
immense Titanic child, the mouth grinning broadly, and 
the eyes and every other feature overflowing with fun 
at the joke Suddenly, however, that merry face turned 
pale, and its expression changed to horror, for this easily 
impressed and excitable child had become sensible that 
the eye of Ethan Brand was fixed upon him through the 
glass 

“You make the httle man to be afraid. Captain,” said 
the German Jew, turning up the dark and strong outlme 
of his visage from his stoopmg posture “But look agam, 
and, by chance, I shall cause you to see somewhat that 
IS very fine, upon my wordi” 

Ethan Brand gazed into the box for an instant, and 
then starting back, looked fixedly at the German What 
had he seen? Nothing, apparently, for a curious youth, 
who had peeped in almost at the same moment, beheld 
only a vacant space of canvas 

“I remember you now,” muttered Ethan Brand to the 
showman 

“Ah, Captain,” whispered the Jew of Nuremberg, 
with a dark smile, “I find it to be a heavy matter in my 
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show-box — this Unpardonable Sml By my faith, Cap- 
tain, it has weaned my shoulders, this long day, to carry 
it over the mountain ” 

"Peace,” answered Ethan Brand, sternly, "or get thee 
into the furnace yonder!” 

The Jew’s exhibition had scarcely concluded, when 
a great, elderly dog — who seemed to be his own master, 
as no person m the company laid claim to him — saw fit 
to render himself the object of pubhc notice Hitherto, 
he had shown himself a very quiet, weU-disposed old 
dog, gomg round from one to another, and, by way of 
being sociable, offering his rough head to be patted by 
any kindly hand that would take so much trouble But 
now, all of a sudden, this grave and venerable quad- 
ruped, of his own mere motion, and without the slight- 
est suggestion from anybody else, began to run round 
after his tail, which, to heighten the absurdity of the 
proceeding, was a great deal shorter than it should have 
been Never was seen such headlong eagerness in pur- 
suit of an object that could not possibly be attained, 
never was heard such a tremendous outbreak of growl- 
mg, snarhng, barking, and snappmg — as if one end of 
the ndiculous brute’s body were at deadly and most un- 
forgivable enmity with the other Faster and faster, 
round about went the cur, and faster and still faster fled 
the unapproachable brevity of his tad, and louder and 
fiercer grew his yells of rage and animosity, until, utterly 
exhausted, and as far from the goal as ever, the foohsh 
old dog ceased his performance as suddenly as he had 
begun It The next moment he was as mild, quiet, sen- 
sible, and respectable m his deportment, as when he first 
scraped acquaintance with the company 

As may be supposed, the exhibition was greeted with 
umversal laughter, clapping of hands, and shouts of en- 
core, to which the camne performer responded by wag- 
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gmg all that there was to wag of his tail, but appeared 
totally unable to repeat his very successful e£Foit to 
amuse the spectators. 

Meanwhile, Ethan Brand had resumed his seat upon 
the log, and moved, as it might be, by a perception of 
some remote analogy between his own case and that of 
his self-pursuing cur, he broke into the awful laugh, 
which, more than any other token, expressed the con- 
dition of his inward being From that moment, the mer- 
riment of the party was at an end, they stood aghast, 
dreading lest the inauspicious sound should be rever- 
berated around the horizon, and that mountain would 
thunder it to mountain, and so the horror be prolonged 
upon then ears Then, whispering one to another that it 
was late — that the moon was almost down — that the 
August mght was growing chill — they hurried home- 
wards, leaving the lime-burner and httle Joe to deal as 
they might with their unwelcome guest Save for these 
three human beings, the open space on the hill-side was 
a solitude, set in a vast gloom of forest Beyond that 
darksome verge, the firehght ghmmered on the stately 
trunks and almost black fohage of pines, mtermixed with 
the lighter verdure of sapling oaks, maples, and poplars, 
while here and there lay the giganbc corpses of dead 
trees, decaying on the leaf-strewn soil And it seemed 
to htde Joe — a timorous and imaginative child — that the 
silent forest was holdmg its breath until some fearful 
thing should happen 

Ethan Brand thrust more wood into the fire, and 
closed the door of the kiln, then looking over his shoul- 
der at the hme-bumer and his son, he bade, rather than 
advised, them to retire to rest 

“For myself, I cannot sleep," said he “I have matters 
that it concerns me to meditate upon I will watch the 
fire, as I used to do in the old time ” 
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“And call the Devil out of the furnace to keep you 
company, 1 suppose,” muttered Bartram, who had been 
making intimate acquaintance with the black bottle 
above mentioned "But watch, if you hke, and call as 
many devils as you hkel For my part, I shall be aU the 
better for a snooze Come, Joel” 

As the boy followed his father into the hut, he looked 
back at the wayfarer, and the tears came into his eyes, 
for his tender spirit had an mtuibon of the bleak and 
terrible loneliness m which this man had enveloped him- 
self 

When they had gone, Ethan Brand sat hstening to the 
crackling of the kindled wood, and looking at the httle 
spirits of fire that issued through the chinks of the door 
These tnfles, however, once so familiar, had but the 
shghtest hold of his attention, while deep ■within his 
mind he was reviewing the gradual but marvellous 
change that had been wrought upon him by the search 
to which he had devoted himself He remembered how 
the night dew had fallen upon him — how the daik forest 
had w'hispered to him — how the stars had gleamed upon 
him — a simple and loving man, watching his fire in the 
years gone by, and ever musing as it burned He remem- 
bered with what tenderness, with what love and sym- 
pathy for mankind, and what pity for human guilt and 
woe, he had first begun to contemplate those ideas 
which afterwards became the inspiration of his life, with 
what reverence he had then looked into the heart of 
man, viewing it as a temple originally divine, and, how- 
ever desecrated, still to be held sacred by a brother, with 
what awful fear he had deprecated the success of his 
pursuit, and prayed that the Unpardonable Sin might 
never be revealed to him Then ensued that vast intel- 
lectual development, which, m its progress, disturbed 
the counterpoise between his mind and heart The Idea 
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that possessed his hfe had operated as a means of edu- 
cation, It had gone on culbvabng his powers to the high- 
est point of which they were susceptible, it had raised 
him from the level of an unlettered laborer to stand 
on a star-ht eminence, whither the philosophers of the 
earth, laden with the lore of umversibes, might vainly 
strive to clamber after him So much for the intellectl 
But where was the heart? That, mdeed, had withered — 
had conbacted — ^had hardened — ^had perished! It had 
ceased to partake of the umversal throb He had lost his 
hold of the magnebc chain of humanity He was no 
longer a brother-man, openmg the chambers or the dun- 
geons of our common nature by the key of holy sym- 
pathy, which gave him a right to share in all its secrets, 
he was now a cold observer, looking on mankind as the 
subject of his expenment, and, at length, converbng 
man and woman to be his puppets, and pulling the wires 
that moved them to such degrees of crime as were de- 
manded for his study 

Thus Ethan Brand became a fiend He began to be 
so from the moment that his moral nature had ceased to 
keep the pace of improvement with his intellect And 
now, as his highest effort and mevitable development — 
as the bright and gorgeous flower, and rich, dehcious 
fruit of his hfe’s labor — he had produced the Unpardon- 
able Sin' 

“What more have I to seek? what more to achieve?” 
said Ethan Brand to himself. "My task is done, and well 
done!” 

Starbng from the log with a certain alacnty m his 
gait and ascending the hillock of earth that was raised 
against the stone circumference of the hme-kiln, he thus 
reached the top of the structure It was a space of per- 
haps ten feet across, from edge to edge, presenbng a 
view of the upper surface of the immense mass of 
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broken marble with which the kiln was heaped. All 
these innumerable blocks and fragments of marble were 
red-hot and vividly on fire, sending up great spouts of 
blue flame, which quivered aloft and danced madly, as 
within a magic circle, and sank and rose again, with 
continual and multitudinous acbvity As the lonely man 
bent forward over this terrible body of fire, the blasting 
heat smote up against his person with a breath that, it 
might be supposed, would have scorched and shrivelled 
him up in a moment 

Ethan Brand stood erect, and raised his arms on high 
The blue flames played upon his face, and imparted the 
wild and ghastly light which alone could have suited its 
expression, it was that of a fiend on the verge of plung- 
ing into his gulf of intensest torment 

“O Mother Earth,” cned he, “who art no more my 
Mother, and into whose bosom this frame shall never be 
resolvedi O mankind, whose brotherhood I have cast 
off, and trampled thy great heart beneath my feetl O 
stars of heaven, that shone on me of old, as if to hght me 
onward and upwardl — farewell all, and forever Come, 
deadly element of Fire — henceforth my famihar friend! 
Embrace me, as I do thee!” 

That night the sound of a fearful peal of laughter 
rolled heavily through the sleep of the hme-bumer and 
his httle son, dun shapes of horror and anguish haunted 
their dreams, and seemed still present in the rude hovel, 
when they opened their eyes to the dayhght 

“Up, boy, up!” cried the hme-bumer, staring about 
him “Thank Heaven, the night is gone, at last, and 
rather than pass such another, I would watch my lime- 
kiln, wide awake, for a twelvemonth This Ethan Brand, 
with his humbug of an Unpardonable Sin, has done me 
no such mighty favor, m takmg my place!” 

He issued from the hut, followed by httle Joe, who 
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kept fast hold of his father’s hand The early sunshine 
was already pouring its gold upon the mountain-tops, 
and though the valleys were still in shadow, they smiled 
cheerfully in the promise of the bright day that was 
hastening onward The village, completely shut in by 
hills , which swelled away gently about it, looked as if it 
had rested peacefully m Ae hollow of the great hand 
of Providence Every dwelhng was distinctly visible, the 
httle spires of the two churches pointed upwards, and 
caught a fore-glimmenng of brightness from the sun-gilt 
skies upon their gilded weather-cocks The tavern was 
asbr, and the figure of the old, smoke-dried stage-agent, 
cigar in mouth, was seen beneath the stoop Old Gray- 
lock was glorified with a golden cloud upon his head. 
Scattered hkewise over the breasts of the surrounding 
mountains, there were heaps of hoary mist, in fantastic 
shapes, some of them far down into the valley, others 
high up towards the summits, and still others, of the 
same family of mist or cloud, hovering m the gold radi- 
ance of the upper atmosphere Stepping from one to an- 
other of the clouds that rested on the hills, and thence 
to the loftier brotherhood that sailed in air, it seemed 
almost as if a mortal man might thus ascend into the 
heavenly regions Earth was so mingled with sky that it 
was a day-dream to look at it 

To supply that charm of the famihar and homely, 
which Nature so readily adopts into a scene hke this, the 
stage-coach was rattling down the mountain-road, and 
the driver sounded his horn, while Echo caught up the 
notes, and mtertwmed them mto a rich and varied and 
elaborate harmony, of which the original performer 
could lay claim to httle share The great hills played a 
concert among themselves, each contribubng a strain 
of any sweetness 

Little Joe’s face brightened at once. 
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"Dear father,” cried he, skipping cheerily to and fro, 
“that strange man is gone, and the sky and the moun- 
tains all seem glad of it!” 

"Yes,” growled the hme-bumer, with an oath, "but he 
has let the fire go down, and no thanks to him if five 
hundred bushels of hme are not spoiled If I catch the 
fellow hereabouts again, I shall feel hke tossing him into 
the fumacel” 

With his long pole in his hand, he ascended to the 
top of the kiln. After a moment’s pause, he called to his 
son 

“Come up here, Joe!” said he 

So little Joe ran up the hillock, and stood by his 
father’s side The marble was all burnt into perfect, 
snow-white hme But on its surface, in the midst of the 
circle — snow-white too, and thoroughly converted into 
hme — lay a human skeleton, in the attitude of a person 
who, after long toil, hes down to long repose Within the 
nbs — strange to say — was the shape of a human heart 

"Was the fellow’s heart made of marble?” cned Bar- 
tram, in some perplexity at this phenomenon "At any 
rate, it is burnt into what looks hke special good hme, 
and, taking all the bones together, my kiln is half a 
bushel the richer for him ” 

So saymg, the rude hme-bumer hfted his pole, and, 
letting it fall upon the skeleton, the relics of Ethan 
Brand were crumbled mto fragments 
1851 The Snow Image 
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Hawthorne's Preface 

to the Second Edition of Twice-Told Tales 

T he author of Twice-Told Tales has a claim to 
one distinction, which, as none of his hterary breth- 
ren will care about disputing it with him, he need not 
be afraid to mention He was, for a good many years, the 
obscurest man of letters in America 

These stories were published in magazines and an- 
nuals, extending over a penod of ten or twelve years, 
and comprising the whole of the writer’s young man- 
hood, without making (so far as he has ever been 
aware) the shghtest impression on the pubhc One or 
two among them, the "Rill from the Town Pump," in 
perhaps a greater degree than any other, had a pretty 
wide newspaper circulation, as for the rest, he had no 
grounds for supposing that, on their first appearance, 
they met with the good or evil fortune to be read by any- 
body Throughout the time above specified, he had no 
incitement to literary effort in a reasonable prospect of 
reputation or profit, nothing but the pleasure itself of 
composition — an enjoyment not at all amiss in its way, 
and perhaps essential to the merit of the work in hand, 
but which, in the long run, will hardly keep the chill out 
of a writer’s heart, or the numbness out of his fingers To 
this total lack of sympathy, at the age when his mind 
would naturally have been most effervescent, the public 
owe it (and it is certainly an effect not to be regretted 
on either part) that the Author can show nothing for the 
thought and industry of that portion of his life, save the 
forty sketches, or thereabouts, included in these vol- 
umes 
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Much more, indeed, he wrote, and some very small 
part of it might yet be rummaged out (but it would not 
be worth the trouble) among the dmgy pages of fifteen- 
or-twenty-year-old periodicals, or within the shabby 
morocco covers of faded souvenirs The remainder of 
the works alluded to had a very brief existence, but, on 
the score of bnlliancy, enjoyed a fate vastly superior to 
that of their brotherhood, which succeeded in getting 
through the press In a word, the Author burned them 
without mercy or remorse, and, moreover, without any 
subsequent regret, and had more than one occasion to 
marvel that such very dull stuff, as he knew his con- 
demned manuscripts to be, should yet have possessed m- 
flammabihty enough to set the chimney on fire! 

After a long while the first collected volume of the 
"Tales” was pubhshed By this time, if the Author had 
ever been gready tormented by hterary ambition ( which 
he does not remember or beheve to have been the case) , 
It must have perished, beyond resuscitation, in the 
dearth of nutriment This was fortunate, for the success 
of the volume was not such as would have gratified a 
cravmg desire for notoriety A moderate edition was “got 
rid of’ (to use the pubhsher’s very significant phrase) 
within a reasonable bme, but apparently without render- 
ing the writer or his productions much more generally 
known than before The great bulk of the readmg pubhc 
probably ignored the book altogether A few persons 
read it, and liked it better than it deserved At an inter- 
val of three or four years, the second volume was pub- 
lished, and encountered much the same sort of bndly, 
but calm, and very bmited reception The circulabon of 
the two volumes was chiefly confined to New England, 
nor was it unbl long after this period, if it even yet be 
the case, that the Author could regard himself as ad- 
dressmg the American pubhc, or, indeed, any pubhc at 
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all He was merely wnbng to his known or unknown 
fnends 

As he glances over these long-forgotten pages, and 
considers his way of life while composing them, the 
Author can very clearly discern why all this was so Af- 
ter so many sober years, he would have reason to be 
ashamed if he could not criticise his own work as fairly 
as another man’s, and, though it is httle his business, 
and perhaps still less his interest, he can hardly resist a 
temptation to achieve something of the sort If writers 
were allowed to do so, and would perform the task with 
perfect sincerity and unreserve, their opinions of their 
own productions would often be more valuable and m- 
structive than the works themselves 

At all events, there can be no harm in the Author’s 
remarking that he rather wonders how the Twtce-Told 
Tales should have gained what vogue they did than that 
It was so little and so gradual They have the pale tint 
of flowers that blossomed m too retired a shade — ^the 
coolness of a meditative habit, which diffuses itself 
through the feeling and observation of every sketch In- 
stead of passion there is sentiment, and, even m what 
purport to be pictures of actual hfe, we have allegory, 
not always so warmly dressed in its habilunents of flesh 
and blood as to be taken into the reader’s mind without 
a shiver Whether from lack of power, or an unconquer- 
able reserve, the Author’s touches have often an effect of 
tameness, the merriest man can hardly contrive to laugh 
at his broadest humor, the tenderest woman, one would 
suppose, will hardly shed warm tears at his deepest 
pathos The book, if you would see anything in it, re- 
quires to be read m the clear, brown, twilight atmos- 
phere m which It was written, if opened m the sunshine, 
it is apt to look exceedingly like a volume of blank 
pages 



TALES 


264 

With the foregoing characteristics, proper to the pro- 
duction of a person in retirement (which happened to 
be the Author’s category at the time), the book is devoid 
of others that we should quite as naturally look for 'The 
sketches are not, it is hardly necessary to say, profound, 
but It IS rather more remarkable that they so seldom, if 
ever, show any design on the writer’s part to make them 
so They have none of the abstruseness of idea, or ob- 
scurity of expression, which mark the written communi- 
cations of a solitary mind with itself They never need 
translation It is, in fact, the style of a man of society 
Every sentence, so far as it embodies thought or sensi- 
bility, may be understood and felt by anybody who will 
give himself the trouble to read it, and will take up the 
book in a proper mood 

This statement of apparently opposite peculiarities 
leads us to a perception of what the sketches truly are 
They are not the talk of a secluded man with his own 
mind and heart (had it been so, they could hardly have 
failed to be more deeply and permanently valuable), but 
his attempts, and very imperfectly successful ones, to 
open an intercourse with the world 

The Author would regret to be understood as speak- 
ing sourly or querulously of the shght mark made by his 
earher hterary efforts on the Pubhc at large It is so far 
the contrary, that he has been moved to write this Pref- 
ace chiefly as affording him an opportumty to express 
how much enjoyment he has owed to these volumes, 
both before and since their pubhcation They are the 
memorials of very tranquil and not unhappy years They 
failed, it IS true — nor could it have been otherwise — in 
vnnning an extensive popularity Occasionally, however, 
when he deemed them entirely forgotten, a paragraph or 
an article, from a native or foreign cnbc, would gratify 
his instincts of authorship with unexpected praise — ^too 
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generous praise, indeed, and too little alloyed with cen- 
sure, which, therefore, he learned the better to inflict 
upon himself And, by the by, it is a very suspicious 
symptom of a deficiency of the popular element m a 
book when it calls forth no harsh cribcism This has been 
particularly the fortune of the Twice-Told Tales They 
made no enemies, and were so little known and talked 
about that those who read, and chanced to hke them, 
were apt to conceive the sort of kindness for the book 
which a person naturally feels for a discovery of his own 
This kindly feeling (in some cases, at least) extended 
to the Author, who, on the internal evidence of his 
sketches, came to be regarded as a mild, shy, gentle, 
melancholic, exceedingly sensitive, and not very forcible 
man, hiding his blushes under an assumed name, the 
quamtness of which was supposed, somehow or other, to 
symbohze his personal and hterary traits He is by no 
means certain that some of his subsequent productions 
have not been influenced and modified by a natural de- 
sire to fill up so amiable an outline, and to act m con- 
sonance with the character assigned to him, nor, even 
now, could he forfeit it without a few tears of tender 
sensibility To conclude, however these volumes have 
opened the way to most agreeable associations, and to 
the formation of imperishable friendships, and there are 
many golden threads interwoven with his present happi- 
ness, which he can follow up more or less directly, until 
he finds their commencement here, so that his pleasant 
pathway among reahties seems to proceed out of the 
Dreamland of his youth, and to be bordered with just 
enough of its shadowy fohage to shelter him from the 
heat of the day He is therefore sahsfied with what the 
Twice-Told Tales have done for him, and feels it to be 
far better than fame 
Lenox, January 11, 18S1 
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Editor's Note 

The theme of The Scarlet Letter first appeared as a de- 
tail in one of Hawthorne’s New England legends, “Endi- 
cott and the Red Cross,” published in 1837 There, in 
describing the colonists who watched a muster of En- 
dicott’s trainband, he menboned “hkewise a young 
woman, with no mean share of beauty, whose doom it 
was to wear the letter A on the breast of her gown, in 
the eyes of all the world and her own children ” Seven 
years later the detail reappeared in one of his notebooks, 
this bme as the plot of a new story he planned to write 
"The hfe of a woman, who, by the old colony law, was 
condemned always to wear the letter A, sewed on her 
garment, in token of her havmg committed adultery.” 

It must have been still later that other ideas recorded 
in his notebooks began to group themselves around the 
central theme of Hester’s pumshment “A man who does 
penance m what might appear to lookers-on the most 
glorious and triumphal circumstance of his hfe” that 
would be Arthur Dimmesdale preachmg the Elecbon 
Sermon “A story of the effects of revenge, m diabolizmg 
him who indulges in it” that would be poor fiendish 
269 
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ChiUmgworth And there are several other entries that 
would be incorporated into the novel, including a brief 
one made in 1842 "Pearl — the English of Margaret — a 
pretty name for a girl m a story ” Pearl would be a 
pretty name for Hester's daughter, but she had to have 
a character as well as a name, and Hawthorne supphed 
It from his observations of his own daughter, Una, whom 
he never tired of watching 

During his three years in the Salem custom house, 
beginning in 1846, Hawthorne wrote nothing for pub- 
lication, but he brooded over his romance On the morn- 
ing of June 8, 1849, he came home to announce that he 
had been discharged from his surveyorship by the Whig 
administration “Oh, then,” his wife cried, “you can 
write your book ” When he asked her where the family’s 
bread and rice would come from, she opened a drawer 
and showed him the savings she had made from her 
household allowance One story is that he started The 
Scarlet Letter that same afternoon 

The work went forward with many interruptions 
First there was a pohtical skirmish over his removal from 
office and his friends’ attempts to have him remstated, 
then came his mother’s fatal illness, which he recorded 
day by day in a notebook till he broke down and could 
write no more The famdy was runmng out of money 
In the autumn his wife and the two children were bed- 
ridden, while Hawthorne, then suffering from violent 
earaches, acted as their nurse But his writing went 
faster than ever before, m the hours he found for it Af- 
terwards he told his publisher, “ "The Scarlet Letter’ be- 
mg all m one tone, I had only to get my pitch, and could 
then go on mtemunably ” He was afraid that the pubhc 
would be repelled by this intense monotone, so he pref- 
aced the book with a long humorous account of his ad- 
ventures m the custom house Today most of us feel that 
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the preface is out of key and, in spite of its personal ' 
touches, of much less value than the novel, these are 
reasons enough for omitting it here 

The Scarlet Letter itself was somethmg absolutely 
new m American hterature and rare m any hterature, ' 
even now a novel that was not merely a narration but 
also a subject worked over and brooded over unbl it be- 
came a work of art complete withm its frame, m dy- 
namic balance, with each character existing in relation to 
all the others Hawthorne himself preferred The House of 
the Seven Gables, as showing more sides of his talent, yet 
none of his other books moved him so much as the first 
When he finished the final scene, on February 4, 1850, 
he read it to hia wife — “tried to read it, rather,” he said 
much later in one of his notebooks, “for my voice 
swelled and heaved, as if I were tossed up and down 
on an ocean, as it subsided after a storm But I was m a 
very nervous state, then, having gone through a great 
diversity and severity of emobon, for many months past 
I think I have never overcome my own adamant m any 
other instance ” 




The Scarlet Letter 

I THE PBISON-DOOH 

A THRONG of bearded men, in sad-colored gar- 
ments, and gray, steeple-crowned hats, mtermixed 
with women, some weanng hoods and others bare- 
headed, was assembled in front of a wooden edifice, the 
door of which was heavily timbered with oak, and 
studded with Iron spikes 
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The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia of 
human virtue and happiness they might originally pro- 
)ect, have mvariably recogmzed it among their earliest 
prachcal necessibes to allot a portion of the virgin soil 
as a cemetery, and another porbon as the site of a 
prison In accordance with this rule, it may safely be 
assumed that the forefathers of Boston had built the first 
prison-house somewhere in the vicinity of Comhill, al- 
most as seasonably as they marked out the first burial- 
ground, on Isaac Johnson’s lot, and round about his 
grave, which subsequently became the nucleus of all the 
congregated sepulchres in the old churchyard of King’s 
Chapel Certain it is, that, some fifteen or twenty years 
after the settlement of the town, the wooden jail was 
already marked with weatherstains and other indicabons 
of age, which gave a yet darker aspect to its beetle- 
browed and gloomy front The rust on the ponderous 
iron-work of its oaken door looked more anbque than 
anything else in the New World Like all that pertains to 
crime, it seemed never to have known a youthful era 
Before this ugly edifice, and between it and the wheel- 
track of the sheet, was a grass-plot, much overgrown 
with burdock, pigweed, apple-peru, and such unsightly 
vegetahon, which evidently found something congenial 
m the soil that had so early borne the black flower of 
civihzed society, a prison But, on one side of the portal, 
and rooted almost at the threshold, was a wild rose-bush, 
covered, in this month of June, with its delicate gems, 
which rmght be imagined to offer their fragrance and 
fragile beauty to the prisoner as he went in, and to the 
condemned criminal as he came forth to his doom, m 
token that the deep heart of Nature could pity and be 
kind to him 

This rose-bush, by a strange chance, has been kept 
ahve m history, but whether it had merely survived out 



THE SCARLET LETTER 273 

of the stern old wilderness, so long after the fall of the 
gigantic pines and oaks that originally overshadowed it 
— or whether, as there is fair authority for believing. 
It had sprung up under the footsteps of the sainted Anne 
Hutchinson, as she entered the prison-door — we shall 
not take upon us to determine Finding it so directly on 
the threshold of our narrative, which is now about to 
issue from that inauspicious portal, we could hardly 
do otherwise than pluck one of its flowers, and present 
It to the reader It may serve, let us hope, to symbohze 
some sweet moral blossom, that may be found along thoj 
track, or reheve the darkemng close of a tale of human 
frailty and sorrow 


n THE MABKET-PLACE 

The grass-plot before the jail, in Prison Lane, on a cer- 
tain summer morning, not less than two centuries ago, 
was occupied by a pretty large number of the inhabi- 
tants of Boston, all with their eyes intently fastened on 
the rron-clamped oaken door Amongst any other popu- 
lation, or at a later period in the history of New Eng- 
land, the gnm rigidity that petrified the bearded physi- 
ognomies of these good people would have argued some 
awful business in hand It could have betokened nothing 
short of the anticipated execution of some noted culprit, 
on whom the sentence of a legal tribunal had been con- 
firmed the verdict of pubhc sentiment But, in that early 
severity of the Puritan character, an inference of this 
kind could not so indubitably be drawn It might be that 
a sluggish bond-servant, or an undutiful child, whom his 
parents had given over to the civil authority, was to be 
corrected at the whipping-post It might be, that an 
Antinoiman, a Quaker, or other heterodox religionist was 
to be scourged out of the town, or an idle and vagrant 
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Indian, whom the white man’s fire-water had made riot- 
ous about the streets, was to be driven with stripes into 
the shadow of the forest It might be, too, that a witch, 
hke old Mistress Hibbins, the bitter-tempered widow of 
the magistrate, was to die upon the gallows In either 
case, there was very much the same solemnity of de- 
meanor on the part of the spectators, as befitted a people 
amongst whom religion and law were almost identical, 
and m whose character both were so thoroughly m- 
terfused, that the mildest and the severest acts of pub- 
hc discipline were ahke made venerable and awful 
Meagre, indeed, and cold was the sympathy that a trans- 
gressor might look for from such by-standers, at the 
scaffold On the other hand, a penalty, which, in our 
days, would infer a degree of mocking infamy and ndi- 
cule, might then be invested with almost as stem a dig- 
mty as the punishment of death itself 

It was a circumstance to be noted, on the summer 
mommg when our story begins its course, that the 
women, of whom there were several in the crowd, ap- 
peared to take a pecuhar interest in whatever penal m- 
fliction might be expected to ensue The age had not so 
much refinement, that any sense of impropriety re- 
strained the wearers of petticoat and farthingale from 
stepping forth into the pubhc ways, and wedging their 
not unsubstantial persons, if occasion were, into the 
throng nearest to the scaffold at an execution Morally . 
as well as materially, there wa s a coa rse r fibr e m ^b oijp. 
wivesanH maidsi is ofo ld. ElI ^sh~ EffOf^nd preeding, 
' in^h^iTTmT desc^dants, separated from them by 

a senes of sue or seven generations, for, throughout that 

cham of ancestry, every successive mother has trans- 
mitted to her child a famter bloom, a more debcate and 
bnefer beauty, and a shghter physical frame, if not a 
character of less force and sohdity, than her own. The 
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women who were now standing about the pnson-door 
stood within less than half a century of the period when 
the man-hke Elizabeth had been the not altogether un- 
suitable representative of the sex They were her coun- 
trywomen, and the beef and ale of their native land, 
with a moral diet not a whit more refined, entered 
largely into their composition The bright morning sun, 
therefore, shone on broad shoulders and well-developed 
busts, and on round and ruddy cheeks, that had ripened 
in the far-off island, and had hardly yet grown paler or 
thinner in the atmosphere of New England There was, 
moreover, a boldness and rotundity of speech among 
these matrons, as most of them seemed to be, that would 
startle us at the present day, whether in respect to its 
purport or its volume of tone 

“Goodwives,” said a hard-featured dame of fifty, “I’ll 
tell ye a piece of my mind It would be greatly for the 
pubhc behoof, if we women, being of mature age and 
church-members in good repute, should have the han- 
dling of such malefactresses as this Hester Prynne What 
think ye, gossips? If the hussy stood up for judgment 
before us five, that are now here in a knot together, 
would she come off with such a sentence as the worship- 
ful magistrates have awarded? Many, I trow notl” 

“People say,” said another, "that the Reverend Master 
Dimmesdale, her godly pastor, takes it very gnevously 
to heart that such a scandal should have come upon his 
congregation ” 

“The magistrates are God-feanng gentlemen, but mer- 
ciful overmuch — ^that is a truth,” added a third autum- 
nal matron. “At the very least, they should have put the 
brand of a hot iron on Hester Pryime’s forehead Madam 
Hester would have winced at that, I warrant me But 
she — the haughty baggage — ^httle wiU she care what they 
put upon the bodice of her gownl Why, look you, she 
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may cover it with a brooch, or such hke heathenish 
adornment, and so walk the streets as brave as everl” 

“Ah, but,” interposed, more softly, a young wife, 
holding a child by the hand, “let her cover the mark as 
she will, the pang of it will be always in her heart ” 

"What do we talk of marks and brands, whether on 
the bodice of her gown, or the flesh of her forehead?” 
cned another female, the ugliest as well as the most 
pitiless of these self-consbtuted judges “This woman 
has brought shame upon us all, and ought to die Is 
there not law for it? Truly, there is, both in the Scrip- 
ture and the statute-book Then let the magistrates, who 
have made it of no effect, thank themselves if their own 
wives and daughters go astrayl” 

"Mercy on us, goodwife,” exclaimed a man in the 
crowd, “is there no virtue m woman, save what spnngs 
from a wholesome fear of the gallows^ That is the hard- 
est word yeti Hush, now gossipsl for the lock is tummg 
m the prison-door, and here comes Mistress Prynne her- 
self” 

The door of the jail bemg flung open from within, 
there appeared, m the first place, hke a black shadow 
emerging into sunshine, the gnm and grisly presence of 
the town-beadle, with a sword by his side, and his staff 
of office in his hand This personage prefigured and rep- 
resented m his aspect the wholg^dismal severity-o f th e 
Puritanic code of law, which it wasTiis BuSmess to ad- 
inmister‘''in'^tr'flnaT~and closest apphcabon to the of- 
fender Stretchmg forth the official staff in his left hand, 
he laid his nght upon the shoulder of a young woman, 
whom he thus drew forward, unbl, on the threshold of 
the pnson-door, she repelled him, by an acbon marked 
with n atural d igm^ and force of cbMacteL and stepped 
mto the open affTasiTBjTier own free will She bore m 
her arms a child, a baby of some three months old, who 
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Winked and turned aside its little face from the too 
vivid light of day, because its existence, heretofore, had 
brought it acquainted only with the gray twihght of a 
dungeon, or other darksome apartment of the prison 

When the young woman — the mother of this child — 
stood fully revealed before the crowd, it seemed to be 
her first impulse to clasp the infant closely to her bosom, 
not so much by an impulse of motherly affection, as that 
she might thereby conceal a certain token, which was 
wrought or fastened into her dress In a moment, how- 
ever, wisely judging that one token of her shame would 
but poorly serve to hide another, she took the baby on 
her arm, and, wi A a bu rning blus h, and yet a haughty 
smile , and a gl ance that would not be^^asKed, looked" 
around'aTKef townspeople and'neighbofs OiTtKe breast 
of her gown, in fine red cloth, surrounded with an elabo- 
rate embroidery and fantastic flourishes of gold-thread, 
appeared the letter A It was so artistically done, and 
with so much ferbhty and gorgeous luxuriance of fancy, 
that It had all the effect of a last and fitting decoration 
to the apparel which she wore, and which was of a 
splendor in accordance with the taste of the age, but 
greatly beyond what was allowed by the sumptuary 
regulations of the colony 

The young woman was tall, with a figure of perfect 
elegance on a large scale She had dark and abundant 
hair, so glossy that it threw off the sunshine with a 
gleam, and a face which, besides being beautiful from 
regulanty of feature and richness of complexion, had 
the impressiveness belonging to a marked brow and 
deep black eyes She was lady-hke, too, after the man- 
ner of the feminine gentihty of those days, characterized 
by a certam state and dignity, rather than by the deh- 
cate, evanescent, and indescribable grace, which is now 
recognized as its indication And never had Hester 
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Prynne appeared more lady-bke, in the antique inter- 
pretabon of the term, than as she issued from the pnson. 
Those who had before known her, and had expected to 
behold her dimmed and obscured by a disasbous cloud, 
were astonished, and even startled, to perceive how her 
beauty shone out, and made a halo of the misfortune 
and ignominy in which she was enveloped It may be 
true, that, to a sensibve observer, there was something 
exquisitely painful in it Her attire, which, indeed, she 
had wrought for the occasion, in prison, and had mod- 
elled much after her own fancy, seemed to express the 
attitude of her spirit, the desperate recklessness of her 
mood, by its wild and picturesque pecuhanty But the 
point which drew all eyes, and, as it were, transfigured 
the wearer — so that both men and women, who had 
been famdiarly acquainted with Hester Prynne, were 
now impressed as if they beheld her for the first bme — 
was that Scahlet Letter, so fantasbcally embroidered 
and illuminated upon her bosom It had the effect of a 
spfill, taking her out of the ordinary relations with hu- 
manity, and enclosing her in a sphere by herself 

“She hath good skill at her needle, that’s certain,” 
remarked one of her female spectators, “but did ever a 
woman, before this brazen huzzy, contrive such a way 
of showing itl Why, gossips, what is it but to laugh in 
the faces of our godly magistrates, and make a pnde 
out of what they, worthy gentlemen, meant for a pun- 
ishment?" 

"It were well,” muttered the most iron-visaged of the 
old dames, “if we stnpped Madam Hester’s nch gown 
off her damty shoulders, and as for the red letter, which 
she hath stitched so curiously, I’ll bestow a rag of mine 
own rheumatic flannel, to make a fitter one!” 

“Oh, peace, neighbors, peacel” whispered their 
youngest compamon, “do not let her hear youl Not a 
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Stitch m that embroidered letter, but she has felt it in her 
heart ” 

The gnm beadle now made a gesture with his staff ^ 

"Make way, good people, make way, m the King’s 
name!” cried he “Open a passage, and, I promise ye. 
Mistress Prynne shall be set where man, woman, and 
child may have a fair sight of her brave apparel, from 
this time till an hour past meridian A blessing on the 
nghteous Colony of the Massachusetts, where imqmty 
IS dragged out into the sunshine! Come along, Madam 
Hester, and show your scarlet letter in the market- 
place!” 

A lane was forthwith opened through the crowd of 
spectators Preceded by the beadle, and attended by an 
irregular procession of stem-browed men and unkmdly 
visaged women, Hester Prynne set forth towards the 
place appointed for her punishment A crowd of eager 
and curious school-boys, understanding httle of the mat- 
ter in hand, except that it gave them a half-hohday, ran 
before her progress, tummg their heads continually to 
stare into her face, and at the wmking baby in her arms, 
and at the ignoimmous letter on her breast It was no 
great distance, in those days, from the prison-door to 
■die market-place Measured by the prisoner’s experience, 
however, it might be reckoned a journey of some length, 
for, haughty as her de meanor was, die perchanc e under- 
went an agony Irom ev ery fo otstep of th ose diat tluon ged 
to see her, as if her hemt had been flung mto the street 
Jor them all to spurn and trample upon. In our nature, 
however, there is a provision, ahke marvellous and mer- 
cifuL, that the sufferer should never know the mtensity 
of what he endures by its present torture, but chiefly 
by the pang that rankles after it With almost a serene 
deportment, therefore, Hester Prynne passed through 
this portion of her ordeal, and came to a sort of scaffold. 
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at the western extremity of the market-place It stood 
nearly beneath the eaves of Boston’s earhest church, and 
appeared to be a fixture there 

In fact, this scafiold consbtuted a porbon of a penal 
machine, which now, for two or three generabons past, 
has been merely historical and tradibonary among us, 
but was held, in the old bme, to be as efiectual an agent, 
in the promobon of good citizenship, as ever was the 
guiUobne among the terrorists of France It was, in short, 
the platform of the pillory, and above it rose the frame- 
work of that instrument of disciphne, so fashioned as to 
confine the human head in its bght grasp, and thus 
holding It up to the pubhc gaze The very ideal of igno- 
miny was embodied and made manifest in this contriv- 
ance of wood and iron There can be no outage, me- 
thinks, against our common nature — ^whatever be the 
delinquencies of the individual — no outrage more fla- 
; grant than to forbid the culprit to hide his face for shame. 
Us It was the essence of this punishment to do In Hester 
Prynne’s instance, however, as not unfrequently in other 
cases, her sentence bore, that she should stand a certain 
bme upon the platform, but without undergomg that 
gripe about the neck and confinement of the head, the 
proneness to which was the most devilish chara£teji«tic 
of this iigly-enginBiJCnowing well her part, she ascended 
a flight of wood^ steps, and was thus displayed to the 
surrounding mulbtude, at about the height of a man’s 
sho^ders above the sbeet 

Had there been a Papist among the crowd of Puntans, 
he might have seen in this beaubful woman, so pic- 
turesque in her atbre and mien, and with the infant at 
her bosom, an object to remind him of the image of 
Divine Maternity, which so many illusbious painters 
have vied with one another to represent, something 
which should remind him, mdeed, but only by conbast. 
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of that sacred image of sinless motherhood, whose infant 
was to redeem the world Here, there was the taint of 
deepest sin in the most sacred quahty of human life, 
working such efiFect, that the world was only the darker 
for this woman’s beauty, and the more lost for the mfant 
that she had borne 

The scene was not without a mixture of awe, such as 
must always invest the spectacle of guilt and shame in 
a fellow-creature, before society shall have grown cor- 
rupt enough to smile, instead of shuddering, at it The 
witnesses of Hester Prynne’s disgrace had not yet passed 
beyond their simphcity They were stern enough to look 
upon her death, had that been the sentence, without a 
murmur at its seventy, but had none of the heartlessness 
of another social state, which would find only a theme 
for jest in an exhibition hke the present Even had there 
been a disposition to turn the matter into ridicule, it 
must have been repressed and overpowered by the sol- 
emn presence of men no less dignified than the Gover- 
nor, and several of his counsellors, a judge, a general 
and the ministers of the town, all of whom sat or stood 
in a balcony of the meeting-house, looking down upon 
the platform When such personages could constitute a 
part of the spectacle, without risking the majesty or rev- 
erence of rank and office, it was safely to be inferred 
that the infliction of a legal sentence would have an 
earnest and effectual meaning Accordingly, the crowd 
was sombre and grave The unhappy culprit sustained 
herself as best a woman iraght, under the heavy weight 
of a thousand unrelenting eyes, all fastened upon her, 
and concentrated at her bosom It was almost intolerable 
to be borne Of an impulsive and passionate nature, sbe 
had fortified herself to encounter the stmgs and venom- 
ous stabs of pubhc contumely, wreaking itself m every 
variety of msult, but there was a quahty so much more 
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terrible in the solemn mood of the popular mind, that 
she longed rather to behold all those rigid countenances 
contorted with scornful merriment, and herself the ob- 
ject Had a roar of laughter burst from the multitude — 
each man, each woman, each httle shrill-voiced child, 
contributing their mdividual parts — Hester Prynne might 
have repaid them all with a bitter and disdainful snule 
But, under the leaden infliction which it was her doom to 
endure, she felt, at moments, as if she must needs shnek 
out with the full power of her lungs, and cast herself 
from the scaffold down upon the ground, or else go mad 
at once 

Yet there were mtervals when the whole scene, in 
which she was the most conspicuous object, seemed to 
vanish from her eyes, or, at least, glimmered indistinctly 
before them, hke a mass of imperfectly shaped and 
spectral images Her mind, and especially her memory, 
was preternaturally active, and kept bringing up other 
scenes than this roughly hewn street of a httle town, on 
the ,£dge of the Western wilderness, other faces than 
were lowering upon her from beneath the bnms of those 
steeple-crowned hats Reminiscences the most trifling 
and immaterial, passages of infancy and school-days, 
sports, childish quarrels, and the httle domestic traits o£ 
her maiden years, came swarming back upon her, inter- 
mingled with recollections of whatever was gravest in 
her subsequent life, one picture precisely as vivid as 
another, as if all were of similar importance, or all ahke 
a play Possibly, it was an mshnctive device of her spirit, 
to reheve itself, by the exhibition of these phantasma- 
goric forms, from the cruel weight and hardness of the 
reahty 

Be that as it rmght, the scaffold of the pillory was 
pomt of view that revealed to Hester Prynne the entire^ 
track along which she had been treadmg smce her happy 
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infancy Standing on that miserable eminence, she saw 
again her native village, m Old England, and her pa- 
ternal home, a decayed house of gray stone, with a 
poverty-stricken aspect, but retaimng a half-obhterated 
shield of arms over the portal, m token of anbque gen- 
tihty She saw her father’s face, with its bald brow, and 
reverend white beard, that flowed over the old-fashioned 
Ehzabethan ruff, her mother’s, too, with the look of 
heedful and anxious love which it always wore in her 
remembrance, and which, even since her death, had so 
often laid the impediment of a gentle remonstrance in 
her daughter’s pathway She saw her own face, glowing 
with grrhsh beauty, and illuminabng all the mterior of 
the dusky mirror in which she had been wont to gaze 
at It There she beheld another countenance, of a man 
well sbicken in years, a pale, thin, scholar-hke visage, 
with eyes dim and bleared by the lamphght that had 
served them to pore over many ponderous books Yet 
those same bleared opbcs had a strange, penetrabng 
power, when it was their owner’s purpose to read Jhe 
human soul This figure of the study and the cloister, 
as Hester Prynne’s womanly fancy failed not to recall, 
was slightly deformed, with the left shoulder a trifle 
higher than the right Next rose before her, in memory’s 
picture-gallery, the intricate and narrow thoroughfares, 
the tall, gray houses, the huge cathedrals, and the pubhc 
edifices, ancient in date and quamt m architecture, of a 
Conbnental city, where a new life had awaited her, sbll 
in connection with the misshapen scholar, a new life, but 
feedmg itself on bme-worn materials, like a tuft of green 
moss on a crumbhng wall Lastly, m heu of these shift- 
mg scenes, came back the rude market-place of the Pun- 
tan settlement, with all the townspeople assembled and 
levelling their stern regards at Hester Prynne — yes, at 
herself — who stood on the scaffold of the pillory, an 
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infant on her arm, and the letter A, in scarlet, fantash- 
cally embroidered with gold-thread, upon her bosomi 
Could It be true? She clutched the child so fiercely to 
her breast, that it sent forth a cry, she turned her eyes 
downward at the scarlet letter, and even touched it with 
her finger, to assure herself that the infant and the shame 
were real Yes! — these were her reahbes — all else had 
vanished! 


m THE HECOGNinON 

From this intense consciousness of being the object of 
severe and umversal observation, the wearer of the scar- 
let letter was at length relieved, by discerning, on the 
outskirts of the crowd, a figure which irresistibly took 
possession of her thoughts An Indian, in his native garb, 
was standing there, but the red men were not so in- 
frequent visitors of the Enghsh -settlements, that one 
of them would have attracted any notice from Hester 
Prynne at such a time, much less would he have ex- 
cluded all other objects and ideals from her mind By 
the Indian’s side, and evidently sustaining a companion- 
ship with him, stood a white man, clad in a strange dis- 
array of civilized and savage costume 

He was small in stature, with a furrowed visage, 
which, as yet, could hardly be termed aged There was 
a remarkable mtelhgence in his features, as of a person 
who had so cultivated his mental part that it could not 
fail to mould the physical to itself, and become manifest 
by unmistakable tokens Although, by a seemingly care- 
less arrangement of his heterogeneous garb, he had en- 
deavored to conceal or abate the pecuhanty, it was 
sufficiently evident to Hester Prynne that one of this 
man’s shoulders rose higher than the other Again, at 
the first instant of perceiving that thin visage, and the 
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slight deformity of the figure, she pressed her infant to 
her bosom with so convulsive a force that the poor babe 
uttered another cry of pam But the mother did not seem 
to hear it 

At his arrival m the market-place, and some time be- 
fore she saw him, the stranger had bent his eyes on 
Hester Prynne It was carelessly, at first, hke a man 
chiefly accustomed to look mward, and to whom external 
matters are of little value and import, unless they bear 
relahon to something within his mind Very soon, how- 
ever, his look became keen and penetrative A writhing 
horror twisted itself across his features, hke a snake 
ghding swiftly over them, and making one little pause, 
with all its wreathed intervolubons in open sight His 
face darkened with some powerful emotion, which, 
nevertheless, he so instantaneously controlled by an ef- 
fort of his will, that, save at a single moment, its expres- 
sion might have passed for calmness After a brief space, 
the convulsion grew almost imperceptible, and finally 
^ubsided into the depths of his nature When he found 
the eyes of Hester Prynne fastened on his o^vn, and saw 
that she appeared to recognize him, he slowly and calmly 
raised his finger, made a gesture with it in the air, and 
laid it on his hps 

Then, touching the shoulder of a townsman who stood 
next to him, he addressed him, in a formal and courteous 
manner 

“I pray you, good Sir,” said he, "who is this woman? 
— and wherefore is she here set up to pubhc shame?” 

“You must needs be a stranger in this region, friend,” 
answered the townsman, looking cunously at the ques- 
tioner and his savage companion, “else you would surely 
have heard of Mistress Hester Prynne, and her evil do- 
mgs She hath raised a great scandal, I promise you, in 
godly Master Dimmesdale’s church ” 
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‘Tou say truly,” replied the other “I am a strauger, 
and have been a wanderer, sorely against my wilL I 
have met with gnevous mishaps by sea and land, and 
have been long held in bonds among the heathen-folk, 
to the southward, and am now brought hither by this 
Indian to be redeemed out of my captivity Will it please 
you, therefore, to tell me of Hester Prynne’s — ^have I her 
name rightly? — of this woman’s offences, and what has 
brought her to yonder scaffold?” 

"Truly, friend, and methmks it must gladden your 
heart, after your troubles and sojourn m the wilderness,” 
said the townsman, "to find yourself, at length, m a land 
where iniquity is searched out, and punished m the sight 
of rulers and people, as here in our godly New England 
Yonder woman. Sir, you must know, was the wife of a 
certain learned man, Engbsh by birth, but who had long 
dwelt in Amsterdam, whence, some good bme agone, 
he was minded to cross over and cast in his lot with us 
of the Massachusetts. To this purpose, he sent his wife 
before him, remairung himself to look after some nec- 
essary affairs Marry, good Sir, in some two years, or less, 
that the woman has been a dweller here in Boston, no 
bdmgs have come of this learned gentleman. Master 
Prynne, and his young wife, look you, being left to her 
own misguidance — ” 

“Ahl — ahal — I conceive you,” said the stranger with 
a bitter smile “So learned a man as you speak of should 
have learned this too m his books And who, by your 
favor. Sir, may be the father of yonder babe — ^it is some 
three or four months old, I should judge — which Mis- 
tress Prynne is holding m her arms?” 

“Of a truth, friend, that matter remaineth a nddle; 
and the Daniel who shall expound it is yet a-wantmg,” 
answered the townsman "Madam Hester absolutely re- 
fused! to speak, and the magistrates have laid their 
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heads together in vain Peradventure the guilty one 
stands looking on at this sad spectacle, unknown of man, 
and forgetting that God sees him ” 

“The learned man,” observed the stranger, with an- 
other smile, "should come himself, to look mto the mys- 
tery ” 

"It behooves hun well, if he be sbll in hfe,” responded 
the townsman “Now, good Sir, our Massachusetts mag- 
istracy, bethinking themselves that this woman is youth- 
ful and fair, and doubtless was strongly tempted to her 
fall — and that, moreover, as is most hkely, her husband 
may be at the bottom of the sea — they have not been 
bold to put m force tbe extremity of our righteous law 
agamst her The penalty thereof is death But m their 
great mercy and tenderness of heart, they have doomed 
Mistress Prynne to stand only a space of three hours on 
the platform of the pillory, and then and thereafter, for 
the remamder of her natural life, to wear a mark of 
shame upon her bosom ” 

"A wise sentence!” remarked the stranger, gravely 
bowing his head “Thus she will be a hving sermon 
against sm, until the ignominious letter be engraved 
upon her tombstone It irks me, nevertheless, that the 
partner of her imquity should not, at least, stand on the 
scaffold by her side But he will be known! — he wi!l be 
known' — ^he will be known!” 

He bowed courteously to the communicabve towns- 
man, and, whispering a few words to his Indian attend- 
ant, they both made their way through the crowd 

While this passed, Hester Prynne had been standing 
on her pedestal, sbll with a fixed gaze towards the sban- 
ger, so fixed a gaze, that, at moments of intense ab- 
sorpbon, all other objects m the visible world seemed 
to vanish, leavmg only him and her Such an mterview, 
perhaps, would have been more terrible than even to 
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meet him as she now did, with the hot, mid-day sun 
burning down upon her face, and lighting up its shame, 
with the scarlet token of infamy on her breast, with the 
sm-bom infant m her arms, with a whole people, drawn 
forth, as to a festival, staring at the features that should 
have been seen only in the qmet gleam of the fireside, 
in the happy shadow of a home, or beneath a matronly 
veil, at church Dreadful as it was, she was conscious of 
a shelter in the presence of these thousand witnesses It 
was better to stand thus, with so many betwixt him and 
her, than to greet him, face to face, they two alone She 
fled for refuge, as it were, to the pubhc exposure, and 
dreaded the moment when its protection should be with- 
drawn from her Involved in these thoughts, she scarcely 
heard a voice behind her, until it had repeated her name 
more than once, in a loud and solemn tone, audible to 
the whole multitude 

“Hearken unto me, Hester Prynne!” said the voice 

It has already been noticed, that directly over the plat- 
form on which Hester Prynne stood was a kind of bal- 
cony, or open gallery, appended to the meeting-house 
It was the place whence proclamations were wont to be 
made, amidst an assemblage of the magistracy, with all 
the ceremonial that attended such pubhc observances in 
those days Here, to witness the scene which we are de- 
scribing, sat Governor Bellingham himself, with four ser- 
geants about his chair, bearing halberds, as a guard of 
honor He wore a dark feather in his hat, a border of 
embroidery on his cloak, and a black velvet tumc be- 
neath, a gentleman advanced in years, with a hard ex- 
perience written in his wnnkles He was not lU fitted to 
be the head and representabve of a community, which 
owed its origin and progress, and its present state of 
development, not to the impulses of youth, but to the 
stem and tempered energies of manhood, and the som- 
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bre sagacity of age, accomplishing so much, precisely 
because it imagined and hoped so httle The other emi- 
nent characters, by whom the chief ruler was surrounded, 
were distinguished by a dignity of mien, belonging to 
a period when the forms of authority were felt to possess 
the sacredness of Divine institutions They were, doubt- 
less, good men, just, and sage But, out of the whole 
human family, it would not have been easy to select the 
same number of wise and virtuous persons, who should 
be less capable of sitting in judgment on an erring wom- 
an’s heart, and disentanghng its mesh of good and evil, 
than the sages of rigid aspect towards whom Hester 
Prynne now turned her face She seemed conscious, in- 
deed, that whatever sympathy she might expect lay m 
the larger, and warmer heart of the multitude, for, as she 
‘lifted her eyes towards the balcony, the unhappy woman 
grew pale and trembled 

The voice which had called her attenbon was that 
of the reverend and famous John Wilson, the eldest 
clergyman of Boston, a great scholar, like most of his 
contemporaries in the profession, and withal a man of 
kind and genial spirit This last atbibute, however, had 
been less carefully developed than his intellectual gifts, 
and was, in truth, rather a matter of shame than self- 
congratulation with him There he stood, with a border 
of grizzled locks beneath his skull-cap, while his gray 
eyes, accustomed to the shaded hght of his study, were 
winking, hke those of Hester’s infant, in the unadulter- 
ated sunshine He looked hke the darkly engraved ppr- 
t^aits which we.see-pi:efixed~to^old volumes of sennons, 
andTiad no more Jig^than~0ne ofThose portraits would 
haveTo step forth, asTie^now did, and meddle with a 
^uesbon of human_giint~^ssieai,and anguish 

‘‘Hester Prynne,” said the clergyman, "l have striven 
with my young brother here, under whose preaching of 
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the word you have been pnvileged to sit” — here Mr. 
Wilson laid his hand on the shoulder of a pale young 
man beside him — "I have sought, I say, to persuade this 
godly youth, that he should deal with you, here in the 
face of Heaven and before these wise and upright rulers, 
and in heanng of aU the people, as touchmg the vileness 
and blackness of your sm Knowing your natural temper 
better than I, he could the better judge what arguments 
to use, whether of tenderness or terror, such as might 
prevail over your hardness and obstinacy, insomuch that 
you should no longer hide the name of him who tempted 
you to this grievous fall But he opposes to me (with 
a young man’s over-softness, albeit wise beyond his ■ 
years) that it were wronging the very nature of woman 
to force her to lay open her heart’s secrets in such broad 
dayhght, and in presence of so great a multitude Truly, 
as I sought to convince him, the shame lay in the com- 
mission of the sm, and not m the showing of it forth 
What say you to it, once again, Brother Dimmesdale? 
Must It be thou, or I, that shall deal with this poor 
sinner’s soul?” 

There was a murmur among the dignified and rev- 
erend occupants of the balcony, and Governor Belhng- 
ham gave expression to its purport, speaking m an 
authontative voice, although tempered with respect to- 
wards the youthful clergyman whom he addressed 

“Good Master Dimmesdale,” said he, “the responsi- 
bility of this woman’s soul lies gready with you It 
behooves you, therefore, to exhort her to repentance, 
and to confession, as a proof and consequence thereof.” 

The directness of this appeal drew the eyes of the 
whole crowd upon the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, a 
young clergyman, who had come from one of the great 
Enghsh universities, bringing all the leammg of the age 
mto our wild forest-land. His eloquence and religious 
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fervor had already given the earnest of high eminence m 
his profession He was a person of very striking aspect, 
with a white, lofty, and impending brow, large, brown, 
melancholy eyes, and a mouth which, unless when he 
forcibly compressed it, was apt to be tremulous, express- 
ing both nervous sensibihty and a vast power of self- 
restraint Notwithstanding his high nabve gifts and 
scholar-like attainments, there was an air about this 
young minister — an apprehensive, a startled, a half- 
frightened look — as of a being who felt Ji^self quite 
astray and at a loss in the pathway of human existence, 
and could only be at ease in some seclusion of his own 
Therefore, so far as his duties would permit, he trod in 
the shadowy by-paths, and thus kept himself simple and 
childhke, coming forth, when occasion was, with a fresh- 
ness, and fragrance, and dewy purity of thought, which, 
as many people said, affected them hke the speech of 
an angel 

Such was the young man whom the Reverend Mr. 
Wilson and the Governor had introduced so openly to 
the public notice, bidding him speak, in the hearing of 
all men, to that mystery of a woman’s soul, so sacred 
even in its pollution The trying nature of his posihon 
drove the blood from his cheek, and made his bps tremu- 
lous 

"Speak to the woman, my brother,” said Mr Wilson 
“It IS of moment to her soul, and therefore, as the wor- 
shipful Governor says, momentous to thine own, m whose 
charge hers is Exhort her to confess the truth!" 

The Reverend Mr Dunmesdale bent his head, in si- 
lent prayer, as it seemed, and then came forward. 

"Hester Prynne,” said he, leaning over the balcony 
and looking down steadfastly into her eyes, “thou hear- 
est what this good man says, and seest the accountabihty 
under which I labor If thou feelest it to be for thy souls 
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peace, and that thy earthly punishment will thereby be 
made more effectual to salvation, I charge thee to speak 
out the name of thy fellow-sinner and fellow-suffererl 
Be not silent from any mistaken pity and tenderness for 
him, for, believe me, Hester, though he were to step 
down from a high place, and stand there beside thee, 
on thy pedestal of shame, yet better were it so, than 
to hide a guilty heart through life What can thy silence 
do for him, except it tempt him — yea, compel him, as 
It were — to add hyp ocn^ to sm? Heaven hath granted 
thee an open ignominy, that thereby thou mayest work 
out an open triumph over the evil within thee, and the 
sorrow without Take heed how thou deniest to him — 
who, perchance, hath not the courage to grasp it for 
himself — the bitter, but wholesome, cup that is now pre- 
sented to thy bps!” 

The young pastor’s voice was tremulously sweet, rich, 
deep, and broken The feeling that it so evidently mani- 
fested, rather than the direct purport of the words, 
caused it to vibrate within all hearts, and brought the 
hsteners into one accord of sympathy Even the poor 
baby, at Hester’s bosom, was affected by the same in- 
fluence, for It directed its hitherto vacant gaze towards 
Mr. Dimmesdale, and held up its httle arms, with a 
half-pleased, half-plaintive murmur So powerful seemed 
the minister’s appeal that the people could not beheve 
but that Hester Prynne would speak out the guilty 
name, or else that the guilty one himself, in whatever 
high or lowly place he stood, would be drawn forth by 
an inward and inevitable necessity, and compelled to 
ascend the scaffold 

Hester shook her head 

“Woman, trangress not beyond the limits of Heaven’s 
mercy!” cried the Reverend Mr Wilson, more harshly 
than before “That httle babe hath been gifted with a 
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voice, to second and confirm the counsel which thou 
hast heard Speak out the namel That, and thy repent- 
ance, may avail to take the scarlet letter o£F thy breast ” 
“Neverl” rephed Hester Piynne, looking, not at Mr. 
Wilson, but into the deep and troubled eyes of the 
younger clergyman “It is too deeply branded Ye can- 
not take It off And would that I might endure his agony, 
as well as minel” 

“Speak, woman!” said another voice, coldly and 
sternly, proceeding from the crowd about the scaffold 
“Speak, and give your child a father!” 

“I wiU not speakf” answered Hester, turning pale as 
death, but responding to this voice, which she too surely 
recognized “And my child must seek a heavenly Father, 
she shall never know an earthly one*” 

“She will not speak'” murmured Mr Dimmesdale, 
who, leaning over the balcony, with his hand upon his 
heart, had awaited the result of his appeal He now 
drew back, with a long respiration “Wondrous strength 
and generosity of a woman s heart! She will not speak!” 

Discerning the impracticable state of the poor cul- 
prit’s mind, the elder clergyman, who had carefully pre- 
pared himself for the occasion, addressed to the multi- 
tude a discourse on sin, in all its branches, but with 
continual reference to the ignominious letter So forcibly 
did he dwell upon this symbol, for the hour or more 
during which his periods were rolling over the people’s 
heads, that it assumed new terrors in their imagmabon, 
and seemed to derive its scarlet hue from the flames of 
the infernal pit, Hester Prynne, meanwhile, kept her 
place upon the pedestal of shame, with glazed eyes, and 
an air of weary mdifference She had borne, that morn- 
ing, all that nature could endure, and as her tempera- 
ment was not of the order that escapes from too intense 
suffering by a swoon, her spirit could only shelter itself 
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beneath a stony crust of insensibility, while the faculbes 
of anunal hfe remained enbre In this state, the voice of 
the preacher thundered remorselessly, but unavailmgly, 
upon her ears The infant, during the latter porbon of 
her ordeal, pierced the air with its waihngs and screams, 
she sbove to hush it, mechanically, but seemed scarcely 
to sympathize with its trouble With the same hard de- 
meanor, she was led back to prison, and vanished from 
the public gaze within its iron-damped portal It was 
whispered, by those who peered after her, that the scar- 
let letter threw a lurid gleam along the dark passage- 
way of the interior 


IV THE INTERVIEW 

After her return to the prison, Hester Prynne was 
found to he in a state of nervous excitement that de- 
manded constant watchfulness lest she should perpetrate 
violence on herself, or do some half-frenzied mischief to 
the poor babe As mght approached, it proving impossi- 
ble to quell her insubordinabon by rebuke or threats of 
punishment. Master Brackett, the jailer, thought fit to 
introduce a physician He described turn as a man of 
skill m all Chnsban modes of physical science, and hke- 
wise familiar with whatever the savage people could 
teach, in respect to medicinal herbs and roots that grew 
m the forest To say the truth, there was much need of 
professional assistance, not merely for Hester herself, 
but sbll more urgently for the child, who, drawing its 
sustenance from the maternal bosom, seemed to have 
drank m with it all the turmoil, the angmsh and despair, 
which pervaded the mother s system It now writhed in 
convulsions of pam, and was a forcible type in its htde 
frame, of the moral agony which Hester Prynne had 
borne throughout the day. 
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Closely following the jailer into the dismal apartment 
appeared that individual, of singular aspect, whose pres- 
ence in the crowd had been of such deep interest to the 
wearer of the scarlet letter. He was lodged in the prison, 
not as suspected of any offence, but as the most con- 
venient and suitable mode of disposing of him, until the 
magistrates should have conferred with the Indian saga- 
mores respecting his ransom His name was announced 
as Roger Chillingworth The jailer, after ushering hun 
into the room, remained a moment, marvelhng at the 
comparative quiet that followed his entrance, for Hester 
Prynne had immediately become as still as death, al- 
though the child continued to moan. 

"Prithee, friend, leave me alone with my pabent," 
said the pracbboner "Trust me, good jailer, you shall 
briefly have peace in your house, and, I promise you, 
Misbess Prynne shall hereafter be more amenable to 
just authority than you may have found her heretofore,” 
“Nay, if your worship can accomphsh that,” answered 
Master Brackett, "I shall own you for a man of skill in- 
deed' Venly, the woman hath been hke a possessed one, 
and there lacks httle, that I should take m hand to drive ' 
Satan out of her with stripes ” j 

The stranger had entered the room with the charao- 
tensbc quietude of the profession to which he announced 
himself as belongmg Nor did his demeanor change, 
when the withdrawal of the prison-keeper left hun face 
to face with the woman, whose absorbed nobce of him, 
in the crowd, had intimated so close a relabon between 
himself and her His first care was given to the child, 
whose cries, mdeed, as she lay writhing on the trundle- 
bed, made it of peremptoiy necessity to postpone all 
other business to the task of soothing her He examined 
the infant carefully, and then proceeded to unclasp a 
leathern case, which he took from beneath his dress. It 
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appeared to contain medical preparabons, one of which 
he mingled with a cup of water 

"My old studies in alchemy,” observed he, "and my 
sojourn, for above a year past, among a people well 
versed in the kindly properbes of simples, have made a 
better physician of me than many that claim the medi- 
cal degree Here, womanl The child is yours — she is 
none or mine — neither will she recognize my voice or 
aspect as a father’s Admimster this draught, therefore, 
with thine own hand " 

Hester repelled the ofiFered medicine, at the same bme 
gazing with sbongly marked apprehension into his face 
"Wouldst thou avenge thyself on the mnocent babe?” 
whispered she 

"Foolish woman!” responded the physician, half 
coldly, half soothingly "What should ail me, to harm 
this misbegotten and miserable babe? The medicine is 
potent for good, and were it my child — ^yea, mine own, 
as well as thine! — I could do no better for it " 

As she sbll hesitated, being, in fact, in no reasonable 
state of mind, he took the mfant in his arms, and him- 
self admimstered the draught It soon proved its efficacy, 
and redeemed the leech’s pledge The moans of the 
httle pabent subsided, its convulsive tossings gradually 
ceased, and, in a few moments, as is the custom of young 
children after rehef from pam, it sank into a profound 
and dewy slumber The physician, as he had a fair right 
to be termed, next bestowed his attenbon on the mother 
With calm and mtent scrutmy, he felt her pulse, looked 
mto her eyes — a gaze that made her heart shrink and 
shudder, because so famihar, and yet so sbange and 
cold — and, finally, sabsfied with his mvesbgabon, pro- 
ceeded to mingle another draught 

“I know not Lethe nor Nepenthe,” remarked he, "but 
I have learned many new secrets m the wilderness, and 
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here is one of them — a recipe that an Indian taught me, 
in requital of some lessons of my own, that were as old 
as Paracelsus Drink itl It may be less soothing than a 
sinless conscience That I cannot give thee But it will 
calm the swell and heaving of thy passion, hke oil 
thrown on the waves of a tempestuous sea ” 

He presented the cup to Hester, who received it with 
a slow, earnest look into his face, not precisely a look 
of fear, yet full of doubt and quesbomng, as to what his 
purposes might be She looked also at her slumbering 
child 

“I have thought of death,” said she — “have wished for 
It — would even have prayed for it, were it fit that such 
as I should pray for anything Yet, if death be in this 
cup, I bid thee think again, ere thou beholdest me quaff 
it Seel It IS even now at my bps ” 

"Drink, then,” replied he, still with the same cold 
composure “Dost thou know me so little, Hester Prynne? 
Are my purposes wont to be so shallow? Even if I im- 
agine a scheme of vengeance, what could I do better 
for my object than to let thee live — than to give thee 
medicines against all harm and peril of life — so that 
this burning shame may still blaze upon thy bosom?” 
As he spoke, he laid his long forefinger on the scarlet 
letter, which forthwith seemed to scorch into Hester’s 
breast, as if it had been red-hot He noticed her in- 
voluntary gesture, and smiled "Live, therefore, and bear 
about thy doom with thee, in the eyes of men and 
women — in the eyes of him whom thou didst call thy 
husband — m the eyes of yonder child! And, that thou 
mayest live, take off this draught” 

Without further expostulation or delay, Hester Prynne 
drained the cup, and, at the motion of the man of skill, 
seated herself on the bed where the child was sleeping, 
while he drew the only chair which the room afforded. 
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and took his own seat beside her She could not but 
tremble at these preparabons, for she felt that — having 
now done all that humanity, or principle, or, if so it 
were, a refined cruelty, impelled him to do, for the 
rehef of physical suffermg — he was next to treat with 
her as the man whom she had most deeply and irrepa- 
rably injured 

“Hester,” said he, “I ask not wherefore, nor how, thou 
has fallen into the pit, or say, rather, thou hast ascended 
to the pedestal of infamy, on which I found thee The 
reason is not far to seek It was my folly, and thy weak- 
ness I — a man of thought — the book-worm of greaT 
hbraries — a man already in decay, having given my best 
years to feed the hungry dream of knowledge — ^what 
had I to do with youth and beauty hke thme own! Mis- 
shapen from my birth-hour, how could I delude myself 
with the idea that intellectual gifts might veil physical 
deformity m a young girl’s fantasy! Men call me wise 
If sages were ever wise in their own behoof, I might 
have foreseen all this. I might have known that, as I came 
out of the vast and dismal forest, and entered this settle- 
ment of Christian men, the very first object to meet my 
eyes would be thyself, Hester Prynne, standing up, a 
statue of Ignominy, before the people Nay, from the 
moment when we came down the old church steps to- 
gether, a married pair, I might have beheld the bale- 
fire of that scarlet letter blazing at the end of our path'” 

“Thou knowest,” said Hester — for, depressed as she 
was, she could not endure this last quiet stab at the 
token of her shame — “thou knowest that I was frank 
with thee I felt no love, nor feigned any ” 

“True,” rephed he “It was my foUyl I have said it 
But, up to tliat epoch of my life, I had hved m vain 
The world had been so cheerless' My heart was a habita- 
tion large enough for many guests, but lonely and chill, 
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and without a household fire I longed to kindle one! It 
seemed not so wild a dream — old as I was, and sombre 
as I was, and misshapen as I was — that the simple bhss, 
which is scattered far and wide, for all mankind to 
gather up, might yet be imne And so, Hester, I drew 
thee into my heart, into its innermost chamber, and 
sought to warm thee by the warmth which thy presence 
made there!” 

“I have greatly wronged thee," murmured Hester 

"We have wronged each other,” answered he “Mine 
was the first wrong, when I betrayed thy budding youthi 
mto a false and unnatural relation with my decay There- 
fore, as a man who has not thought and philosophized 
in vain, I seek no vengeance, plot no evil against thee 
Between thee and me, the scale hangs fairly balanced 
But, Hester, the man hves who has wronged us both! 
Who IS he?” 

“Ask me not!” replied Hester Prynne, looking firmly 
mto his face “That thou shalt never know!” 

"Never, sayest thou?" rejoined he, with a smile of 
dark and self-relying intelhgence. "Never know him! Be- 
heve me, Hester, there are few things — whether in the 
outward world, or, to a certain depth, m the mvisible 
sphere of thought — few things hidden from the man 
who devotes himself earnestly and unreservedly to the 
solution of a mystery Thou mayest cover up thy secret 
from the prying mulbtude Thou mayest conceal it, too, 
from the ministers and magistrates, even as thou didst 
this day, when they sought to wrench the name out of 
thy heart, and give thee a partner on thy pedestal But, 
as for me, 1 come to the mquest with other senses than 
they possess I shall seek this man, as 1 have sought 
truth in books, as I have sought gold m alchemy There 
is a sympathy that will make me conscious of him I 
shall see hun tremble I shall feel myself shudder, sud- 
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denly and unawares. Sooner or later, he must needs be 
minel” 

The eyes of the wrinkled scholar glowed so intensely 
upon her, that Hester Prynne clasped her hands over 
her heart, dreading lest he should read the secret there 
at once 

‘‘Thou wilt not reveal his name? Not the less he is 
mine,” resumed he, with a look of confidence, as if 
destiny were at one with him “He bears no letter of 
infamy wrought into his garment, as thou dost, but I 
shall read it on his heart Yet fear not for him! Think 
not that I shall interfere with Heaven’s own method of 
retribution, or, to my own loss, betray him to the gripe 
of human law Neither do thou imagine that I shall con- 
trive aught against his life, no, nor against his fame, if, 
as I judge, he be a man of fair repute Let him live' Let 
him hide himself in outward honor, if he may! Not the 
less he shall be minel” 

“Thy acts are like mercy,” said Hester, bewildered 
and appalled “But thy words interpret thee as a ter- 
ror!” 

“One thing, thou that wast my wife, I would enjoin 
upon thee,” continued the scholar “Thou hast kept the 
secret of thy paramour Keep, hkewise, mine' There are 
none m this land that know me Breathe not, to any hu- 
man soul, that thou didst ever call me husband! Here, 
on this wild outskirt of the earth, I shall pitch my tent, 
for, elsewhere a wanderer, and isolated from human m- 
terests, I find here a woman, a man, a child, amongst 
whom and myself there exist the closest hgaments No 
matter whether of love or hate, no matter whether of 
nght or viTong! Thou and thine, Hester Prynne, belong 
to me My home is where thou art, and where he is 
But betray me not!” 

“Wherefore dost thou desue it?” inquired Hester, 
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shrinking, she hardly knew why, from this secret bond 
“Why not announce thyself openly, and cast me oS at 
once?” 

“It may be,” he rephed, “because I will not encounter 
the dishonor that besmirches the husband of a faithless 
woman It may be for other reasons Enough, it is my 
purpose to hve and die unknown Let, therefore, thy 
husband be to the world as one already dead, and of 
whom no tidings shall ever come Recognize me not, 
by word, by sign, by looki Breathe not the secret, above 
all, to the man thou wettest of Shouldst thou fail me m 
this, beware' His fame, his position, his hfe, will be in 
my hands Bewarel” 

“I will keep thy secret, as I have his,” said Hester 

“Swear it'” rejoined he 

And she took the oath 

"And now. Mistress Prynne,” said old Roger Chilhng- 
worth, as he was hereafter to be named, “I leave thee 
alone, alone with thy infant, and the scarlet letterl How 
IS it, Hester? Doth thy sentence bind thee to wear the 
token in thy sleep? Art thou not afraid of nightmares 
and hideous dreams'*" 

“Why dost thou smile so at me?” inquired Hester, 
troubled at the expression of his eyes “Art thou hke the 
Black Man that haunts the forest round about us? Hast 
thou enticed me into a bond that will prove the rum of 
my soul?” 

"Not thy soul," he answered, with another smile “No, 
not thinel" 


V HESTER AT HER NEEDLE 

Hester Prynne’s term of confinement was now at an 
end Her pnson-door was thrown open, and she came 
forth into the sunshine, which, falhng on all ahke. 
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seemed, to her sick and morbid heart, as if meant for 
no other purpose than to reveal the scarlet letter on her 
breast Perhaps there was a more real torture in her first 
unattended footsteps from the threshold of the pnson, 
than even m the procession and spectacle that have been 
descnbed, where she was made the common infamy, at 
which all mankind was summoned to point its finger 
Then, she was supported by an unnatural tension of the 
nerves, and by all the combabve energy of her character, 
which enabled her to convert the scene into a kind of 
lund triumph It was, moreover, a separate and insulated 
event, to occur but once m her lifetime, and to meet 
which, therefore, reckless of economy, she might call up 
the vital strength that would have sufficed for many 
quiet years The very law that condemned her — a giant 
of stern features, but with vigor to support, as well as to 
anmhilate, m his iron arm — had held her up, through 
the terrible ordeal of her ignominy But now, with this 
unattended walk from her pnson-door, began the daily 
custom, and she must either sustain and carry it for- 
ward by the ordinary resources of her nature, or sink 
beneath it She could no longer borrow from the future 
to help her through the present grief Tomorrow would 
bring Its own trial with it, so would the next day, and 
so would the next, each its own trial, and yet the very 
same that was now so unutterably grievous to be borne 
The days of the far-off future would toil onward, s till 
with the same burden for her to take up, and bear along 
with her, but never to fling down, for the accumulatmg 
days, and added years, would pile up their tmsery upon 
the heap of shame Throughout them all, giving up her 
indmduahty, she would become the general symbol at 
which the preacher and morahst might pomt, and m 
which they might vivify and embody their images of 
woman’s frailty and smful passion Thus the young and 
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pure would be taught to look at her, with the scarlet 
letter flanuug on her breast — at her, the child of honor- 
able parents — at her, the mother of a babe, that would 
hereafter be a woman — at her, who had once been m- 
nocent — as the figure, the body, the reahty of sin And 
over her grave, the infamy that she must carry thither 
would be her only monument 

It may seem marvellous, that, with the world before 
her — kept by no restrictive clause of her condemnation 
within the hmits of the puritan settlement, so remote 
and so obscure — free to return to her birthplace, or to 
any other European land, and there hide her character 
and idenbty under a new extenor, as completely as if 
emerging mto another state of being — and having also 
the passes of the dark, inscrutable forest open to her, 
where the wildness of her nature might assimilate itself 
with a people whose customs and life were ahen from 
the law that had condemned her — it may seem marvel- 
lous that this woman should shll call that place her 
home, where, and where only, she must needs be the 
type of shame But there is a fatabty, a feehng so ir- 
resistible and mevitable that it has the force of doom, 
which almost invariably compels human bemgs to hnger 
around and haunt, ghosthke, the spot where some great 
and marked event has given the color to their hfetime, 
and sbll the more irresistibly, the darker the bnge that 
saddens it Her sin, her ignominy, were the roots which 
she had sbuck mto the soil It was as if a new birth, with 
stronger assimilabons than the first, had converted the 
forest-land, sbU so uncongemal to every other pilgnm 
and wanderer, into Hester Prynne’s wild and dreary, but 
hfe-long home All other scenes of earth — even that vil- 
lage of rural England, where happy infancy and stam- 
less maidenhood seemed yet to be m her mother’s keep- 
mg, hke garments put off long ago — were foreign to her. 
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in comparison The chain that bound her here was of 
iron hnks, and galhng to her inmost soul, but could 
never be broken 

It might be, too — doubtless it was so, although she 
hid the secret from herself, and grew pale whenever it 
struggled out of her heart, bke a serpent from its hole 
— it might be that another feeling kept her within the 
scene and pathway that had been so fatal There dwelt, 
there trode the feet of one with whom she deemed her- 
self connected m a union, that, unrecognized on earth, 
would bring them together before the bar of final judg- 
ment, and make that their marriage-altar, for a joint 
futurity of endless retribution Over and over again, the 
tempter of souls had thrust this idea upon Hester’s con- 
templation, and laughed at the passionate and desperate 
joy with which she seized, and then strove to cast it 
from her She barely looked the idea in the face, and 
hastened to bar it in its dungeon What she compelled 
herself to believe — what, finally, she reasoned upon, as 
her motive for continuing a resident of New England — 
was half a truth, and half a self-delusion Here, she said 
to herself, had been the scene of her guilt, and here 
should be the scene of her earthly punishment, and so, 
perchance, the torture of her daily shame would at 
length purge her soul, and work out another purity than 
that which she had lost, more saint-hke, because the 
result of martyrdom 

Hester Prynne, therefore, did not flee On the out- 
skirts of the tosvn, vntlim the verge of the pemnsula, but 
not in close vicinity to any other habitation, there was 
a small thatched cottage It had been built by an earher 
settler, and abandoned, because the soil about it was 
too sterile for cultivation, while its comparative remote- 
ness put it out of the sphere of that social acbvity which 
aheady marked the habits of the emigrants It stood on 
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the shore, looking across a basin of the sea at the forest- 
covered hills, towards the west A clump of scrubby 
trees, such as alone grew on the perunsula, did not so 
much conceal the cottage from view, as seem to denote 
that here was some object which would fain have been, 
or at least ought to be, concealed In this httle, lonesome 
dwelling, with some slender means that she possessed, 
and by the hcense of the magistrates, who still kept an 
inquisitorial watch over her, Hester estabhshed herself, 
with her infant child A mysbc shadow of suspicion im- 
mediately attached itself to the spot Children, too young 
to comprehend wherefore this woman should be shut 
out from the sphere of human charibes, would creep 
nigh enough to behold her plymg her needle at the 
cottage-window, or standing at the doorway, or laboring 
in her httle garden, or coming forth along the pathway 
that led townward, and discerning the scarlet letter on 
her breast, would scamper off with a strange, contagious 
fear 

Lonely as was Hester’s situation, and without a friend 
on earth who dared to show himself, she, however, in- 
curred no iisk of want She possessed an art that suf- 
ficed, even in a laud that afforded comparatively httle 
scope for its exercise, to supply food for her thriving 
infant and herself It was the art — then, as now, almost 
the only one within a woman’s grasp — of needlework 
She bore on her breast, in the curiously embroidered 
letter, a specimen of her dehcate and imaginative skill, 
of which the dames of a court might gladly have availed 
themselves, to add the richer and more spiritual adorn- 
ment of human ingenuity to their fabrics of silk and 
gold Here, indeed, in the sable simphcity that generally 
characterized the Puritanic modes of dress, there might 
be an infrequent call for the finer productions of her 
handiwork Yet the taste of the age, demanding what- 
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life, to exercise itself upon Women derive a pleasure, 
mcomprehensible to the other sex, from the dehcate toil 
of the needle To Hester Prynne it might have been a 
mode of expressing, and therefore soothing, the passion 
of her hfe Like all other ]oys, she rejected it as sin 
This morbid meddling of conscience with an immaterial 
matter betokened, it is to be feared, no genmne and 
steadfast penitence, but something doubtful, something 
that might be deeply wrong, beneath 

In this manner, Hester Prynne came to have a part to 
perform in the world With her nabve energy of char- 
acter, and rare capacity, it could not entirely cast her 
off, although it had set a mark upon her, more intolerable 
to a woman’s heart than that which branded the brow 
of Cain In all her intercourse with society, however, 
there was nothing that made her feel as if she belonged 
to it Every gesture, every word, and even the silence of 
those with whom she came in contact, implied, and 
often expressed, that she was banished, and as much 
alone as if she inhabited another sphere, or commum- 
cated with the common nature by other organs and 
senses than the rest of human kind She stood apart 
from moral interests, yet close beside them, hke a ghost 
that revisits the famihar fireside, and can no longer 
make itself seen or felt, no more smile with the house- 
hold joy, nor mourn with the kindred sorrow, or, should 
it succeed m manifesting its forbidden sympathy, awak- 
enmg only terror and hornble repugnance These emo- 
tions, m fact, and its bitterest scorn besides, seemed to 
be the sole portion that she retained in the universal 
heart It was not an age of dehcacy, and her position, 
although she understood it well, and was m httle danger 
of forgettmg it, was often brought before her vivid self- 
percepbon, hke a new anguish, by the rudest touch upon 
‘ the tenderest spot The poor, as we have already said, 
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whom she sought out to be the objects of her bounty, 
often reviled the hand that was stretched forth to succor 
them Dames of elevated rank, hkewise, whose doors she 
entered m the way of her occupation, were accustomed 
to dishl drops of bitterness into her heart, sometimes 
through that alchemy of quiet malice, by which women 
can concoct a subtle poison from ordinary trifles, and 
sometimes, also, by a coarser expression, that fell upon 
the sufferer’s defenceless breast hke a rough blow upon 
an ulcerated wound Hester had schooled herself long 
and well, she never responded to these attacks, save by 
a flush of crimson that rose irrepressibly over her pale 
cheek, and again subsided into the depths of her bosom 
She was patient — a martyr, indeed — but she forbore to 
pray for her enemies, lest, in spite of her forgiving as- 
pirations, the words of the blessing should stubbornly 
twist themselves into a curse 

Continually, and m a thousand other ways, did she 
feel the mnumerable throbs of angmsh that had been 
so cunningly contrived for her by the undying, the 
ever-active sentence of the Puritan tribunal Clergymen 
paused in the street to address words of exhortation, 
that brought a crowd, with its mingled grm and frown, 
around the poor, sinful woman If she entered a church, 
trusting to share the Sabbath smile of the Umversal 
Father, it was often her mishap to find herself the text 
of the discourse She grew to have a dread of children, 
for they had imbibed from their parents a vague idea 
of something horrible m this dreary woman, gliding si- 
lently through the town, with never any compamon but 
one only child Therefore, first allowing her to pass, they 
pursued her at a distance with shrill cries, and the utter- 
ance of a word that had no distinct purport to their own 
mmds, but was none the less terrible to her, as proceed- 
mg from hps that babbled it unconsciously It seemed 
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to argue so wide a diffusion of her shame, that all nature 
knew of it, it could have caused her no deeper pang, 
had the leaves of the trees whispered the dark story 
among themselves — had the summer breeze murmured 
about It — had the wmtry blast shrieked it aloudi An- 
other pecuhar torture was felt in the gaze of a new eye. 
When strangers looked curiously at the scarlet letter — 
and none ever failed to do so — they branded it afresh 
mto Hester’s soul, so that oftentimes, she could scarcely 
refrain, yet always did refrain, from covenng the sym- 
bol with her hand But then, again, an accustomed eye 
had hkewise its own anguish to inflict Its cool stare of 
famibanty was intolerable From first to last, m short, 
Hester Prynne had always this dreadful agony m feeling 
a human eye upon the token, the spot never grew cal- 
lous, It seemed, on the contrary, to grow more sensitive 
with daily torture 

But sometimes, once in many days, or perchance in 
many months, she felt an eye — a human eye — ^upon the 
ignominious brand, that seemed to give a momentary 
relief, as if half of her agony were shared The next in- 
stant, back it all rushed again, vnth still a deeper throb 
of pain, for, in that bnef interval, she had sinned anew 
Had Hester sinned alone^ 

Her imaginabon was somewhat affected, and, had 
she been of a softer moral and intellectual fibre, would 
have been sbll more so, by the strange and soLtary an- 
guish of her hfe Walking to and fro, with those lonely 
footsteps, m the bttle world with which she was out- 
wardly connected, it now and then appeared to Hester 
— ^if altogether fancy, it was nevertheless too potent to 
be resisted — she felt or fancied, then, that the scarlet 
letter had endowed her with a new sense She shuddered 
to bebeve, yet could not help bebevmg, that it gave her 
a sympa thebe knowledge of the hidden sm m other 
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hearts She was terror-stricken by the revelations that 
were thus made What were they? Could they be other 
than the insidious whispers of the bad angel, who would 
fain have persuaded the strugghng woman, as yet only 
half his victim, that the outward guise of purity was but 
a he, and that, i f truth were every where-to be showq, 
a scarlet letter woulcTbl^e forth, on many a bosost be- 
sides Hester Erynnes? Or, must she receive those in- 
timations — so obscure, yet so distinct — as truth? In all 
her miserable experience, there was nothmg else so aw- 
ful and so loathsome as this sense It perplexed, as well 
as shocked her, by the irreverent inopportuneness of the 
occasions that brought it into vivid acbon Sometimes 
the red infamy upon her breast would give a sympathetic 
throb, as she passed near a venerable mimster or mag- 
istrate, the model of piety and justice, to whom that age 
of antique reverence looked up, as to a mortal man in 
fellowship with angels "What evil thing is at hand?” 
would Hester say to herself Lifting her reluctant eyes, 
there would be nothing human within the scope of view, 
save the form of this earthly saintl Again, a mystic sister- 
hood would contumaciously assert itself, as she met the 
sanctified frown of some matron, who, according to the 
rumor of all tongues, had kept cold snow within her 
bosom throughout life That unsunned snow in the ma- 
tron’s bosom, and the burning shame on Hester Prynne’s 
— what had the two in common? Or, once more, the 
electric thrill would give her warning — "Behold, Hester, 
here is a compamonl” — and, looking up, she would de- 
tect the eyes of a young maiden glancing at the scarlet 
letter, shyly and aside, and quickly averted with a faint, 
chill crimson m her cheeks, as if her punty were some- 
what sulhed by that momentary glance O Fiend, whose 
talisman was that fatal symbol, wouldst thou leave noth- 
ing, whether m youth or age, for this poor suiner to 
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revere? — such loss of faith is ever one of the saddest re- 
sults of sin Be it accepted as a proof that all was not 
corrupt in this poor vichm of her own frailty, and man’s 
hard law, that Hester Piynne yet struggled to beheve 
that no fellow-mortal was guilty hke herself 

The vulgar, who, in those dreary old times, were al- 
ways contributing a grotesque horror to what interested 
their imaginations, had a story about the scarlet letter 
which we might readily work up into a terrific legend. 
They averred, that the s)mibol was not mere scarlet 
cloth, tinged in an earthly dye-pot, but was red-hot with 
infernal fire, and could be seen glowing all ahght, when- 
ever Hester Prynne walked abroad in the night-time 
And we must needs say, it seared Hester’s bosom so 
deeply, that perhaps there was more truth in the rumor 
than our modern incredulity may be inclined to admit 

VI PEARL 

We have as yet hardly spoken of the infant, that httle 
creature, whose innocent life had .sprung, by the in- 
scrutable decree of Providence, a lovely and immortal 
flower, out of the rank luxuriance of a guilty passion 
How strange it seemed to the sad woman, as she 
watched the growth, and the beauty that became every 
day more brilliant, and the intelhgence that threw its 
quivering sunshine over the tiny features of this childl 
Her Pearll — For so had Hester called her, not as a name 
expressive of her aspect, which had nothing of the calm, 
white, unimpassioned lustre that would be mdicated by 
the comparison But she named the infant "Pearl,” as 
being of great pnce — ^purchased with all she had — her 
mother’s only treasure! How strange, indeed! Man had 
marked this woman’s sin by a scarlet letter, which had 
such potent and disastrous efficacy that no human sym- 
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pathy could reach her, save it were sinful hke herself 
God, as a direct consequence of the sin which man thus 
pumshed, had given her a lovely child, whose place was 
on that same dishonored bosom, to connect her parent 
for ever with the race and descent of mortals, and to be 
finally a blessed soul in heaven' Yet these thoughts af- 
fected Hester Prynne less with hope than apprehension 
She knew that her deed had been evil, she could have 
no faith, therefoie, that its result would be good Day 
after day, she looked fearfully into the child’s expanding 
nature, ever dreading to detect some dark and wild pe- 
cuhanty, that should correspond with the guilfaness to 
which she owed her being 

Certainly, there was no physical defect By its perfect 
shape, its vigor, and its natural dexterity in the use of all 
its untried limbs, the infant was worthy to have been 
brought forth in Eden, worthy to have been left there, 
to be the plaything of the angels, after the world’s first 
parents were driven out The child had a native grace 
which does not invariably coexist with faultless beauty, 
its attire, however simple, always impressed the be- 
holder as if it were the very garb that precisely became 
it best But little Pearl was not clad in rustic weeds Her 
mother, with a morbid purpose, that may be better un- 
derstood hereafter, had bought the richest tissues that 
could be procured, and allowed her imaginative faculty 
its full play in the arrangement and decorahon of the 
dresses which the child wore, before the pubhc eye So 
magnificent was the small figure, when thus arrayed, and 
such was the splendor of Pearl’s own proper beauty, 
shining through the gorgeous robes which ought have 
extinguished a paler loveUness, that there was an abso- 
lute circle of radiance around her, on the darksome cot- 
tage floor And yet a russet govm, tom and soiled with 
the child's rude play, made a picture of her ]ust as per- 
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feet Pearl’s aspect was imbued with a spell of infinite 
variety, in this one child there were many children, com- 
prehending the full scope between the wild-flower pret- 
tmess of a peasant-baby, and the pomp, in httle, of an 
mfant pnneess Throughout all, however, there was a 
trait of passion, a certain depth of hue, which she never 
lost, and if, m any of her changes, she had grown fainter 
or paler, she would have ceased to be herself — it would 
have been no longer Pearl 

This outward mutabihty indicated, and did not more 
than fairly express, the various properties of her inner 
life Her nature appeared to possess depth, too, as well 
as variety, but — or else Hester’s fears deceived her — it 
lacked reference and adaptation to the world into which 
she was bom The child could not be made amenable to 
rules In giving her existence, a great law had been 
broken, and the result was a being whose elements were 
perhaps beauhful and brilliant, but all in disorder, or 
with an order peculiar to themselves, amidst which the 
pomt of variety and arrangement was difficult or impos- 
sible to be discovered Hester could only account for the 
child’s character — and even then most vaguely and im- 
perfectly — ^by recalhng what she herself had been, dur- 
mg that momentous period while Pearl was imbibing her 
soul from the spiritual world, and her bodily frame from 
Its material of earth The mother’s impassioned state had 
been the medium through which were transmitted to the 
unborn infant the rays of its moral life, and, however 
white and clear ongmally, they had taken the deep 
stains of enmson and gold, the fiery lustre, the black 
shadow, and the untempered hght of the intervenmg 
substance Above all, the warfare of Hester’s spirit, at 
that epoch, was perpetuated in Pearl She could rec- 
ognize her wdd, desperate, defiant mood, the flightmess 
of her temper, and even some of the very cloud-shapes 
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of gloom and despondency that had brooded in her 
heart They were now illuminated by the morning radi- 
ance of a young child’s disposibon, but later in the day 
of earthly existence might be prolific of the storm and 
whirlwind 

The disciphne of the family, in those days, was of a 
far more rigid kind than now The frown, the harsh re- 
buke, the frequent apphcabon of the rod, enjoined by 
Scriptural authority, were used, not merely m the way 
of punishment for actual offences, but as a wholesome 
regimen for the growth and promobon of all childish 
virtues Hester Prynne, nevertheless, the lonely mother 
of this one child, ran little risk of erring on the side of 
undue severity Mindful, however, of her own errors and 
misfortunes, she early sought to impose a tender, but 
sbict conbol over the infant immortahty that was com- 
mitted to her charge But the task was beyond her skill 
After tesbng both smiles and frowns, and proving that 
neither mode of treatment possessed any calculable in- 
fluence, Hester was ultimately compelled to stand aside, 
and permit the child to be swayed by her own impulses. 
Physical compulsion or restraint was effectual, of course, 
while it lasted As to any other kind of disciphne, 
whether addressed to her mind or heart, httle Pearl 
might or might not be within its reach, m accordance 
with the capnce that ruled the moment Her mother, 
while Pearl was yet an infant, grew acquainted with a 
certain pecuhar look, that warned her when it would be 
labor thrown away to insist, persuade, or plead It was 
a look so intelhgent, yet mexphcable, so perverse, some- 
bmes so mahcious, but generally accompamed by a wild 
flow of spirits, that Hester could not help quesboning, 
at such moments, whether Pearl were a human child 
She seemed rather an any sprite, which, after playmg 
Its fantasbc sports for a httle while upon the cottage 
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floor, would flit away with a mocking smile Whenever 
that look appeared in her wild, bright, deeply black 
eyes, it invested her with a strange remoteness and in- 
tangibihty, it was as if she were hovering m the air and 
might vamsh, hke a ghmmering hght that comes we 
know not whence, and goes we know not whither Be- 
holding It, Hester was constrained to rush towards the 
child — to pursue the httle elf m the flight which she in- 
variably began — to snatch her to her bosom, with a close 
pressure and earnest kisses — ^not so much from overflow- 
ing love, as to assure herself that Pearl was flesh and 
blood, and not utterly delusive But Pearl’s laugh, when 
she was caught, though full of merriment and music, 
made her mother more doubtful than before 

Heart-smitten at this bewildering and baiflmg speU, 
that so often came between herself and her sole treasure, 
whom she had bought so dear, and who was all her 
world, Hester sometimes burst into passionate tears 
Then, perhaps — for there was no foreseeing how it 
might affect her — Pearl would frown, and clench her 
httle fist, and harden her small features into a stern, un- 
sympathizing look of discontent Not seldom, she would 
laugh anew, and louder than before, hke a thing in- 
capable and umntelhgent of human sorrow Or — but this 
more rarely happened — she would be convulsed with a 
rage of grief, and sob out her love for her mother m 
broken words, and seem intent on proving that she had 
a heart, by breaking it Yet Hester was hardly safe m 
confiding herself to that gusty tenderness, it passed as 
suddenly as it came Brooding over all these matters, the 
mother felt hke one who has evoked a spirit, but, by 
some irregularity m the process of conjuration, has failed 
to wm the master-word that should control this new and 
mcomprehensible intelhgence Her only real comfort 
was when the child lay in the placidity of sleep Then 
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she was sure of her, and tasted hours of quiet, dehcious 
happiness, until — ^perhaps with that perverse expression 
ghmmering from beneath her opening hds — httle Pearl 
awoke I 

How soon — ^with what strange rapidity, indeed! — did 
Pearl arrive at an age that was capable of social inter- 
course, beyond the mother’s ever-ready smile and non- 
sense-words! And then what a happiness would it have 
been could Hester Prynne have heard her clear, bird-hke 
voice mingling with the uproar of other childish voices, 
and have distinguished and unravelled her own darhng’s 
tones, amid all the entangled outcry of a group of spor- 
tive children! But this could never be Pearl was a bom 
outcast of the infantile world An imp of evil, emblem 
and product of sin, she had no right among christened 
infants. Nothing was more remarkable than the instinct, 
as It seemed, with which the child comprehended her 
lonehness, the destiny that had drawn an mviolable 
circle round about her, the whole pecuharity, in short, of 
her position in respect to other children Never, since her 
release from prison, had Hester met the pubhc gaze 
without her In all her walks about the town. Pearl, too, 
was there, first as the babe in arms, and afterwards as 
the httle gul, small companion of her mother, holding 
a forefinger with her whole grasp, and tripping along at 
the rate of three or four footsteps to one of Hester’s 
She saw the children of the settlement, on the grassy 
margin of the street, or at the domestic thresholds, dis- 
porting themselves m such grim fashion as the Puritamc 
nurture would permit, playmg at going to church, per- 
chance, or at scourgmg Quakers, or takmg scalps in a 
sham-fight with the Indians, or scaring one another with 
freaks of mutative witchcraft Pearl saw, and gazed in- 
tently, but never sought to make acquaintance If spoken 
to, she would not speak agam If the children gathered 



318 ROMANCES 

about her, as they sometimes did, Pearl would grow 
positively terrible in her puny wrath, snatching up 
stones to fling at them, with shnll, incoherent exclama- 
bons, that made her mother tremble because they had 
so much the sound of a witch’s anathemas in some un- 
known tongue 

The truth was, that the httle Puritans, being of the 
most intolerant brood that ever hved, had got a vague 
idea of something outlandish, unearthly, or at variance 
with ordinary fashions, in the mother and child, and 
therefore scorned them in their hearts, and not unfre- 
quently reviled them with their tongues Pearl felt the 
Sentiment, and requited it with the bitterest habed that 
can be supposed to rankle m a childish bosom These 
outbreaks of a fierce temper had a kind of value, and 
even comfort, for her mother, because there was at least 
an mtelhgible earnestness m the mood, instead of the 
fitful caprice that so often thwarted her in the child's 
manifestabons It appalled her, nevertheless, to discern 
here, again, a shadowy reflecbon of the evil that had 
existed In herself All this enimty and passion had Pearl 
inherited, by malienable right, out of Hester’s heart. 
Mother and daughter stood together in the same circle 
of seclusion from human society, and in the nature of the 
child seemed to be perpetuated those unquiet elements 
that had disbacted Hester Prynne before Pearl's birth, 
but had since begun to be soothed away by the softemng 
influences of maternity 

At home, withm and around her mother’s cottage, 
Pearl wanted not a wide and various circle of acquamt- 
ance The spell of life went forth from her ever-creafave 
spmt, and commumcated itself to a thousand objects, 
as a torch kmdles a flame wherever it may be applied. 
The unhkehest materials — a stack, a bunch of rags, a 
flower — were the puppets, of Pearl’s witchcraft, and. 
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without undergoing any outward change, became spirit- 
ually adapted to whatever drama occupied the stage of 
her mner world Her one baby- voice served a multitude 
of imaginary personages, old and young, to talk withal 
The pine-trees, aged, black, and solemn, and flinging 
groans and other melancholy utterances on the breeze, 
needed bttle transformation to figure as Puritan elders, 
the ughest weeds of the garden were their children, 
whom Pearl smote down and uprooted, most unmerci- 
fully It was wonderful, the vast vanety of forms mto 
which she threw her intellect, with no continuity, m- 
deed, but darting up and dancing, always m a state 
of preternatural activity — soon sinking down, as if ex- 
hausted by so rapid and feverish a tide of hfe — and suc- 
ceeded by other shapes of a similar wild energy It was 
like nothmg so much as the phantasmagonc play of the 
northern hghts In the mere exercise of the fancy, how- 
ever, and the sporbveness of a growing mind, there 
might be httle more than was observable in other chil- 
dren of bright faculties, except as Pearl, in the dearth of 
human playmates, was thrown more upon the visionary 
throng which she created The singularity lay in the hos- 
tile feehngs with which the child regarded all these off- 
spring of her own heart and mmd She never created a 
friend, but seemed always to be sowing broadcast the 
dragon’s teeth, whence sprung a harvest of armed ene- 
imes, against whom she rushed to battle It was inex- 
pressibly sad — then what depth of sorrow to a mother, 
who felt in her own heart the causel — to observe, m one 
so young, this constant recogmtion of an adverse world, 
and so fierce a traimng of the energies that were to make 
good her cause in the contest that must ensue 

Cazmg at Pearl, Hester Prynne often dropped her 
work upon her knees, and cried out with an agony which 
she would fain have hidden, but which made utterance 
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for itself, betwixt speech and a groan — “O Father m 
Heaven — if Thou art still my Father — ^what is this being 
which I have brought into the world!” And Pearl, over- 
heanng the ejaculation, or aware, through some more 
subble channel, of those throbs of anguish, would turn 
her vivid and beaubful httle face upon her mother, smile 
with spnte-hke intelhgenee, and resume her play- 

One pecuharity of the child’s deportment remams yet 
to be told 'The very first thing which she had nobced m 
her hfe was — what? — not the mother’s smile, responding 
to It, as other babies do, by that faint, embryo smile of 
the httle mouth, remembered so doubtfully afterwards, 
and with such fond discussion whether it were indeed a 
smile By no means! But that first object of which Pearl 
seemed to become aware was — shall we say it? — the 
scarlet letter on Hester’s bosom! One day, as her mother 
stooped over the cradle, the infant’s eyes had been 
caught by the ghmmenng of the gold embroidery about 
the letter, and, putting up her httle hand, she grasped 
at It, smihng not doubtfully, but with a decided gleam, 
that gave her face the look of a much older child Then, 
gaspmg for breath, did Hester Prynne clutch the fatal 
token, insbncbvely endeavoring to tear it away, so in- 
fimte was the torture inflicted by the intelLgent touch of 
Pearl’s baby-hand Again, as if her mother’s agomzed 
gesture were meant only to make sport for her, did little 
Pearl look into her eyes, and smile! From that epoch, ex- 
cept when the child was asleep, Hester had never felt a 
moment’s safety, not a moment’s calm enjoyment of her 
Weeks, it is true, would sometimes elapse, during which 
Pearl’s gaze might never once be fixed upon the scarlet 
letter, but then, again, it would come at unawares, like 
the stroke of sudden death, and always with that pe- 
culiar smile, and odd expression of the eyes 

Once, this freakish, elfish cast came mto the child’s 
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eyes, while Hester was looking at her own image m 
them, as mothers are fond of doing, and, suddenly — for 
women in sohtude, and with troubled hearts, are pes- 
tered with unaccountable delusions — she fancied that 
she beheld, not her own miniature portrait, but another 
face, in the small black mirror of Pearl’s eye It was a 
face, fiend-hke, full of simhng mahce, yet bearmg the 
semblance of features that she had known full well, 
though seldom with a smile, and never with mahce m 
them It was as if an evil spirit possessed the child, and 
had just then peeped forth in mockery Many a time af- 
terwards had Hester been tortured, though less vividly, 
by the same illusion 

In the afternoon of a certain summer’s day, after Pearl 
grew big enough to run about, she amused herself with 
gathering handfuls of wildflowers, and flinging them, 
one by one, at her mother’s bosom, dancing up and 
down, hke a little elf, whenever she hit the scarlet letter 
Hester’s first motion had been to cover her bosom with 
her clasped hands But, whether from pride or resig- 
nation, or a feehng that her penance might best be 
wrought out by this unutterable pain, she resisted the 
impulse, and sat erect, pale as death, looking sadly mto 
httle Pearl’s wild eyes Sbll came the battery of flowers, 
almost invariably hitting the mark, and covering the 
mother’s breast with hurts for which she could find no 
balm in this world, nor knew how to seek it in an an- 
other At last, her shot being all expended, the child 
stood sbll and gazed at Hester, with that httle, laughing 
image of a fiend peeping out — or, whether it peeped or 
no, her mother so imagined it — ^from the unsearchable 
abyss of her black eyes 

“Child, what art thou?’’ cned the mother 

“Oh, I am your httle Pearll" answered the child 

But, while she said it, Pearl laughed, and began to 
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dance up and down, with the humorsome gesticulabon 
of a httle imp, whose next freak might be to fly up the 
chunney 

"Art thou my child, in very truth?” asked Hester. 

Nor did she put the question altogether idly, but, for 
the moment, with a porbon of genuine earnestness, for, 
such was Pearl’s wonderful intelligence, that her mother 
half doubted whether she were not acquainted with the 
secret spell of her existence, and might not now reveal 
herself 

“Yes, I am little Pearll” repeated the child, conbnuing 
her antics 

“Thou art not my child! Thou art no Pearl of mine'” 
Said the mother, half playfully, for it was often the case 
that a sportive impulse came over her, m the midst of 
her deepest suffenng “Tell me, then, what thou art, and 
who sent thee hither ” 

“Tell me, mother’” said the child, seriously, coming 
up to Hester, and pressing herself close to her knees "Do 
thou tell mel” 

“Thy Heavenly Father sent thee'” answered Hester 
Prynne. 

But she said it with a hesitation that did not escape 
the acuteness of the child Whether moved only by her 
ordinary freakishness, or because an evil spint prompted 
her, she put up her small forefinger, and touched the 
scarlet letter 

“He did not send me'” cried she, posibvely "I have 
no Heavenly Father!” 

“Hush, Pearl, hush! Thou must not talk so!” answered 
the mother, suppressing a groan “He sent us all mto this 
world He sent even me, thy mother Then, much more, 
thee! Or, if not, thou strange and elfish child, whence 
didst thou come?” 

"Tell me! Tell me!" repeated Pearl, no longer sen- 
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ously, but laughing, and capenng about the floor "It is 
thou that must tell mel” 

But Hester could not resolve the query, being herself 
m a dismal labyrinth of doubt She remembered — ^be- 
twixt a smile and a shudder — the talk of the neighboring 
towns-people, who. seeking vainly elsewhere for the 
child’s patermty, and observing some of her odd attri- 
butes, had given out that poor httle Pearl was a demon 
offspring, such as, ever since old Catholic hmes, had 
occasionally been seen on earth, through the agency of 
their mother’s sin, and to promote some foul and wicked 
purpose Luther, according to the scandal of his monkish 
enemies, was a brat of that hellish breed, nor was Pearl 
the only child to whom this inauspicious origin was as- 
signed, among the New England Puritans 

VII THE governor’s HALL 

Hester Prynne went, one day, to the mansion of Gov- 
ernor Bellingham, with a pair of gloves, which she had 
fringed and embroidered to his order, and which were 
to be worn on some great occasion of state, for, though 
the chances of a popular election had caused this former 
ruler to descend a step or two from the highest rank, he 
stall held an honorable and influential place among the 
colomal magistracy 

Another and far more important reason than the de- 
hvery of a pair of embroidered gloves impelled Hester, 
at this time, to seek an interview with a personage of 
so much power and activity in the affairs of the settle- 
ment. It had reached her ears, that there was a design 
on the part of some of the leading inhabitants, cherish- 
mg the more ngid order of principles in rehgion and 
government, to deprive her of her child On the sup- 
position that Pearl, as already hmted, was of demon 
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ongin, these good people not unreasonably argued that 
a Chrisban interest in the mother’s soul required them to 
remove such a stumbhng-bloclc from her path If the 
child, on the other hand, were really capable of moral 
and religious growth, and possessed the elements of ulti- 
mate salvation, then, surely, it would enjoy all the fairer 
prospect of these advantages by being transferred to 
wiser and better guardianship than Hester Prynne’s 
Among those who promoted the design, Governor Bell- 
ingham was said to be one of the most busy It may ap- 
pear singular, and indeed not a little ludicrous, that an 
affair of this kind, which, in later days, would have been 
referred to no higher jurisdicbon than that of the select- 
men of the town, should then have been a question pub- 
hcly discussed, and on which statesmen of eminence 
took sides At tliat epoch of prisbne simplicity, however, 
matters of even slighter public interest, and of far less 
mbinsic weight, than the welfare of Hester and her 
child, were strangely mixed up with the debberahons of 
legislators and acts of state The period was hardly, if at 
all, earher than that of our story, when a dispute con- 
cerning the right of property in a pig not only caused a 
fierce and bitter contest in the legislabve body of the 
colony, but resulted in an important modificabon of the 
framework itself of the legislature 

Full of concern, therefore — but so conscious of her 
own right that it seemed scarcely an unequal match be- 
tween the pubhc, on the one side, and a lonely woman, 
backed by the sympathies of nature, on the other — 
Hester Prynne set forth from her sohtary cottage Little 
Pearl, of course, was her companion She was now of 
an age to run lightly along by her mother’s side, and, 
constantly in mobon, from mom bll sunset, could have 
accomphshed a much longer journey than that before 
her Often, nevertheless, more from caprice than neces- 
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sity, she demanded to be taken up in arms, but was soon 
as imperious to be set down again, and frisked onward 
before Hester on the grassy pathway, with many a harm- 
less tnp and tumble We have spoken of Pearl's rich and 
luxuriant beauty, a beauty that shone with deep and 
vivid tints, a bright complexion, eyes possessmg inten- 
sity both of depth and glow, and hair already of a deep, 
glossy brown, and which, m after years, would be nearly 
akin to black There was fire in her and throughout her, 
she seemed the unpremeditated ofishoot of a passionate 
moment Her mother, m contriving the child’s garb, had 
allowed the gorgeous tendencies of her imaginabon their 
full play, arraying her in a crimson velvet tunic, of a pe- 
cuhar cut, abundantly embroidered with fantasies and 
flourishes of gold-thread So much strength of colonng, 
which must have given a wan and pallid aspect to 
cheeks of a fainter bloom, was admirably adapted to 
Pearl’s beauty, and made her the very brightest httle jet 
of flame that ever danced upon the earth 

But It was a remarkable attnbute of this garb, and, 
indeed, of the child’s whole appearance, that it irresist- 
ibly and inevitably reminded the beholder of the token 
which Hester Prynne was doomed to wear upon her 
bosom It was the scarlet letter in another form, the scar- 
let letter endowed with hfel The mother herself — as if 
the red ignommy were so deeply scorched into her brain 
that all her conceptions assumed its form — had carefully 
wrought out the simihtude, lavishing many hours of 
morbid ingenmty, to create an analogy between the ob- 
ject of her afi^ection and the emblem of her gmlt and 
torture But, in truth. Pearl was the one, as well as the 
other, and only m consequence of that identity had Hes- 
ter contrived so perfectly to represent the scarlet letter 
in her appearance 

As the two wayfarers came within the precincts of the 
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town, the children of the Puritans looked up from their 
play— or what passed for play with those sombre httle 
urchms — and spake gravely one to another 

"Behold, verily, there is the woman of the scarlet let- 
ter, and, of a truth, moreover, there is the likeness of the 
scarlet letter running along by her sidel Come, there- 
fore, and let us flmg mud at them!” 

But Pearl, who was a dauntless child, after frowning, 
stamping her foot, and shaking her httle hand with a 
variety of threatemng gestures, suddenly made a rush 
at the knot of her enemies, and put them all to flight 
She resembled, in her fierce pursuit of them, an infant 
pesblence — the scarlet fever, or some such half-fledged 
angel of judgment — whose mission was to pumsh the sms 
of the rising generation She screamed and shouted, too, 
with a terrific volume of sound, which, doubtless, caused 
the hearts of the fugibves to quake withm them The 
victory accomphshed. Pearl returned quietly to her 
mother, and looked up, smiling, into her face 

Without further adventure, they reached the dwell- 
mg of Governor Belhngham This was a large wooden 
house, built m a fashion of which there are specimens 
still extant in the streets of our older towns, now moss- 
grown, crumblmg to decay, and melancholy at heart 
with the many sorrowful or joyful occurrences, remem- 
bered or forgotten, that have happened, and passed 
away, withm their dusky chambers Then, however, 
there was the freshness of the passing year on its ex- 
tenor, and the cheerfulness, gleaming forth from the 
sunny wmdows, of a human habitabon, mto which death 
had never entered It had, indeed, a very cheery aspect, 
the walls bemg overspread with a land of stucco, m 
which fragments of broken glass were plentifully mtei- 
mixed, so that, when the sunshine tell aslant-wise over 
the front of the edifice, it glittered and sparkled as if 
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diamonds had been flung against it by the double hand- 
ful The bnlhancy might have befitted Aladdin’s palace, 
rather than the mansion of a grave old Puritan ruler It 
was further decorated with strange and seemmgly caba- 
hstic figures and diagrams, suitable to the quamt taste of 
the age, which had been drawn m the stucco when 
newly laid on, and had now grown hard and durable, for 
the admiration of after bmes 

Pearl, looking at this bnght wonder of a house, began 
to caper and dance, and imperatively required that the 
whole breadth of sunshme should be stripped off its 
front, and given her to play with 

“No, my httle Pearl!” said her mother "Thou must 
gather thine own sunshine I have none to give theel” 
They approached the door, which was of an arched 
form, and flanked on each side by a narrow tower or 
projecbon of the edifice, in both of which were latbce- 
wmdows, with wooden shutters to close over them at 
need Lifting the iron hammer that hung at the portal, 
Hester Prynne gave a summons, which was answered 
by one of the Governor’s bond-servants, a free-bom 
Englishman, but now a seven years’ slave Durmg that 
term he was to be the property of his master, and as 
much a commodity of bargam and sale as an ox, or a 
joint-stooI The serf wore the blue coat, which was the 
customary garb of serving-men of that period, and long 
before, m the old hereditary halls of England 

“Is the worshipful Governor Belhngham withm?” inr 
quired Hester. 

“Yea, forsooth,” rephed the bond-servant, starmg with 
wide-open eyes at the scarlet letter, which, being a new- 
comer in the country, he had never before seen "Yea, 
bis honorable worship is withm But he hath a godly 
mimster or two with him, and hkewise a leech. Ye may 
not see his worship now ” 
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“Nevertheless, I will enter,” replied Hester Prynne, 
and the bond-servant, perhaps judging from the decision 
of her air, and the ghttenng symbol m her bosom, that 
she was a great lady in the land, offered no opposition 
So the mother and little Pearl were admitted into the 
hall of entrance With many vanabons, suggested by the 
nature of his buildmg-matenals, diversity of chmate, and 
a different mode of social hfe. Governor Bellingham had 
planned his new hahitabon after the residences of gen- 
tlemen of fair estate in his native land Here, then, was 
a vnde and reasonably lofty hall, extending through the 
whole depth of the house, and forming a medium of 
general communicaUon, more or less directly, with all 
the other apartments At one exbemity, this spacious 
room was hghted by the windows of the two towers, 
which formed a small recess on either side of the portal 
At the other end, though partly muffled by a curtain, it 
was more powerfully illuminated by one of those em- 
bowed hall-windows which we read of in old books, and 
which was provided with a deep and cushioned seat 
Here, on the cushion, lay a foho tome, probably of the 
Chromcles of England, or other such substanbal htera- 
ture, even as, m our own days, we scatter gilded vol- 
umes on the centre-table, to be turned over by the casual 
guest The furmture of the hall consisted of some pon- 
derous chairs, the backs of which were elaborately 
carved with wreaths of oaken flowers, and likewise a 
table m the same taste, the whole being of the Ehza- 
bethan age, or perhaps earher, and heirlooms, trans- 
ferred hither from the Governor’s paternal home On the 
table — in token that the sentiment of old Enghsh hos- 
pitahty had not been left behind — stood a large pewter 
tankard, at the bottom of which, had Hester or Pearl 
peeped mto it, they might have seen the frothy remnant 
of a recent draught of ale 
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On the wall hung a row of portraits, representing the 
forefathers of the Belhngham hneage, some with armor 
on their breasts, and others with stately ruffs and robes 
of peace All were characterized by the sternness and 
severity which old portraits so invariably put on, as if 
they were the ghosts, rather than the pictures, of de- 
parted worthies, and were gazing with harsh and intol- 
erant criticism at the pursuits and enjoyments of hving 
men 

At about the centre of the oaken panels, that hned the 
haU, was suspended a suit of mail, not, hke the pictures, 
an ancestral relic, but of the most modern date, for it 
had been manufactured by a skilful armorer in London, 
the same year in which Governor Bellingham came over 
to New England There was a steel headpiece, a cuirass, 
a gorget, and greaves, with a pair of gauntlets and a 
sword hanging beneath, all, and especially the helmet 
and breastplate, so highly burnished as to glow with 
white radiance, and scatter an illumination everywhere 
about upon the floor This bright panoply was not meant 
for mere idle show, but had been worn by the Governor 
on many a solemn muster and training field, and had 
ghttered, moreover, at the head of a regiment in the 
Pequod war For, though bred a lawyer, and accustomed 
to speak of Bacon, Coke, Noye, and Finch as his profes- 
sional associates, the exigencies of this new country had 
transformed Governor Bellingham into a soldier as well 
as a statesman and ruler 

Little Pearl — who was as greatly pleased with the 
gleaming armor as she had been with the ghttenng 
frontispiece of the house — spient some tune looking mto 
the pobshed mirror of the breastplate 

“Mother,” cried she, “I see you here Lookl Lookl" 
Hester looked, by way of humoring the child, and 
she saw that, owmg to the peculiar effect of this convex 



330 ROMANCES 

mirror, tfa e sov iet le^er was represented in exagg«ated 
and giganhc proportlc)ns,~So-as to be greatly the most 
prominent feature of 'her appearance In truth, she 
seemed absolutely hidden behind it Pearl pointed up- 
ward, also, at a similar picture in the headpiece, simhng 
at her mother, with the elfish intelhgence that was so 
familiar an expression on her small physiognomy That 
look of naughty merriment was likewise reflected in the 
mirror, with so much breadth and intensity of effect, that 
it made Hester Prynne feel as if it could not be the 
image of her own child, but of an imp who was seekmg 
to mould Itself into Pearl’s shape 

“Come along. Pearl,” said she, drawing her away 
“Come and look into this fair garden It may be we shall 
see flowers there, more beautiful ones than we find in 
the woods ” 

Pear], accordingly, ran to the bow-window, at the far- 
ther end of the hall, and looked along the vista of a 
garden-walk, carpeted with closely shaven grass, and 
bordered with some rude and immature attempt at 
shrubbery But the proprietor appeared already to have 
relinquished, as hopeless, the effort to perpetuate on this 
side of the Atlantic, in a hard soil and amid the close 
struggle for subsistence, the nabve Enghsh taste for 
ornamental gardening Cabbages grew m plain sight, 
and a pumpkm-vine, rtxited at some distance, had run 
across the mtervenmg space, and deposited one of its 
gigantic products directly beneath the hall-wmdow; as 
if to warn the Governor that this great lump of vege- 
table gold was as nch an ornament as New England 
earth would offer him There were a few rose-bushes, 
however, and a number of apple-trees, probably the de- 
scendants of those planted by the Reverend Mr Black- 
stone, the first settler of the peninsula, that half-myth- 
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□logical personage, who ndes through our early annals, 
seated on the back of a bull 

Pearl, seeing the rose-bushes, began to cry for a red 
rose, and would not be pacified 

“Hush, child, hushi” said her mother, earnestly “Do 
not cry, dear httle Pearl! I hear voices in the garden 
The Governor is coming, and gentlemen along with 
him!” 

In fact, adown the vista of the garden avenue a num- 
ber of persons were seen approaching towards the 
house Pearl, in utter scorn of her mother’s attempt to 
quiet her, gave an eldritch scream, and then became 
silent, not from any notion of obedience, but because 
the quick and mobile curiosity of her disposition was 
excited by the appearance of these new personages 

VlII THE ELF-CHILD AND THE MINISTER 

Governor Belhngham, in a loose gown and easy cap 
— such as elderly gentlemen loved to endue themselves 
with, in their domestic privacy — walked foremost, and 
appeared to be showing off his estate, and expatiating 
on his projected improvements The wide circumference 
of an elaborate ruff, beneath his gray beard, in the anti- 
quated fashion of King James’s reign, caused his head 
to look not a httle hke that of John the Baptist in a 
charger The impression made by his aspect, so rigid and 
severe, and frost-bitten with more than autumnal age, 
was hardly m keeping with the apphances of worMy 
enjoyment wherewith he had evidently done his utmost 
to surround himself But it is an error to suppose that 
our grave forefathers — though accustomed to speak and 
think of human existence as a state merely of trial and 
warfare, and though unfeignedly prepared to sacrifice 
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goods and bfe at the behest of duty — ^made it a matter 
of conscience to reject such means of comfort, or even 
luxury, as lay fairly within their grasp This creed was 
never taught, for instance, by the venerable pastor, John 
Wilson, whose beard, white as a snow-drift, was seen 
over Governor Belhngham's shoulder, while its wearer 
suggested that pears and peaches might yet be natural- 
ized in the New England chmate, and that purple 
grapes might possibly be compelled to flourish, against 
the sunny garden-wall The old clergyman, nurtured at 
the rich bosom of the English Church, had a long-estab- 
lished and legitimate taste for all good and comfortable 
things, and however stern he might show himself in the 
pulpit, or in his public reproof of such transgressions as 
that of Hester Prynne, stall, the genial benevolence of 
his private life had won him warmer affection than was 
accorded to any of his professional contemporaries 

Behind the Governor and Mr Wilson came two other 
guests one the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, whom 
the reader may remember as having taken a brief and 
reluctant part in the scene of Hester Prynne’s disgrace, 
and. in close compamonship with him, old Roger Chill- 
mgworth, a person of great skill in physic, who, for two 
or three years past, had been settled in the town It was 
understood that this learned man was the physician as 
well as friend of the young minister, whose health had 
severely suffered, of late, by his too unreserved self- 
sacrifice to the labors and duties of the pastoral relation 

The Governor, in advance of his visitors, ascended 
one or two steps, and, throwing open the leaves of the 
great hall-window, found himself close to httle Pearl 
The shadow of the curtain fell on Hester Pryime, and 
partially concealed her 

‘What have we here?" said Governor Bellingham, 
looking with surprise at the scarlet httle figure before 
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him "I profess, I have never seen the hke, since my 
days of vanity, in old King James’s time, when I was 
wont to esteem it a high favor to be admitted to a court 
maski There used to be a swarm of these small ap- 
paribons, m hohday time, and we called them children 
of the Lord of Misrule But how gat such a guest into 
my hall?” 

"Ay, indeed!” cried good old Mr Wilson "What httle 
bird of scarlet plumage may this be? Methinks I have 
seen just such figures, when the sun has been shimng 
through a richly painted window, and tracing out the 
golden and crimson images across the floor But that 
was in the old land Pnthee, young one, who art thou, 
and what has ailed thy mother to bedizen thee in this 
Strange fashion^ Art thou a Chnsban child — ha? Dost 
know thy catechism? Or art thou one of those naughty 
elfs or fames, whom we thought to have left behind us, 
with other rehcs of Papistry, m merry old England?” 

“I am mother’s child,” answered the scarlet vision, 
"and my name is Pearl!” 

“PearP — Ruby, rather! — or Coral! — or Red Rose, at 
the very least, judging from thy hue!” responded the old 
minister, putbng forth his hand in a vain attempt to pat 
httle Pearl on the cheek "But where is this mother of 
thinef’ Ah' I see,” he added, and, turning to Governor 
Bellingham, whispered, “This is the selfsame child of 
whom we have held speech together, and behold here 
the unhappy woman, Hester Prynne, her mother!” 

“Sayest thou so?” cried the Governor "Nay, we might 
have judged that such a child’s mother must needs be a 
scarlet woman, and a worthy type of her of Babylon! 
But she comes at a good tune, and we will look mto this 
matter forthwith ” 

Governor Belhngham stepped through the wmdow 
mto the hall, followed by his three guests 
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“Hester Piynne,” said he, fixing his naturally stem 
regard on the wearer of the scarlet letter, “there hath 
been much quesbon concerning thee, of late The point 
hath been weightaly discussed, whether we, that are of 
authority and influence, do well discharge our con- 
sciences by trusbng an immortal soul, such as there is 
in yonder child, to the guidance of one who hath stum- 
bled and fallen, amid the pitfalls of this world Speak 
thoj, the child’s own motherl Were it not, thinkest thou, 
for thy little one’s temporal and eternal welfare that she 
be taken out of thy charge, and clad soberly, and dis- 
ciphned strictly, and instructed in the truths of heaven 
and earth'’ What canst thou do for the child, m this 
land?” 

"I can teach my httle Pearl what I have learned from 
thisl” answered Hester Prynne, laying her finger on the 
red token 

“Woman, it is thy badge of shamel” rephed the stem 
magistrate “It is because of the stain which that letter 
mdicates, that we would transfer thy child to other 
hands ” 

“Nevertheless,” said the mother, calmly, though grow- 
ing more pale, “this badge hath taught me — it daily 
teaches me — it is teaching me at this moment — lessons 
whereof my child may be the wiser and better, albeit 
they can profit nothing to myself ” 

“We will judge warily,” said Belhngham, “and look 
well what we are about to do Good Master Wilson, I 
pray you, examine this Pearl — since that is her name — 
and see whether she hath had such Chnsban nurture as 
befits a child of her age ” 

The old minister seated himself in an arm-chair, and 
made an effort to draw Pearl betwixt his knees But the 
child, unaccustomed to the touch of faimharity of any 
but her mother, escaped through the open wmdow, and 
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Stood on the upper step looking like a wild tropical bird, 
of rich plumage, ready to take flight mto the upper air 
Mr Wilson, not a httle astomshed at this outbreak — for 
he was a grandfatherly sort of personage, and usually 
a vast favorite with children — essayed, however, to pro- 
ceed with the examination 

“Pearl.” said he, with great solemnity, "thou must 
take heed to instruction, ^at so, in due season, thou 
mayest wear m thy bosom the pearl of great price Canst 
thou tell me, my child, who made thee?” 

Now Pearl knew well enough who made her, for 
Hester Prynne, the daughter of a pious home, very soon 
after her talk with the child about her Heavenly Father, 
had begun to inform her of those truths which the hu- 
man spirit, at whatever stage of immaturity, imbibes 
with such eager mterest Pearl, therefore, so large were 
the attainments of her three years’ hfetnne, could have 
borne a fair examination in the New England Primer, 
or the first column of the Westminster Catechisms, al- 
though unacquainted with the outward form of either 
of those celebrated works But that perversity which all 
children have more or less of, and of which httle Pearl 
had a tenfold portion, now, at the most inopportune mo- 
ment, took thorough possession of her, and closed her 
hps, or impelled her to speak words amiss After putting 
her finger m her mouth, with many ungracious refusals 
to answer good Mr Wilson’s questions, the child finally 
announced that she had not been made at all, but had 
been plucked by her mother off the bush of wild roses 
that grew by the prison-door 

This fantasy was probably suggested by the near 
proximity of the Governor’s red roses, as Pearl stood 
outside of the window, together with her recollection of 
the prison rose-bush, which she had passed m conung 
hither 
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Old Roger Chillingworth, with a smile on his face, 
whispered something in the young clergyman’s ear Hes- 
ter Prynne looked at the man of skill, and even then, 
with her fate hanging in the balance, was startled to 
perceive what a change had come over his features — 
how much ugher they were — how his dark complexion 
seemed to have grown duskier, and his figure more mis- 
shapen — since the days when she had famiharly known 
him She met his eyes for an instant, but was immedi- 
ately constrained to give all her attenfaon to the scene 
now going forward 

“This IS awfull” cried the Governor, slowly recovering 
from the astonishment into which Pearl’s response had 
thrown him “Here is a child of three years old, and she 
cannot tell who made her! Without question, she is 
equally in the dark as to her soul, its present depravity, 
and future destinyl Methmks, gentlemen, we need m- 
quire no further ’’ 

Hester caught hold of Pearl, and drew her forcibly 
mto her arms, confronting the old Puritan magistrate 
with almost a fierce expression Alone in the world, cast 
off by It, and with this sole treasure to keep her heart 
ahve, she felt that she possessed indefeasible rights 
against the world, and was ready to defend them to the 
death 

“God gave me the childl” cried she “He gave her in 
requital of all things else, which ye had taken from me 
She IS my happmessl — she is my torture, none the lessi 
Pearl keeps me here in life' Pearl pumshes me tool See 
ye not, she is the scarlet letter, only capable of being 
loved, and so endowed with a milhon-fold the power 
of retribubon for my sin? Ye shall not take herl I will 
die first!” 

“My poor woman,” said the not unkind old mimster. 
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“the child shall be well cared fori — far better than thou 
canst do it ” 

“God gave her into my keeping,” repeated Hester 
Prynne, raising her voice almost to a shriek “I will not 
give her up'” — And here, by a sudden impulse, she 
turned to the young clergyman, Mr Dimmesdale, at 
whom, up to this moment, she had seemed hardly so 
much as once to direct her eyes — ^“Speak thou for me!” 
cried she “Thou wast my pastor, and hadst charge of 
my soul, and knowest me better than these men can 
I will not lose the childl Speak lor me! Thou knowest — 
for thou hast sympathies which these men lack! — thou 
knowest what is in my heart, and what are a mother’s 
rights, and how much the stronger they are, when that 
mother has but her child and the scarlet letter! Look 
thou to it! I will not lose the child! Look to it!" 

At this wild and singular appeal, which indicated that 
Hester Prynne’s situation had provoked her to httle less 
than madness, the young mimster at once came forward, 
pale, and holding his hand over his heart, as was his 
custom whenever his pecuharly nervous temperament 
was thrown into agitation He looked now more care- 
worn and emaciated than as we described him at the 
scene of Hester’s pubhc ignominy, and whether it were 
his failing health, or whatever the cause might be, his 
large dark eyes had a world of pain in their troubled 
and melancholy depth 

“There is truth m what she says,” began the mimster, 
with a voice sweet, tremulous, but powerful, insomuch 
that the hall reechoed, and the hollow armor rang with 
it — "truth in what Hester says, and in the feehng which 
inspires her! God gave her the child, and gave her, too, 
an instinctive knowledge of its nature and requirements 
— both seemingly so pecuhar — which no other mortal 
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being can possess And, moreover, is there not a quahty 
of awful sacredness in the relation between this mother 
and this child?” 

“Ayl — how IS that, good Master Dimmesdale^” inter- 
rupted the Governor “Make that plain, I pray you’” 

“It must be even so,” resumed the mimster “For, if 
we deem it otherwise, do we not thereby say that the 
Heavenly Father, the Creator of all flesh, hath hghtly 
recogmzed a deed of sm, and made of no account the 
distinction between unhallowed lust and holy love? This 
child of its father’s guilt and its mother’s shame hath 
come from the hand of God, to work in many ways 
upon her heart, who pleads so earnestly, and with such 
bitterness of spirit, the right to keep her It was meant 
for a blessing, for the one blessing of her hfel It was 
meant, doubtless, as the mother herself hath told us, for 
a retribution too, a torture to be felt at many an un- 
thought-of moment, a pang, a sting, an ever-recurring 
agony, in the midst of a troubled joy' Hath she not ex- 
pressed this thought in the garb of the poor child, so 
forcibly remmdmg us of that red symbol which sears her 
bosom?” 

“Well said, again!” cried good Mr Wilson “I feared 
the woman had no better thought than to make a moun- 
tebank of her child!” 

"Oh, not so! — not sol” continued Mr Dimmesdale 
“She recognizes, beheve me, the solemn miracle which 
God hath wrought, in the existence of that child And 
may she feel, too — what, methmks, is the very truth — 
that this boon was meant, above all things else, to keep 
the mother’s soul alive, and to preserve her from blacker 
depths of sin mto which Satan might else have sought 
to plunge her! Therefore it is good for this poor, sinful 
woman that she hath an infant immortahty, a being ca- 
pable of eternal joy or sorrow, confided to her care — to 
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be trained up by her to righteousness — to remind her, 
at every moment, of her fall — ^but yet to teach her, as it 
were by the Creator’s sacred pledge, that, if she brmg 
the child to heaven, the child also will bring its parent 
thither! Herein is the sinful mother happier than the sin- 
ful father For Hester Prynne’s sake, then, and no less 
for the poor child’s sake, let us leave them as Providence 
hath seen fit to place theml” 

“You speak, my friend, with a strange earnestness,” 
said old Roger Chillmgworth, smiling at him 

"And there is a weighty import in what my young 
brother hath spoken,” added the Reverend Mr Wilson 
“What say you, worshipful Master Belhngham? Hath he 
not pleaded well for the poor woman?” 

“Indeed hath he,” answered the magistrate, “and hath 
adduced such arguments, that we will even leave the 
matter as it now stands, so long, at least, as there shall 
be no further scandal in the woman Care must be had, 
nevertheless, to put the child to due and stated examina- 
tion in the catechism, at thy hands or Master Dimmes- 
dale’s Moreover, at a proper season, the tithing-men 
must take heed that she go both to school and to meet- 
ing” 

The young mimster, on ceasmg to speak, had with- 
drawn a few steps from the group, and stood with his 
face partially concealed in the heavy folds of the wm- 
dow-curtains, while the shadow of his figure, which the 
sunlight cast upon the floor, was tremulous with the 
vehemence of his appeal. Pearl, that wild and flighty 
httle elf, stole softly towards him, and taking his hand 
m the grasp of both her own, laid her cheek against it, 
a caress so tender, and withal so unobtrusive, that her 
mother, who was looking on, asked herself — “Is that 
my Pearl?” Yet she knew that there was love m the 
child’s heart, although it mostly revealed itself in pas- 
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Sion, and hardly twice in her lifetime had heen softened 
by such gentleness as now The minister — for, save the 
long-sought regards of woman, nothing is sweeter than 
these marks of childish preference, accorded spontane- 
ously by a spiritual instinct, and therefore seeming to 
imply in us something truly worthy to be loved — the 
minister looked round, laid his hand on the child’s head, 
hesitated an instant, and then kissed her brow Little 
Pearl’s unwonted mood of sentiment lasted no longer, 
she laughed, and went capermg down the hall, so airily, 
that old Mr Wilson raised a question whether even her 
bptoes touched the floor 

"The httle baggage hath witchcraft in her, I profess,” 
said he to Mr Dimmesdale “She needs no old woman’s 
broomstick to fly withall” 

"A strange child!” remarked old Roger ChJlingworth 
"It IS easy to see the mother’s part in her Would it be 
beyond a philosopher’s research, think ye, gentlemen, to 
analyze that child’s nature, and, from its make and 
mould, to give a shrewd guess at the father?” 

"Nay, it would be sinful, m such a question, to follow 
the clew of profane philosophy,” said Mr Wilson “Bet- 
ter to fast and pray upon it, and still better, it may be. 
to leave the mystery as we find it, unless Providence 
reveal it of its own accord Thereby, every good Chris- 
tian man hath a title to show a father’s kindness towards 
the poor, deserted babe ” 

The affair being so satisfactorily concluded, Hester 
Prynne, with Pearl, departed from the house. As they 
descended the steps, it is averred that the lattice of a 
chamber-window was thrown open, and forth mto the 
sunny day was thrust the face of Mistress Hibbins, Gov- 
ernor BeUingham’s bitter-tempered sister, and the same 
who, a few years later, was executed as a witch 

"Hist, hist!” said she, while her ill-omened physiog- 
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nomy seemed to cast a shadow over the cheerful new- 
ness of the house "Wilt thou go with us tonight? There 
will be a merry company in the forest, and I wellmgh 
promised the Black Man that comely Hester Prynne 
should make one ” 

“Make my excuse to him, so please you!” answered 
Hester, with a tnumphant smile “I must tarry at home, 
and keep watch over my httle Pearl. Had they taken her 
from me, I would wilhngly have gone with thee into 
the forest, and signed my name in the Black Man's book 
too, and that with mine own bloodl” 

'We shall have thee there anon!” said the witch-lady, 
frowning, as she drew back her head 

But heie — if we suppose this interview betwixt Mis- 
tress Hibbins and Hester Prynne to be authentic, and 
not a parable — ^was already an illustration of the young 
minister’s argument against sundering the relation of a 
fallen mother to the offspring of her frailty Even thus 
early had the child saved her from Satan’s snare. 

IX THE LEECH 

Under the appellation of Roger Chillingworth, the 
reader will remember, was hidden another name, which 
its former wearer had resolved should never more be 
spoken It has been related how, in the crowd that wit- 
nessed Hester Prynne’s ignominious exposure, stood a 
man, elderly, travel-worn, who, ]ust emerging from the 
perilous wilderness, beheld the woman, in whom he 
hoped to find embodied the warmth and cheerfulness 
of home, set up as a type of sin before the people Her 
matronly fame was trodden under all men’s feet Infamy 
was babbhng around her in the public market-place For 
her kindred, should the tidings ever reach them, and 
for the companions of her unspotted life, there remamed 
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nothing but the contagion of her dishonor — which would 
not fail to be distnbuted in strict accordance and pro- 
portion with the intimacy and sacredness of their previ- 
ous relationship Then why — since the choice was with 
himself — should the mdividual, whose connection with 
the fallen woman had been the most intimate and sacred 
of them all, come forward to vindicate his claim to an 
inheritance so httle desirable? He resolved not to be 
pilloned beside her on her pedestal of shame Unknown 
to all but Hester Prynne, and possessmg the lock and 
key of her silence, he chose to withdraw his name from 
the roll of mankind, and, as regarded his former ties and 
interests, to vanish out of life as completely as if he 
indeed lay at the bottom of the ocean, whither rumor 
had long ago consigned him This purpose once effected, 
new mterests would immediately spring up, and likewise 
a new purpose, dark, it is true, if not guilty, but of force 
enough to engage the full strength of his faculbes 
In pursuance of this resolve, he took up his residence 
m the Puritan town, as Roger Chilhngworth, without 
other introducbon than the learning and intelhgence of 
which he possessed more than a common measure As 
his studies, at a previous period of his hfe, had made 
him extensively acquamted with the medical science of 
the day, it was as a physician that he presented himself, 
and as such was cordially received Skilful men, of the 
medical and chirurgical profession, were of rare occur- 
rence m the colony They seldom, it would appear, par- 
took of the rehgious zeal that brought other emigrants 
across the Atlanbc In their researches into the human 
frame, it may be that the higher and more subtile facul- 
ties of such men were matenahzed, and that they lost 
the spiritual view of existence anud the intricacies of 
that wondrous mechamsm, which seemed to involve art 
enough to comprise all of hfe withm itself At all events. 
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the health of the good town of Boston, so far as medicine 
had aught to do with it, had hitherto lain in the guardi- 
anship of an aged deacon and apothecary, whose piety 
and godly deportment were stronger testimonials m his 
favor than any that he could have produced in the shape 
of a diploma The only surgeon was one who combmed 
the occasional exercise of that noble art with the daily 
and habitual flourish of a razor To such a professional 
body Roger Chillmgworth was a brilhant acquisition He 
soon manifested his famiharity with the ponderous and 
imposing machinery of antique physic, m which every 
remedy contained a multitude of far-fetched and hetero- 
geneous ingredients, as elaborately compounded as if 
die proposed result had been the Ehxir of Life In his 
Indian captivity, moreover, he had gamed much knowl- 
edge of the properties of native herbs and roots, nor did 
he conceal from his patients, that these simple medi- 
cmes. Nature’s boon to the untutored savage, had quite 
as large a share of his own confidence as the European 
pharmacopoeia, which so many learned doctors had spent 
centuries m elaborating 

This learned stranger was exemplary, as regarded, at 
least, the outward forms of a rehgiou s hfe._ and. early 
after tiis arrival, had chosen for his spiritual guide the 
Reverend Mr Dimmesdale The young divine, whose 
scholar-hke renown stiU hved m Oxford, was considered 
by his more fervent admirers as httle less than a heaven- 
ordained apostle, destined, should he hve and labor for 
the ordinary term of hfe, to do as great deeds for the 
now feeble New England Church as the early Fathers 
had achieved for the mfancy of the Christian faith 
About this period, however, the health of Mr Dimmes- 
dale had evidently begun to fail By those best ac- 
quainted with his habits, the paleness of the young 
minister’s cheek was accounted for by his too earnest 
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devotion to study, his scrupulous fulfilment of parochial 
duty, and, more than all, by the fasts and vigils of which 
he made a frequent pracbce, m order to keep the gross- 
ness of this earthly state from clogging and obscuring 
his spiritual lamp Some declared, that, if Mr Dimmes- 
dale were really going to die, it was cause enough, that 
the world was not worthy to be any longer trodden by 
his feet He himself, on the other hand, with characteris- 
tic humility, avowed his behef, that, if Providence should 
see fit to remove hun, it would be because of his own 
unworthiness to perform its humblest mission here on 
earth With all this difference of opinion as to the cause 
of his dechne, there could be no question of the fact 
His form grew emaciated, his voice, though still rich and 
sweet, had a certain melancholy prophecy of decay in 
It, he was often observed, on any slight alarm or other 
Sudden accident, to put his hand over his heart, with 
first a flush and then a paleness, indicative of pain 
Such was the young clergyman’s condition, and so 
imminent the prospect that his dawning light would be 
extinguished, all untimely, when Roger Chillingworth 
made his advent to the town His first entry on the scene, 
few people could tell whence, dropping down, as it 
were, out of the sky, or starting from the nether earth, 
had an aspect of mystery, which was easily heightened 
to the miraculous He was now known to be a man of 
skill, it was observed that he gathered herbs, and the 
blossoms of wild-flowers, and dug up roots, and plucked 
off twigs from the forest-trees, hke one acquainted with 
hidden virtues in what was valueless to common eyes 
He was heard to speak of Sir Kenehn Digby, and other 
famous men — ^whose scientific attainments were es- 
teemed hardly less than supernatural — as havmg been 
his correspondents or associates Why, with such rank 
m the learned world, had he come hither? What could 
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he, whose sphere was in great cities, be seeking in the 
wilderness? In answer to this query, a rumor gained 
ground — and, however absurd, was entertained by some 
very sensible people — that Heaven had wrought an ab- 
solute miracle, by transporting an eminent Doctor of 
Physic, from a German university, bodily through the 
air, and setting him down at the door of Mr Dimmes- 
dale’s study I Individuals of wiser faith, indeed, who 
knew that Heaven promotes its purposes without aiming 
at the stage-effect of what is called miraculous inter- 
position, were inclined to see a providential hand in 
Roger ChiUmgworth’s so opportune arrival 

The idea was countenanced by the strong interest 
which the physician ever manifested in the young clergy- 
man, he attached himself to him as a parishioner, and 
sought to win a friendly regard and confidence from his 
naturally reserved sensibihty He expressed great alarm 
at his pastor’s state of health, but was anxious to at- 
tempt the cure, and, if early undertaken, seemed not 
despondent of a favorable result The elders, the dea- 
cons, the motherly dames, and the young and fair 
maidens, of Mr Dimmesdale’s flock, were ahke importu- 
nate that he should make trial of the physician’s frankly 
offered skill Mr. Dimmesdale gently repelled their en- 
treaties 

“I need no medicine,” said he 

But how could the young mimster say so, when, with 
every successive Sabbath, his cheek was paler and thin- 
ner, and his voice more tremulous than before — when 
It had now become a constant habit, rather than a casual 
gesture, to press his hand over his heart? Was he weary 
of his labors? Did he wish to die? These questions were 
solemnly propounded to Mr Dimmesdale by the elder 
immsters of Boston and the deacons of his church, who, 
to use their own phrase, “dealt with him” on the sm of 
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rejecting the aid which Providence so manifestly held 
out He listened in silence, and finally promised to con- 
fer with the physician 

"Were it God’s will,” said the Reverend Mr Dim- 
mesdale, when, in fulfilment of this pledge, he requested 
old Roger Chilhngworth’s professional advice, “I could 
be well content that my labors, and my sorrows, and 
my sms, and my pains, should shortly end with me, and 
what IS earthly of them be buned in my grave, and the 
spiritual go with me to my eternal state, rather than that 
you should put your skill to the proof in my behalf ” 

"Ah," rephed Roger Chilhngworth, with that quiet- 
ness which, whether imposed or natural, marked all his 
deportment, “it is thus that a young clergyman is apt 
to speak Youthful men, not having taken a deep root, 
give up their hold of life so easily! And saintly men, 
who walk with God on earth, would fain be away, to 
walk with him on the golden pavements of the New 
Jerusalem ” 

"Nay,” rejoined the young minister, putting his hand 
to his heart, with a flush of pain flitting over his brow, 
“were I worthier to walk there, I could be better content 
to toil here ” 

“Good men ever interpret themselves too meanly,” 
said the physician 

In this manner, the mysterious old Roger Chilling- 
worth became the medical adviser of the Reverend Mr 
Dimmesdale As not only the disease interested the phy- 
sician, but he was strongly moved to look into the char- 
acter and quahties of the patient, these two men, so 
difi^erent in age, came gradually to spend much time to- 
gether For the sake of the minister’s health, and to 
enable the leech to gather plants with heahng balm in 
them, they took long walks on the sea-shore, or in the 
forest, minghng various talk with the plash and murmur 
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of the waves, and the solemn wind-anthem among the 
tree-tops Often, likewise, one was the guest of the other, 
in his place of study and rebrement There was a fasci- 
nabon for the minister in the company of the man of 
science, in whom he recognized an intellectual culbva- 
bon of no moderate depth or scope, together with a 
range and freedom of ideas that he would have vainly 
looked for among the members of his own profession 
In truth, he was startled, if not shocked, to find this at- 
tribute in the physician Mr Dimmesdale was a true 
priest, a true religionist, with the reverenbal sentiment 
largely developed, and an order of mind that impelled 
Itself powerfully along the track of a creed, and wore its 
passage conbnuaUy deeper with the lapse of bme In no 
state of society would he have been what is called a 
man of hberal views, it would always be essenbal to his 
peace to feel the pressure of a faith about him, support- 
ing, while it confined him within its iron framework. Not 
the less, however, though with a bemulous enjoyment, 
did he feel the occasional rehef of looking at the um- 
verse through the medium of another kind of mtellect 
than those with which he habitually held converse It 
was as if a window were thrown open, admitbng a freer 
atmosphere into the close and sbfled study, where his 
life was wasbng itself away, amid lamplight, or ob- 
structed day-beams, and the musty fragrance, be it sen- 
sual or moral, that exhales from books But the air was 
too fresh and chill to be long breathed with comfort. 
So the mimster, and the physician with him, withdrew 
agam within the hmits of what their church defined as 
orthodox 

Thus Roger ChiUmgworth scrubmzed his pabent 
carefully, both as he saw him m his ordinary hfe, keep- 
ing an accustomed pathway in the range of thoughts 
fainihar to hun, and as he appeared when thrown amidst 
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other moral scenery, the novelty of which might call out 
somethmg new to the surface of his character He 
deemed it essenbal, it would seem, to know the man, 
before attempting to do him good Wherever there is a 
heart and an intellect, the diseases of the physical frame 
are tinged with the pecuhanbes of these In Arthur 
Dimmesdale, thought and imaginabon were so acbve, 
and sensibiLty so intense, that the bodily infirmity would 
be Lkely to have its groundwork there So Roger Chill- 
mgworth — the man of skiU, the kind and friendly phy- 
sician — strove to go deep into his pabent’s bosom, delv- 
mg among his pnnciples, prying into his recollecbons, 
and probing everything with a caubous touch, hke a 
treasure-seeker m a dark cavern Few secrets can es- 
cape an invesbgator, who has opportumty and license 
to undertake such a quest, and skill to follow it up A 
man burdened with a secret should especially avoid the 
mbmacy of his physician If the latter possess nabve 
sagacity, and a nameless something more — ^let us call it 
intuibon, if he show no inbusive egobsm, nor disagree- 
ably prominent charactensbcs of his own, if he have the 
power, which must be born with him, to bring his mind 
into such aflBnity with his pabent’s, that this last shall 
unawares have spoken what he imagines himself only 
to have thought, if such revelations be received without 
tumult, and acknowledged not so often by an uttered 
sympathy as by silence, an marbculate breath, and here 
and there a word, to indicate that all is understood, if 
to these quahfications of a confidant be joined the ad- 
vantages afforded by his recogmzed character as a phy- 
sician — then, at some inevitable moment, will the soul 
of the sufferer be dissolved, and flow forth m a dark, but 
transparent sbeam, bringing all its mysteries into the 
dayhght 

Roger ChiUmgworth possessed all, or most, of the at- 
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tributes above enumerated Nevertheless, time went on, 
a kind of intimacy, as we have said, grew up between 
these two cultivated minds, which had as wide a field 
as the whole sphere of human thought and study, to 
meet upon, they discussed every topic of ethics and re- 
hgion, of pubhc affairs and private character, they talked 
much, on both sides, of matters that seemed personal to 
themselves, and yet no secret, such as the physician 
fancied must exist there, ever stole out of the minister’s 
consciousness into his companion’s ear. The latter had 
his suspicions, indeed, that even the nature of Mr Dim- 
mesdale’s bodily disease had never fairly been revealed 
to him It was a strange reservel 

After a time, at a hint from Roger Chilhngworth, the 
friends of Mr Dimmesdale effected an arrangement by 
which the two were lodged m the same house, so that 
every ebb and flow of the minister’s hfe-bde might pass 
under the eye of his anxious and attached physician 
There was much joy throughout the town when this 
greatly desirable object was attained It was held to be 
the best possible measure for the young clergyman’s 
welfare, unless, indeed, as often urged by such as felt 
authorized to do so, he had selected some one of the 
many blooming damsels, spiritually devoted to him, to 
become his devoted wife This latter step, however, 
there was no present prospect that Arthur Dimmesdale 
would be prevailed upon to take, he rejected all sug- 
gestions of the kind, as if priestly cehbacy were one of 
his articles of church-disciplme Doomed by his own 
choice, therefote, as Mr Dimmesdale so evidently was, 
to eat his unsavory morsel always at another’s board, 
and endure the hfe-long chill which must be his lot who 
seeks to warm himself only at another’s fireside, it truly 
seemed that this sagacious, experienced, benevolent old 
physician, with his concord of paternal and reverential 
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love for the young pastor, was the very man of all man- 
kind to be constantly withm reach of his voice 

The new abode of the two friends was with a pious 
widow, of good social rank, who dwelt m a house cover- 
ing pretty nearly the site on which the venerable struc- 
ture of ^^g’s Chapel has smce been built It had the 
graveyard, originally Isaac Johnson’s homefield, on one 
side, and so well adapted to call up serious reflections, 
suited to their respective employments, in both minister 
and man of physic The motherly care of the good 
widow assigned to Mr Dimmesdale a front apartment, 
with a sunny exposure, and heavy window-curtains, to 
create a noontide shadow, when desirable The walls 
were hung round with tapestry, said to be from the 
Gobehn looms, and at all events, representing the Scrip- 
tural story of David and Bathsheba, and Nathan the 
Prophet, m colors still unfaded, but which made the fair 
woman of the scene almost as grimly picturesque as 
the woe-denouncing seer Here, the pale clergyman 
piled up his hbrary, rich with parchment-bound fohos 
of the Fathers, and the lore of Rabbis, and monkish 
erudition, of which the Protestant divines, even while 
they vilified and decried that class of writers, were yet 
constrained often to avail themselves On the other side 
of the house, old Roger Chilhngworth arranged his 
study and laboratory, not such as a modern man of 
science would reckon even tolerably complete, but pro- 
vided with a distiUmg apparatus, and the means of 
compoundmg drugs and chemicals, which the practised 
alchemist knew well how to turn to purpose With such 
commodiousness of situation, these two learned persons 
sat themselves down, each m his own domain, yet fa- 
miharly passing from one apartment to the other, and 
bestowing a mutual and not mcurious inspection mto 
one another’s busmess 
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And the Reverend Arthur Dunmesdole’s best discern- 
ing fnends, as we have intunated, very reasonably im- 
agined that the hand of Providence had done all this, for 
the purpose — ^besought m so many pubhc, and domestic, 
and secret prayers — of restoring the young minister to 
health But — it must now be said — another portion of 
the commumty had latterly begun to take its own view 
of the relation betwixt Mr Dimmesdale and the mys- 
terious old physician When an uninstructed multitude 
attempts to see with its eyes, it is exceedingly apt to be 
deceived When, however, it forms its judgment, as it 
usually does, on the intuibons of its great and warm 
heart, the conclusions thus attained are often so pro- 
found and so unerring, as to possess the character of 
truths supernaturally revealed The people, in the case 
of which we speak, could justify its prejudice against 
Roger Chilhngworth by no fact or argument worthy of 
serious refutation There was an aged handicraftsman, 
it IS true, who had been a citizen of London at the 
period of Sir Thomas Overbury ’s murder, now some 
thirty years agone, he testified to having seen the physi- 
cian, under some other name, which the narrator of the 
Story had now forgotten, m company with Doctor For- 
man, the famous old conjurer, who was implicated in 
the affair of Overbury Two or three individuals hinted, 
that the man of skill, during his Indian captivity, had 
enlarged his medical attainments by joimng m the in- 
cantations of the savage priests, who were umversally 
acknowledged to be powerful enchanters, often per- 
forming seemingly miraculous cures by their skiU in the 
black art A large number — and many of these were 
persons of such sober sense and practical observahon 
that their opinions would have been valuable in other 
matters — affirmed that Roger Chilhngworth’s aspect had 
undergone a remarkable change while he had dwelt m 
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town, and especially since his abode with Mr Dim- 
mesdale At first his expression had been calm, medita- 
(bve, scholar-hke Now, there was something ugly and 
evil in his face, which they had not previously noticed, 
and which grew stall the more obvious to sight the of- 
tener they looked upon him According to the vulgar 
idea, the fire m his laboratory had been brought from 
the lower regions, and was fed with infernal fuel, and 
so, as might be expected, his visage was getting sooty 
with the smoke 

To sum up the matter, it grew to be a widely dif- 
fused opinion, that the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, 
hke many other personages of especial sanctity, m all 
ages of the Christian world was haunted either by Satan 
himself, or Satan’s emissary, m the guise of old Roger 
Chillingworth This diabohcal agent had the Divine per- 
mission, for a season, to burrow into the clergyman’s 
mtimacy, and plot against his soul No sensible man, it 
was confessed, could doubt on which side the victory 
would turn The people looked, with an unshaken hope, 
to see the mmister come forth out of the conflict trans- 
figured with the glory which he would unquestionably 
win Meanwhile, nevertheless, it was sad to think of 
the perchance mortal agony through which he must 
struggle towards his triumph 

Alas’ to judge from the gloom and terror in the depths 
of the poor minister’s eyes, the battle was a sore one, 
and the victory anything but secure 

X THE LEECH AND HIS PATIENT 

Old Roger Chillingworth, throughout life, had been 
calm in temperament, kindly, though not of warm affec- 
tions, but ever, and in all his relations with the world, 
a pure and upright man He had begun an investigation. 
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as he imagined, with the severe and equal integrity of a 
judge, desirous only of truth, even as if the question in- 
volved no more than the air-drawn hnes and figures of 
a geometrical problem, instead of human passions, and 
wrongs inflicted on himself But, as he proceeded, a 
terrible fascination, a land of fierce, though still calm, 
necessity seized the old man within its gripe, and never 
set him free again until he had done all its biddmg He 
now dug into the poor clergyman’s heart, hke a miner 
searchmg for gold, or, rather, like a sexton delving into 
a grave, possibly in quest of a jewel that had been 
buried on the dead man’s bosom, but hkely to find noth- 
ing save mortahty and corruphon Alas for his own soul, 
if these were what he sought! 

Sometimes a hght glimmered out of the physician’s 
eyes, burning blue and ominous, hke the reflection of a 
furnace, or, let us say, hke one of those gleams of ghastly 
fire that darted from Bunyan’s awful doorway in the 
hill-side, and quivered on the pilgrim’s face The soil 
where this dark miner was working had perchance 
shown indications that encouraged him 

“This man,” said he, at one such moment, to himself, 
“pure as they deem him — all spiritual as he seems — ^hath 
inherited a strong ammal nature from his father or his 
mother Let us dig a httle further in the direction of 
this vein!” 

Then, after long search mto the minister’s dim inte- 
rior, and turning over many precious materials, m the 
shape of high aspirations for the welfare of his race, 
warm love of souls, pure sentiments, natural piety, 
strengthened by thought and study, and illuminated by 
revelation — all of which mvaluable gold was perhaps 
no better than rubbish to the seeker — ^he would turn 
back discouraged, and begin his quest towards another 
point He groped along as stealthily, with as cautious a 
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tread, and as wary an outlook, as a thief entering a 
chamber where a man hes only half asleep — or, it may 
be, broad awake — with purpose to steal the very treas- 
ure which this man guards as the apple of his eye In 
spite of his premeditated carefulness, the floor would 
now and then creak, his garments would rustle, the 
shadow of his presence, m a forbidden proximity, would 
be thrown across his victim In other words, Mr Dim- 
mesdale, whose sensibihty of nerve often produced the 
efiect of spiritual intuition, would become vaguely aware 
that something inimical to his peace had thrust itself into 
relation with him But old Roger Chilhngworth, too, had 
perceptions that were almost intuitive, and when the 
mmister threw his startled eyes towards him, there the 
physician sat, his kind, watchful, sympathizing, but 
never intrusive friend 

Yet Mr Dimmesdale would perhaps have seen this 
mdividual’s character more perfectly, if a certain mor- 
bidness, to which sick hearts are hable, had not rendered 
him suspicious of all mankind Trusting no man as his 
friend, he could not recogmze his enemy when the latter 
actually appeared He therefore still kept up a famihar 
mtercourse with him, daily receiving the old physician 
m his study, or visiting the laboratory, and, for rec- 
reahon’s sake, watchmg the processes by which weeds 
were converted into drugs of potency 

One day, learung his forehead on his hand, and his 
elbow on the sill of the open window, that looked to- 
wards the graveyard, he talked with Roger Chilhng- 
worth, while the old man was exanuning a bundle of 
unsightly plants. 

' Where,” asked he, with a look askance at them — for 
It was the clergyman’s peculianty that he seldom, nowa- 
days, looked straightforth at any object, whether human 
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or inanimate — “where, my kmd doctor, did you gather 
those herbs, with such a dark, flabby leaf?" 

“Even in the graveyard here at hand,” answered the 
physician continuing his employment “They are new 
to me I found them growing on a grave, which bore no 
tombstone, nor other memorial of the dead man, save 
these ugly weeds, that have taken upon themselves to 
keep him in remembrance They grew out of his heart, 
and typify, it may be, some hideous secret that was 
buried with him, and which he had done better to con- 
fess durmg his hfetime." 

"Perchance,” said Mr Dimmesdale, “he earnestly de- 
sired It, but could not ” 

“And wherefore?” rejomed the physician "Wherefore 
not, since all the powers of nature call so earnestly for 
the confession of sm, that these black weeds have sprung 
up out of a buried heart, to make manifest an unspoken 
crime?” 

“That, good Sir, is but a fantasy of yours,” rephed the 
minister “There can be, if I forebode aright, no power, 
short of the Divme mercy, to disclose, whether by ut- 
tered words, or by type or emblem, the secrets that may 
be buried with a human heart The heart, making itself 
guilty of such secrets, must perforce hold them, until 
the day when all hidden thmgs shall be revealed Nor 
have I so read or interpreted Holy Writ, as to under- 
stand that the disclosure of human thoughts and deeds, 
then to be made, is intended as a part of the retnbuhon 
That, surely, were a shallow view of it No, these revela- 
tions, unless I greatly err, are meant merely to promote 
the intellectual satisfaction of all intelhgent beings, who 
will stand waiting, on that day, t o see Ae dark prnhlp.m 
of this hfe made plam A knowle ^gg ot 
'be needful to fbe-completest solution of that pTohlain 
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And I conceive, moreover, that the hearts holding such 
rmserable secrets as you speak of will yield them up, at 
that last day, not with reluctance, but with a joy un- 
utterable ” 

“Then why not reveal them here?” asked Roger 
Chilhngworth, glancing quietly aside at the mimster. 
"Why should not the guilty ones sooner avail themselves 
of this unutterable solace?” 

"They mostly do,” said the clergyman, griping hard 
at his breast as if afflicted with an importunate throb of 
pain "Many, many a poor soul hath given its confidence 
to me, not only on the death-bed, but while strong in 
life, and fair in reputabon And ever, after such an out- 
pouring, oh, what a rehef have I witnessed in those sin- 
ful brethrenl even as in one who at last draws free air, 
after long sbfling with his own polluted breath How 
can it be otherwise? Why should a wretched man, guilty, 
we will say, of murder, prefer to keep the dead corpse 
buried in his own heart, rather than fling it forth at 
once, and let the umverse take care of itl” 

“Yet some men bury their secrets thus,” observed the 
calm physician 

"True, there are such men,” answered Mr Dimmes- 
dale “But, not to suggest more obvious reasons, it may 
be that they are kept silent by the very consbtubon of 
their nature Or — can we not suppose it? — guilty as they 
may be, retaining, nevertheless, a zeal for God’s glory 
and man’s welfare, they shrink from displaying them- 
selves black and filthy in the view of men, because, 
thenceforward, no good can be achieved by them, no 
evil of the past be redeemed by better service So, to 
their own unutterable torment, they go about among 
their fellow-creatures, lookmg pure as new-fallen snow 
while their hearts are all speckled and spotted with 
miquity of which they carmot rid themselves ” 
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“These men deceive themselves,” said Roger Chilhng- 
worth, with somewhat more emphasis than usual, and 
making a slight gesture with his forefinger “They fear 
to take up the shame that rightfully belongs to them 
Their love for man, their zeal for God’s service — these 
holy impulses may or may not coexist in then hearts 
with the evil inmates to which their guilt has unbarred 
the door, and which must needs propagate a helbsh 
breed within them But, if they seek to glorify God, let 
them not hft heavenward their unclean hands I If they 
would serve their fellowmen, let them do it by making 
manifest the power and reahty of conseience, m con- 
straining them to penitenbal self-abasementl Wouldst 
thou have me to beheve, O wise and pious friend, that 
a false show can be better — can be more for God’s glory, 
or man’s welfare — than God’s own truth? Trust me, such 
men deceive themselves!” 

"It may be so,” said the young clergyman, indiffer- 
ently, as waiving a discussion that he considered ir- 
relevant or unreasonable He had a ready faculty, in- 
deed, of escaping from any topic that agitated his too 
sensitive and nervous temperament "But, now, I would 
ask of my well-skilled physician, whether, in good sooth, 
he deems me to have profited by his kindly care of this 
weak frame of mine?” 

Before Roger Chillingworth could answer, they heard 
the clear, wild laughter of a young child’s voice, pro- 
ceeding from the adjacent burial-ground Looking in- 
stinctively from the open window — for it was summer- 
time — the minister beheld Hester Prynne and httle Pearl 
passing along the footpath that traversed the enclosure 
Pearl looked as beautiful as the day, but was m one of 
those moods of perverse merriment which, whenever they 
occurred, seemed to remove her entirely out of the sphere 
of sympathy or human contact She now skipped ir- 
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reverently from one grave to another, until, coming to 
the hroad, flat, armorial tombstone of a departed worthy 
— ^perhaps of Isaac Johnson himself — she began to dance 
upon it In reply to her mother’s command and entreaty 
that she would behave more decorously, little Pearl 
paused to gather the prickly burrs from a tall burdock 
which grew beside the tomb Taking a handful of these, 
she arranged them along the hnes of the scarlet letter 
that decorated the maternal bosom, to which the burrs, 
as their nature was, tenaciously adhered Hester did not 
pluck them off 

Roger Chillingworth had by this time approached the 
window, and smiled grimly down 

“There is no law, nor reverence for authority, no re- 
gard for human ordinances or opinions, right or wrong, 
imxed up with that child’s composibon,” remarked he, 
as much to himself as to his companion “I saw her, the 
other day, bespatter the Governor himself with water, 
at the cattle-trough in Spring Lane What, in Heaven’s 
name, is she? Is the imp altogether evil? Hath she affec- 
tions? Hath she any discoverable pnnciple of being?’’ 

“None — save the freedom of a broken law,” answered 
Mr Dimmesdale, in a quiet way, as if he had been dis- 
cussing the point withm himself “Whether capable of 
good, I know not ” 

The child probably overheard their voices, for, look- 
mg up to the window, with a bright, but naughty smile 
of mirth and mteUigence, she threw one of the pnckly 
burrs at the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale The sensitive 
clergyman shrunk, with nervous dread, from the light 
missile Detecting his emotion. Pearl clapped her little 
hands m the most extravagant ecstasy Hester Prynne, 
likewise, had involuntanly looked up, and all these four 
persons, old and young, regarded one another in silence, 
tdl the child laughed aloud, and shouted — “Come away, 
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motherl Come away, or yonder old Black Man will catch 
you! He hath got hold of the minister already Come 
away, mother, or he will catch you! But he cannot catch 
httle Pearl!” 

So she drew her mother away, skipping, dancing, and 
frisking fantasbcally, among the hillocks of the dead 
people, hke a creature that had nothing in common with 
a bygone and buried generation, nor owned herself alon 
to it It was as if she had been made afresh, out of new 
elements, and must perforce be permitted to hve her 
own life, and be a law unto herself, without her eccen- 
tricities being reckoned to her for a crime. 

“There goes a woman,” resumed Roger Chilhngworth, 
after a pause, “who, be her demerits what they may, 
hath none of that mystery of hidden sinfulness which 
you deem so grievous to be borne Is Hester Prynne the 
less miserable, think you, for that scarlet letter on her 
breast?” 

“I do venly beheve it," answered the clergyman. 
“Nevertheless I cannot answer for her There was a 
look of pain in her face, which I would gladly have been 
spared the sight of But stall, methinks, it must needs 
be better for the sufiFerer to be free to show his pain, as 
this poor woman Hester is, than to cover it all up in his 
heart ” 

There was another pause, and the physician began 
anew to examme and arrange the plants which he had 
gathered 

"You inquired of me, a httle tame agone,” said he, at 
length, “my judgment as touching your health ” 

“I did,” answered the clergyman, "and would gladly 
learn it Speak frankly, I pray you, be it for hfe or 
death ” 

“Freely, then, and plainly,” said the physician, stdl 
busy with his plants, but keeping a wary eye on Mr. 
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Dumnesdale, "the disorder is a strange one, not so much 
in itself, nor as outwardly mamfested — in so far, at least, 
as the symptoms have been laid open to my observation 
Looking daily at you, my good Sir, and watching the 
tokens of your aspect, now for months gone by, I should 
deem you a man sore sick, it may be, yet not so sick 
but that an instructed and watchful physician might 
well hope to cure you But — I know not what to say — 
the disease is what I seem to know, yet know it not ” 

"You speak m riddles, learned Sir,” said the pale 
minister, glancing aside out of the window 

"Then to speak more plainly,” continued the physi- 
cian, “and I crave pardon. Sir — should it seem to require 
pardon — for this needful plainness of my speech Let 
me ask — as your friend — as one having charge, under 
Providence, of your life and physical well-being — ^hath 
all the operation of this disorder been fairly laid open 
and recounted to me?” 

“How can you question it?” asked the mimster. 
“Surely, it were child’s play to call in a physician, and 
then hide the sore!” 

“You would tell me, then, that I know alP” said Roger 
Chilhngworth, deliberately, and fixing an eye, bright 
with intense and concentrated intelligence, on the min- 
ister’s face “Be it sol But, againl He to whom only the 
outward and physical evil is laid open, knoweth, often- 
times, but half the evil which he is called upon to cure 
A bodily disease, which we look upon as whole and 
entire within itself, may, after all, be but a symptom 
of some ailment in the spiritual part Your pardon, once 
again, good Sir, if my speech give the shadow of offence 
You, Sir, of all men whom I have known, are he whose 
body IS the closest conjoined, and imbued, and iden- 
tified, so to speak, with the spirit whereof it is the m- 
strument ” 
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"Then I need ask no further,” said the clergyman, 
somewhat hastily rising from his chair “You deal not, I 
take it, in medicine for the soull” 

“Thus, a sickness,” continued Roger ChiUingworth, 
going on, in an unaltered tone, without heeding the in- 
terrupbon — but standing up, and confronbng the ema- 
ciated and white-cheeked minister, with his low, dark, 
and misshapen figure — “a sickness, a sore place, if we 
may so call it, in your spirit, hath immediately its ap- 
propriate manifestabon in your bodily frame Would 
you, therefore, that your physician heal the bodily evil? 
How may this be, unless you first lay open to him the 
wound or bouble m your soul?” 

“No! — not to theef — not to an earthly physicianl” 
cried Mr Dimmesdale, passionately, and turning his 
eyes, full and bright, and with a kind of fierceness, on 
old Roger Chilhngworth “Not to thee! But, if it be the 
soul’s disease, then do I commit myself to the one Phy- 
sician of the soul! He, if it stand with his good pleasure, 
can cure, or he can killl Let him do with me as, in his 


justice and wisdom, he shall see good But who art thou , 
that me ddlest in t his matter? — that d^es t hrust himselL 
Ee b^^en th e snffei^r and his God?J 
' "With aTranbc gesturene ruSed out of the room 
“It IS as well to have made this step,” said Roger 
Chilhngworth to himself, looking after the minister with 
a grave smile "There is nothmg lost We shall be friends 
again anon But see, now, how passion takes hold upon 
this man, and humeth him out of himself! As with one 


passion, so with another! He hath done a wild thing 
erenow, this pious Master Dimmesdale, m the hot pas- 
sion of his heart!” 


It proved not difficult to reestabhsh the inbmacy of 
the two compamons, on the same foobng and in the 
same degree as heretofore The young clergyman, after 
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a few houis of pnvacy, was sensible that the disorder 
of his nerves had humed him into an unseemly out- 
break of temper, which there had been nothing to the 
physician’s words to excuse or palhate He marvelled, 
indeed, at the violence with which he had thrust back 
the kind old man, when merely proffering the advice 
which It was his duty to bestow, and which the minister 
himself had expressly sought With these remorseful 
feelings, he lost no time in making the amplest apolo- 
gies, and besought his fnend still to continue the care, 
which, if not successful in restoring him to health, had, 
in aU probabihty, been the means of prolonging his 
feeble existence to that hour Roger ChiUingworth read- 
ily assented, and went on with his medical supervision 
of the mimster, doing his best for hun, m all good faith, 
but always qmttmg die pabent’s apartment, at the close 
of a professional interview, with a mysterious and puz- 
'zled smile upon his lips This expression was mvisible 
in Mr Dimmesdale’s presence, but grew strongly evi- 
dent as the physician crossed the threshold 

“A rare case!” he muttered “I must needs look deeper 
into it A strange sympathy betwixt soul and body! 
Were it only for the art’s sake, I must search this matter 
to the bottomi” 

It came to pass, not long after the scene above re- 
corded, that the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale, at noon- 
day, and entirely unawares, fell into a deep, deep 
slumber, sittmg m his chair, with a large black-letter 
volume open before him on the table It must have been 
a work of vast abihty in the somniferous school of hterfc 
ture The profound depth of the IriiUlSter'Fre^ose'^as 
the more remarkable, inasmuch as he was one of those 
persons whose sleep, ordinarily, is as hght, as fitful, and 
as easily scared away, as a small bird hopping on a twig. 
To such an unwonted remoteness, however, had his 
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spirit now withdrawn into itself, that he stirred not in 
his chair when old Roger Chilhngworth, without any 
extraordinary precaution, came into the room. The phy- 
sician advanced directly m front of his patient, laid his 
hand upon his bosom, and thrust aside the vestment 
that, hitherto, had always covered it even from the pro- 
fessional eye 

Then, indeed, Mr Dimmesdale shuddered, and 
shghtly sbrred 

After a brief pause, the physician turned away 
But with what a wild look of wonder, joy, and horrorl 
With what a ghastly rapture, as it were, too mighty to 
be expressed only by the eye and features, and there- 
fore bursting forth through the whole ughness of his fig- 
ure, and making itself even riotously manifest by the 
extravagant gestures with which he threw up his arms 
towards the ceihng, and stamped his foot upon the floorl 
Had a man seen old Roger Chilhngworth, at that moment 
of his ecstasy, he would have had no need to ask how 
Satan comports himself when a precious human soul is 
lost to heaven, and won into his kingdom 

But what distinguished the physician’s ecstasy from 
Satan’s was the trait of wonder m itl 


XI THE INTEWOR OF A HEART 

After the incident last descnbed, the intercourse be- 
tween the clergyman and the physician, though exter- 
nally the same, was really of another character than it 
had previously been The mtellect of Roger Chilhng- 
worth had now a sufficiently plam path before it It was 
not, mdeed, precisely that which he had laid out for 
himself to tread Calm, gentle, passionless, as he ap- 
peared, there was yet, we fear, a quiet depth of mahce, 
hitherto latent, but active now, in this unfortunate old 
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man, which led him to imagine a more inbmate revenge 
than any mortal had ever wreaked upon an enemy To 
make himself the one trusted fnend, to whom should be 
confided all the fear, the remorse, the agony, the ineffec- 
tual repentance, the backward rush of sinful thoughts, 
expelled in vainl All that guilty sorrow, hidden from the 
world, whose great heart would have pibed and for- 
given, to be revealed to him, the Pibless, to him, the 
Unforgivingl All that dark treasure to be lavished on the 
very man, to whom nothing else could so adequately 
pay the debt of vengeancel 

The clergyman’s shy and sensibve reserve had balked 
this scheme Roger Clulhngworth, however, was mchned 
to be hardly, if at all, less sabsfied with the aspect of 
affairs, which Providence — using the avenger and his 
vicbm for its own purposes, and, perchance, pardomng 
where it seemed most to punish — ^had subsbtuted for 
his black devices A revelabon, he could almost say, had 
been granted to him It mattered httle, for his object, 
whether celesbal, or from what other region By its aid, 
in all the subsequent relabons betwixt him and Mr 
Dimmesdale, not merely the external presence, but the 
very inmost soul, of the latter, seemed to be brought out 
before his eyes, so that he could see and comprehend its 
every movement He became, thenceforth, not a specta- 
tor only, but a chief actor, m the poor mimster’s mtenor 
world He could play upon him as he chose Would he 
arouse him with a throb of agony^ TTie vicbm was for- 
ever on the rack, it needed only to know the spring that 
conbolled the engme, and the physician knew it weUl 
Would he startle him with sudden fear? As at the wav- 
ing of a magician’s wand, uprose a grisly phantom — 
uprose a thousand phantoms — many shapes, of death, 
or more awful shame, all flockmg round about the 
clergyman, and pombng with dieir fingers at his breast! 
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A]] this was accomplished with a subtlety so perfect 
that the mimster, though he had constantly a dun per- 
cephon of some evil mfluence watching over him, could 
never gam a knowledge of its actual nature. True, he 
looked doubtfully, fearfully — even, at bmes, with horror 
and the bitterness of hatred — at the deformed figure of 
the old physician His gestures, his gait, his grizzled 
beard, his shghtest and most indifferent acts, the very 
fashion of his garments, were odious in the clergyman’s 
sight, a token imphcitly to be rehed on, of a deeper 
antipathy in the breast of the latter than he was wilhng 
to acknowledge to himself. For, as it was impossible 
to assign a reason for such distrust and abhorrence, so 
Mr Dimmesdale, conscious that the poison of one mor- 
bid spot was infecting his heart’s entire substance, at- 
tributed all his presentiments to no other cause He took 
himself to task for his bad sympathies in reference to 
Roger Chilhngworth, disregarded the lesson that he 
should have drawn from them, and did his best to root 
them out Unable to accomphsh this, he nevertheless, as 
a matter of principle, contmued his habits of social fa- 
miliarity with the old man, and thus gave him constant 
opportumties for perfecting the purpose to which — poor, 
forlorn creature that he was, and more wretched than 
his victim — the avenger had devoted himself 

While thus suffering under bodily disease, and gnawed 
and tortured by some black trouble of the soul, and 
given over to the machmations of his deadhest enemy, 
the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale had achieved a brilliant 
popularity m his sacred ofiSce He won it, indeed, m 
great part, by his sorrows His intellectual gifts, his moral 
percejlKsns, his power of expenencmg and communicat- 
ing emotion, were kept m a state of preternatural ac- 
tivity by the prick and anguish of his daily hfe His 
fame, though still on its upward slope, already over- 
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shadowed the soberer reputations of his fellow-clergy- 
men, emment as several of them were There were 
scholars among them, who had spent more years in ac- 
quiring abstruse lore, connected with the divine profes- 
sion, ^an Mr Dimmesdale had hved, and who might 
well, therefore, be more profoundly versed in such sohd 
and valuable attainments than their youthful brother 
There were men, too, of a sturdier texture of mind than 
his, and endowed with a far greater share of shrewd, 
hard, iron, or gramte understanding, which, duly min- 
gled with a fair proportion of doctrmal ingredient, con- 
stitutes a highly respectable, efficacious, and unamiable 
variety of the clerical species There were others, again, 
true samtly fathers, whose faculbes had been elaborated 
by weary toil among then books, and by patient thought, 
and ethereahzed, moreover, by spiritual communications 
with the better world, into which their purity of life had 
almost introduced these holy personages, with their gar- 
ments of mortality still chnging to them All that they 
lacked was the gift that descended upon the chosen 
disciples at Pentecost, in tongues of flames, symbolizing, 
It would seem, not the power of speech in foreign and 
unknown languages, but that of addressing the whole 
human brotherhood in the heart’s nabve language These 
fathers, otherwise so apostohc, lacked Heaven’s last and 
rarest attestabon of their office, the Tongue of Flame 
They would have vainly sought — had they ever dreamed 
of seeking — to express the highest truths through the 
humblest medium of faimhar words and images Their 
voices came down, afar and mdisbnctly, from the upper 
heights where they habitually dwelt 

Not improbably, it was to this latter class of men that 
Mr. Dimmesdale, by many of his traits of character, nat- 
urally belonged To the high mountam-peaks of faith 
and sancbty he would have climbed, had not the tend- 
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ency been thwarted by the burden, whatever it might 
be, of crime or anguisb, beneath which it was his doom 
to totter It kept him down, on a level with the lowest, 
him, the man of ethereal attributes, whose voice the an- 
gels might else have hstened to and answered! But this 
very burden it was that gave him sympathies so intimate 
with the sinful brotherhood of mankind, so that his heart 
vibrated in unison with theirs, and received their pain 
into Itself, and sent its own throb of pain through a 
thousand other hearts, m gushes of sad, persuasive elo- 
quence Oftenest persuasive, but sometimes temble! The 
people knew not the power that moved them thus They 
deemed the young clergyman a miracle of hohness. 
They fancied him the mouth-piece of Heaven’s messages 
of wisdom, and rebuke, and love. In their eyes, the very 
ground on which he trod was sanctified The virgins of 
his church grew pale around him, vicbms of a passion 
so imbued with religious senbment that they imagined 
It to be all religion, and brought it openly, in their white 
bosoms, as then most acceptable sacrifice before the al- 
tar The aged members of his flock, beholding Mr. 
Dimmesdale’s frame so feeble, while they were them- 
selves so rugged in their infirmity, beheved that he 
would go heavenward before them, and enjoined it upon 
then children, that then old bones should be buned 
close to then young pastor’s holy grave And, all this 
bme, perchance, when poor Mr Dimmesdale was think- 
mg of his grave, he quesboned with himself whether the 
grass would ever grow on it, because an accursed thing 
must there be buried! 

It IS inconceivable, the agony with which this pubhc 
venerabon tortured him! It was his genuine impulse to 
adore the truth, and to reckon all things shadowhke, and 
utterly devoid of weight or value, that had not its 
divme essence as the life withm then life Then, what 
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was he? — a substance? — or the dimmest of all shadows? 
He longed to speak out, from his own pulpit, at the full 
height of his voice, and tell the people what he was 
“I, whom you behold m these black garments of the 
priesthood — I, who ascend the sacred desk, and turn my 
pale face heavenward, taking upon myself to hold com- 
munion, in your behalf, with the Most High Omniscience 
— I, in whose daily life you discern the sancity of Enoch 
— 1, whose footsteps, as you suppose, leave a gleam 
along my earthly track, where by the pilgrims that shall 
come after me may be guided to the regions of the blest 
— I, who have laid the hand of baptism upon your chil- 
dren — I, who have breathed the parting prayer over 
your dying friends, to whom the Amen sounded faintly 
from a world which they had quitted — I, your pastor, 
whom you so reverence and trust, am utterly a pollution 
and a hel” 

More than once, Mr Dimmesdale had gone into the 
pulpit, with a purpose never to come down its steps un- 
til he should have spoken words hke the above More 
than once, he had cleared his throat, and drawn in the 
long, deep, and tremulous breath, which, when sent 
forth again, would come burdened with the black secret 
of his soul More than once — nay, more than a hundred 
times — he had actually spoken! Spoken! But how? He 
had told his hearers that he was altogether vile, a viler 
companion of the vilest, the worst of sinners, an abomi- 
nation, a thing of ummaginable miquity, and that the 
only wonder was that they did not see his wretched 
body shrivelled up before their eyes, by the burning 
wrath of the Almighty! Could there be plainer speech 
than this^ Would not the people start up in their seats, 
by a simultaneous impulse, and tear him down out of 
the pulpit, which he defiled? Not so, mdeedi They heard 
it all, and did but reverence him the more They httle 
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guessed what deadly purport lurked m those self- 
condemning words “The godly youthi" said they among 
themselves “The saint on earthl Alas, if he discern such 
sinfulness in his own white soul, what horrid spectacle 
would he behold in thine or mine!” The min ister wel) 
knew — subtle, but r Amnr^pfnl hypocrite that he wasl — 
the light in^hich his vague confession would be viewed 
lie had striven to put a cheat upon himself by making 
the avowal of a guilty conscience, but had gained only 
one other sin, and a self-acknowledged shame, without 
the momentary rehef of being self-deceived He had 
spoken the very truth, and transformed it into the ven- 
est falsehood And yet, by the constitution of his nature, 
he loved the truth, and loathed the he, as few men ever 
did Therefore, above all things else, he loathed his mis- 
erable self! 

His inward trouble drove him to practices more m 
accordance with the old, corrupted faith of Rome, than 
with the better light of the church in which he had been 
born and bred In Mr Dimmesdale’s secret closet, under 
lock and key, there was a bloody scourge Oftentimes, 
this Protestant and Puritan divine had phed it on his 
own shoulders, laughing bitterly at himself the while, 
and smihng so much the more pitilessly because of that 
bitter laugh It was his custom, too, as it has been that 
of many other pious Puritans, to fast — not, however, like 
them, m order to purify the body and render it the fitter 
medium of celestial illumination, but rigorously, and un- 
til his knees trembled beneath him, as an act of penance. 
He kept vigils, hkewise, mght after night, sometimes in 
utter darkness, sometimes with a ghmmenng lamp, and 
sometimes, viewing his own face in a looking-glass, by 
the most powerful hght which he could throw upon it 
He thus typified the constant mtrospection wherewith 
he tortured, but could not purify, himself In these 



370 ROMANCES 

lengthened vigils, his brain often reeled, and visions 
seemed to flit before him, perhaps seen doubtfully, and 
by a faint hght of their own, in the remote dimness of 
t-tip chamber, or more vividly, and close beside him, 
within the looking-glass Now it was a herd of diabohc 
shapes, that grinned and mocked at the pale minister, 
and beckoned him away with them, now a group of 
shning angels, who flew upward heavily, as sorrow- 
laden, but grew more ethereal as they rose. Now came 
the dead friends of his youth, and his white-bearded 
father, with a saint-like frown, and his mother, turning 
her face away as she passed by, Ghost of a mother — 
thmnest fantasy of a mother — methinks she might yet 
have thrown a pitying glance towards her soni And now, 
through the chamber which these spectral thoughts had 
made so ghastly, glided Hester Prynne, leading along 
little Pearl, m her scarlet garb, and pointing her fore- 
finger, first at the scarlet letter on her bosom, and then 
at the clergyman’s own breast 

None of these visions ever qmte deluded him At any 
moment, by an effort of his will, he could discern sub- 
stances through their misty lack of substance, and con- 
vince himself that they were not sobd in their nature, 
like yonder table of carved oak, or that big, square, 
leathern-bound and brazen-clasped volume of divinity 
But, for all that, they were, m one sense, the truest and 
most substantial things which the poor minister now 
dealt with It is the unspeakable imsery of a hfe so false 
as his, that it steals the pith and substance out of what- 
ever reahties there are around us, and which were meant 
by Heaven to be the spirit’s joy and nutriment To the 
untrue man, the whole umverse is false — it is impal- 
pable — It shrinks to nothmg withm his grasp And he 
himself, in so far as he shows himself in a false hght, 
becomes a shadow, or, mdeed, ceases to exist The only 
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truth that continued to give Mr Dimmesdale a real ex- 
istence on this earth was the anguish in his inmost soul, 
and the undissembled expression of it m his aspect Had 
he once found power to smile, and wear a face of gay- 
ety, there would have been no such man] 

On one of those ugly nights, which we have faintly 
hinted at, but forborne to picture forth, the mimster 
started from his chau A new thought had struck him 
There might be a moment’s peace m it Atbring himself 
with as much care as if it had been for pubhc worship, 
and precisely in the same manner, he stole softly down 
the staircase, undid the door, and issued forth 

XII THE minister’s VIGIL 

Walhng m the shadow of a dream, as it were, and 
perhaps actually under the influence of a species of som- 
nambulism, Mr Dimmesdale reached the spot where, 
now so long since, Hester Prynne had hved through her 
first hours of public ignominy The same platform or 
scaffold, black and weather-stained with the storm or 
sunshine of seven long years, and footworn, too, with 
the tread of many culprits who had smce ascended it, 
remamed standing beneath the balcony of the meetmg- 
house The minister went up the steps 

It was an obscure mght of early May An unvaried 
pall of cloud mufiBed the whole expanse of sky from ze- 
mth to horizon If the same multitude which had stood 
as eye-witnesses while Hester Prynne sustained her pun- 
ishment could now have been summoned forth, they 
would have discerned no face above the platform, nor 
hardly the outline of a human shape, in the dark gray 
of the midnight But the town was all asleep There was 
no peril of discovery The minister might stand there, if 
It so pleased him, until mommg should redden m the 
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east, without other risk than that the dank and chill 
night-air would creep into his frame, and stiffen his 
joints with rheumatism, and clog his throat with catarrh' 
and cough, thereby defrauding the expectant audience 
of tomorrow’s prayer and sermon No eye could see him, 
save that ever-wakeful one which had seen him in his 
closet, vinelding the bloody seourge Why, then, had he 
come hither? Was it but the mockery of pemtence? A 
mockery, indeed, but in which his soul trifled with it- 
self' A mockery at which angels blushed and wept, while 
fiends rejoiced, with jeering laughterl He had been 
driven hither by the impulse of that Remorse which 
dogged him everywhere, and whose own sister and 
closely Lnked companion was that Cowardice which in- 
variably drew him back, with her tremulous gripe, just 
when the other impulse had hurried him to the verge of 
a disclosure Poor, miserable manl what right had in- 
firmity like his to burden itself with erime? Crime is for 
the iron-nerved, who have their choice either to endure 
It, or, if It press too hard, to exert their fierce and savage 
strength for a good purpose, and fling it off at oncel 
This feeble and most sensitive of spirits could do neither, 
yet continually did one thing or another, which inter- 
twined, in the same inextricable knot, the agony of 
heaven-defying guilt and vam repentance 

And thus, while standing on the scaffold, in this vain 
show of expiation, Mr Dimmesdale was overcome with 
a great horror of mind, as if the universe were gazing at 
a scarlet token on his naked breast, right over his heart 
On that spot, in very truth, there was, and there had 
long been, the gnawing and poisonous tooth of bodily 
pain Without any effort of his will, or power to restrain 
himself, he shrieked aloud, an outcry that went peahng 
through the night, and was beaten back from one house 
to another, and reverberated from the hills m the back- 
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ground, as if a company of devils, detecting so much 
misery and terror in it, had made a plaything of the 
sound, and ivere bandying it to and fro 

“It IS donel” muttered the mimster, covering his face 
with his hands "The whole town will awake, and hurry 
forth, and find me herel” 

But It was not so The shnek had perhaps sounded 
with a far greater power, to his own startled ears, than 
it actually possessed The town did not awake, or, if it 
did, the drowsy slumberers mistook the cry either for 
something frightful in a dream, or for the noise of 
witches, whose voices, at that period, were often heard 
to pass over the settlements or lonely cottages, as they 
rode with Satan through the air The clergyman, there- 
fore, hearing no symptoms of disturbance, uncovered his 
eyes and looked about him At one of the chamber-win- 
dows of Governor Belhngham’s mansion, which stood 
at some distance, on the hne of another street, he beheld 
the appearance of the old magistrate himself, with a 
lamp in his hand, a white nightcap on his head, and a 
long white gown enveloping his figure He looked hke 
a ghost, evoked unseasonably from the grave The cry 
had evidently startled him At another window of the 
same house, moreover, appeared old Mistress Hibbins, 
the Governor’s sister, also with a lamp, which, even thus 
far off, revealed the expression of her sour and discon- 
tented face She thrust forth her head from the lattice, 
and looked anxiously upward Beyond the shadow of a 
doubt, this venerable witch-lady had heard Mr Dimmes- 
dale’s outcry, and interpreted it, with its multitudinous 
echoes and reverberations, as the clamor of the fiends 
and night-hags, with whom she was well known to make 
excursions into the forest 

Detecting the gleam of Governor Belhngham’s lamp, 
the old lady quickly extinguished her own, and van- 
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ished Possibly, she went up among the clouds The 
mimster saw nothing further of her mobons The mag- 
istrate, after a wary ohservabon of the darkness — into 
which, nevertheless, he could see but httle further than 
he might into a mdl-stone — ^retired from the window 
The mmister grew comparabvely calm His eyes, how- 
ever, were soon greeted by a httle, ghmmenng hght, 
which, at first a long way off, was approaching up the 
street It threw a gleam of recognibon on here a post, and 
there a garden-fence, and here a latticed window-pane, 
and there a pump, with its full trough of water, and here, 
an arched door of oak, with an iron knocker, and a 
rough log for the doorstep The Reverend Mr Dimmes- 
dale noted all these minute parbculars, even while firmly 
convmced that the doom of his existence was steahng 
onward, in the footsteps which he now heard, and that 
the gleam of the lantern would fall upon him, m a few 
moments more, and reveal his long-hidden secret As the 
hght drew nearer, he beheld, within its illurmnated cir- 
cle, his brother clergyman — or, to speak more accurately, 
his professional father, as well as highly valued friend — 
the Reverend Mr Wilson, who, as Mr Dimmesdale now 
conjectured, had been praying at the bedside of some 
dying man And so he had The good old mimster came 
freshly from the death-chamber of Governor Winthrop, 
who had passed from earth to heaven withm that very 
hour And now, surrounded, hke the samt-hke person- 
ages of olden bmes, with a radiant halo, that glorified 
him amid this gloomy night of sin — as if the departed 
Governor had left him an mhentance of his glory, or 
as if he had caught upon himself the distant shine of 
the celesbal city, while looking thitherward to see the 
biumphal pilgrim pass within its gates — now, m short, 
good Father Wdson was moving homeward, aiding his 
footsteps with a hghted lantemi The glunmer of this 
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luminary suggested the above conceits to Mr Dimmes- 
dale, who smiled — nay, almost laughed at them — and 
then wondered if he were gomg mad 

As the Reverend Mr Wilson passed beside the scaf- 
fold, closely muffling his Geneva cloak about him with 
one arm, and holding the lantern before his breast with 
the other, the minister could hardly restrain himself 
from speakmg 

"A good evening to you, venerable Father Wilson! 
Come up hither, I pray you, and pass a pleasant hour 
with me'” 

Good heavens! Had Mr. Dimmesdale actually spoken? 
For one instant, he beheved that these words had passed 
his lips But they were uttered only with his imagina- 
tion The venerable Father Wilson continued to step 
slowly onward, looking carefully at the muddy pathway 
before his feet, and never once turmng his head towards 
the guilty platform When the light of the ghmmenng 
lantern had faded quite away, the mimster discovered, 
by the faintness which came over him, that the last few 
moments had been a crisis of terrible anxiety, although 
his mind had made an involuntary effort to reheve it- 
self by a kind of lurid playfulness 

Shortly afterwards, the hke gnsly sense of the humor- 
ous again stole in among the solemn phantoms of his 
thought He felt his Lmbs growing stiff with the unac- 
customed chilliness of the night, and doubted whether 
he should be able to descend the steps of the scaffold 
Morning would break, and find him there The neighbor- 
hood would begin to rouse itself The earhest riser, com- 
ing forth in the dim twihght, would perceive a vaguely 
defined figure aloft on the place of shame, and, half 
crazed betwixt alarm and curiosity, would go, knocking 
from door to door, summoning all the people to behold 
the ghost — as he needs must thmk it — of some defunct 
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transgressor A dusky tumult would flap its wings from 
one house to another Then — the morning hght still wax- 
ing stronger — old patriarchs would rise up in great 
haste, each m his flannel gown, and matronly dames, 
without pausing to put off their night-gear The whole 
tnbe of decorous personages, who had never heretofore 
been seen with a single hair of their heads awry, would 
start into pubhc view, with the disorder of a nightmare 
m then aspects Old Governor Belhngham would come 
grimly forth, with his King James’s ruff fastened askew, 
and Mistress Hibbins, with some twigs of the forest 
chnging to her skirts, and looking sourer than ever, as 
having hardly got a wink of sleep after her night ride, 
and good Father Wilson, too, after spending half the 
night, at a death-bed and liking ill to be disturbed, thus 
early, out of his dreams about the glorified saints 
Hither, hkewise, would come the elders and deacons 
of Mr Dimmesdale’s church, and the young virgins who 
so idohzed their minister, and had made a shrine for 
him in their white bosoms, which now, by the by, in 
their hurry and confusion, they would scantly have 
given themselves time to cover with their kerchiefs All 
people, in a word, would come stumbling over their 
thresholds, and turning up their amazed and horror- 
stricken visages around the scaffold Whom would they 
discern there, with the red eastern hght upon his brow? 
Whom, but the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, half 
frozen to death, overwhelmed with shame, and standing 
where Hester Prynne had stood! 

Carried away by the grotesque horror of this picture, 
the minister, unawares, and to his own infinite alarm, 
burst into a great peal of laughter It was immediately 
responded to by a hght, any, childish laugh, in which, 
with a thrill of the heart — ^but he knew not whether of 
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exquisite pain, or pleasure as acute — ^he recognized the 
tones of httle Pearl. 

“Pearll Little Pearl!” cried he after a moment’s pause, 
then, suppressing his voice — ^“Hester! Hester Prynne! 
Are you there?” 

“Yes, it IS Hester Prynne!” she rephed, in a tone of 
surprise, and the minister heard her footsteps approach- 
ing from the sidewalk, along which she had been pass- 
ing “It IS I, and my httle Pearl ” 

“Whence come you, Hester!” asked the minister 
“What sent you hither?” 

“I have been watching at a death-bed,” answered 
Hester Prynne — “at Governor Winthrop’s death-bed, 
and have taken his measure for a robe, and am now go- 
ing homeward to my dwelhng ” 

“Come up hither, Hester, thou and httle Pearl,” said 
the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale “Ye have both been here 
before, but I was not with you Come up hither once 
again, and we will stand all three together!” 

She silently ascended the steps, and stood on the plat- 
form, holding httle Pearl by the hand The minister felt 
for the child’s other hand, and took it The moment that 
he did so, there came what seemed a tumultuous rush 
of new life, other life than his own, pouring hke a tor- 
rent into his heart, and hurrying through all his veins, 
as if the mother and the child were communicating their 
vital warmth to his half -torpid system The three formed 
an electric chain 

“Minister!” whispered little Pearl 

“What wouldst thou say, child?” asked Mr Dimmes- 
dale 

“Wilt thou stand here with mother and me, tomorrow 
noontide?” inquired Pearl 

“Nay, not so, my httle Pearl,” answered the mimster. 
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for with the new energy of the moment, all the dread of 
pubhc exposure, that had so long been the anguish of 
his hfe, had returned upon him, and he was already 
trembhng at the conjunction in which — ^with a strange 
joy, nevertheless — he now found himself "Not so, my 
child I shall, indeed, stand with thy mother and thee, 
one other day, but not tomorrow ” 

Pearl laughed, and attempted to pull away her hand 
But the minister held it fast 

"A moment longer, my child'” said he 
"But wilt thou promise,” aslced Pearl, “to take my 
hand and mother’s hand, tomorrow noonbde?” 

“Not then. Pearl,” said the minister, “but another 
time ” 

"And what other time?” persisted the child 
“At the great judgment day,” whispered the minister 
— and, strangely enough, the sense that he was a pro- 
fessi onal^ jt^apbst.-gf_^e^-tgijb impelled him to answer 
tne cHTTa so “Then, and there, before the judgment-seat, 
thy mother, and thou, and I must stand together But 
the daylight of this world shall not see our meebngl” 
Pearl laughed again 

But before Mr Dimmesdale had done speaking, a 
hght gleamed far and wide over all the muffled sky It 
was doubtless caused by one of those meteors, which the 
night-watcher may so often observe, burmng out to 
waste, in the vacant regions of the atmosphere So pow- 
erful was its radiance, that it thoroughly illuminated the 
dense medium of cloud betwixt the sky and earth The 
great vault brightened, like the dome of an immense 
lamp It showed the famihar scene of the street, with the 
distinctness of mid-day, but also with the awfulness that 
is always imparted to familiar objects by an unaccus- 
tomed light The wooden houses, with their juttmg 
stories and quaint gable-peaks, the doorsteps and thresh- 
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olds, with the early grass spnnging up about them, the 
garden-plots, black with freshly turned earth, the wheel- 
track, little worn, and, even in the market-place, mar- 
gined with green on either side — all were visible, but 
with a singularity of aspect that seemed to give another 
moral interpretabon to the things of this world than 
they had ever borne before And there stood the mm- 
ister, with his hand over his heart, and Hester Prynne, 
with the embroidered letter glimmermg on her bosom, 
and htde Pearl, herself a symbol, and the coimectmg 
hide between those two They stood in the noon of that 
strange and solemn splendor, as if it were the hght that 
IS to reveal all secrets, and the daybreak that shall umte 
all who belong to one another 

There was witchcraft in httle Pearl’s eyes, and her 
face, as she glanced upward at the minister, wore that 
naughty smde which made its expression frequently so 
elfish She withdrew her hand from Mr Dimmesdale’s, 
and pointed across the street But he clasped both his 
hands over his breast, and cast his eyes towards the 
zenith. 

Nothing was more common, m those days, than to 
interpret all meteoric appearances, and other natural 
phenomena, that occurred with less regularity than the 
rise and set of sun and moon, as so many revelabons 
from a supernatural source Thus, a blazing spear, a 
sword of flame, a bow, or a sheaf of arrows, seen in the 
midnight sky, prefigured Indian warfare Pestilence was 
known to have been foreboded by a shower of crimson 
hght We doubt whether any marked event, for good or 
evil, ever befell New England, from its settlement down 
to Revolutionary tunes, of which the inhabitants had 
not been previously warned by some spectacle of this 
nature Not seldom, it had been seen by multitudes 
Oftener, however, its credibihty rested on the faith 
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of some lonely eye-witness, who beheld the wonder 
through the colored, magnifying, and distorting medium 
of his imagmation, and shaped it more distinctly m his 
after-thought It was, indeed, a majestic idea, that the 
destiny of nations should be revealed, in these awful 
hieroglyphics, on the cope of heaven A scroll so wide 
imght not be deemed too expansive for Providence to 
write a people’s doom upon The behef was a favorite 
one with our forefathers, as betokening that their infant 
commonwealth was under a celestial guardianship of 
■peculiar intimacy and strictness But what shall we say, 
when an individual discovers a revelation addressed to 
himself alone, on the same vast sheet of recordl In such 
a case, it could only be the symptom of a highly disor- 
dered mental state, when a man, rendered morbidly self- 
contemplative by long, intense, and secret pain, had 
extended his egotism over the whole expanse of nature, 
until the firmament itself should appear no more than 
a fitting page for his soul’s history and fatel 
We impute it, therefore, solely to the disease m his 
own eye and heart, that the minister, looking upward to 
the zenith, beheld there the appearance of an immense 
letter — the letter A — marked out in lines of dull red 
fight Not but the meteor may have shown itself at that 
point, burning duskily through a veil of cloud, but with 
no such shape as his gmlty imagination gave it, or, 
at least, with so little defimteness, that another’s guilt 
might have seen another symbol in it 

There was a singular circumstance that characterized 
Mr Dimmesdale’s psychological state at this moment. 
All the bme that he gazed upward to the zemth, he was, 
nevertheless, perfectly aware that little Pearl was pomt- 
mg her finger towards old Roger Chilfingworth, who 
stood at no great distance from the scaffold The mims- 
ter appeared to see him, with the same glance that dis- 
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cemed the miraculous letter To his features, as to all 
other objects, the meteoric hght unparted a new expres- 
sion, or It might well be that the physician was not care- 
ful then, as at all other times, to hide the malevolence 
with which he looked upon his victun Certainly, if the 
meteor kindled up the sky, and disclosed the earth, with 
an awfulness that admonished Hester Prynne and the 
clergyman of the day of judgment, then might Roger 
Chillingworth have passed with them for the arch-fiend, 
standing there with a smile and scowl to claim his own 
So vivid was the expression, or so intense the minister’s 
perception of it, that it seemed still to remain painted on 
the darkness, after the meteor had vanished, with an 
effect as if the street and all things else were at once 
annihilated 

“Who is that man, Hester?” gasped Mr Dunmesdale, 
overcome with terror “I shiver at himl Dost thou know 
the man? I hate him, Hester!” 

She remembered her oath, and was silent 
“I tell thee, my soul shivers at him!” muttered the 
minister again “Who is he? Who is he? Canst thou do 
nothing for me? I have a nameless horror of the manl” 
“Minister,” said httle Pearl, “I can tell thee who he isl” 
“Quickly, then, child!” said the minister, bending his 
ear close to her hps “Quicklyl — and as low as thou canst 
whisper ” 

Pearl mumbled something into his ear, that sounded, 
indeed, hke human language, but was only such gibber- 
ish as children may be heard amusing themselves with, 
by the hour together At all events, if it mvolved any 
secret information m regard to old Roger Chilhngworth, 
it was in a tongue unknown to the erudite clergyman, 
and did but increase the bevvilderment of his mind The 
elfish child then laughed aloud 

“Dost thou mock me now?” said the minister 
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"Thou wast not boldl — thou wast not truel" — an- 
swered the child "Thou wouldst not promise to take my 
hand, and mother’s hand, tomorrow noontide!” 

“Worthy Sir,” answered the physician, who had now 
advanced to the foot of the platform “Pious Master 
Dimmesdale, can this be you? Well, well, mdeedl We 
men of study, whose heads are in our books, have need 
to be straitly looked after! We dream in our waking 
moments, and walk in our sleep Come, good Sir, and 
my dear friend, I pray you, let me lead you home!” 

"How knewest thou that I was here?” asked the mm- 
ister, fearfully 

"Verily, and in good faith,” answered Roger Chilhng- 
worth, "I knew nothing of the matter I had spent the 
better part of the night at the bedside of the worshipful 
Governor Winthrop, domg what my poor skill might to 
give him ease He going home to a better world, I, hke- 
wise, was on my way homeward, when this strange hght 
shone out Come with me, I beseech you, Reverend Sir, 
else you wall be poorly able to do Sabbath duty tomor- 
row Aha! see now, how they trouble the brain — ^these 
books! — these books! You should study less, good Sir, 
and take a little pastime, or these mght whimseys will 
grow upon you ” 

“I will go home with you,” said Mr Dimmesdale 

With a chill despondency, like one awaking, all nerve- 
less, from an ugly dream, he yielded himself to the phy- 
sician, and was led away 

The next day, however, being the Sabbath, he 
preached a discourse which was held to be the richest 
and most powerful, and the most replete with heavenly 
influences, that had ever proceeded from his bps Souls, 
It is said more souls than one, were brought to the truth 
by the efficacy of that sermon, and vowed withm them- 
selves to cherish a holy gratitude towards Mr Dimmes- 
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dale throughout the long hereafter But, as he came 
down the pulpit steps, the gray-bearded sexton met him, 
holdmg up a black glove, which the mimster recognized 
as his own 

“It was found,” said the sexton, "this mommg, on the 
scaffold where evil-doers are set up to pubhc shame 
Satan dropped it there, I take it, mtending a scurrilous 
jest agamst your reverence But, indeed, he was bhnd 
and foohsh, as he ever and always is A pure hand needs 
no glove to cover itl” 

“Thank you, my good fnend,” said the mimster, 
gravely, but startled at heart, for so confused was his 
remembrance, that he had almost brought himself to 
look at the events of the past mght as visionary “Yes, 
it seems to be my glove, indeed!” 

"And, smce Satan saw fit to steal it, your reverence 
must needs handle him without gloves, henceforward,” 
remarked the old sexton, grimly smihng “But did your 
reverence hear of the portent that was seen last night? 
— a great red letter in the sky — the letter A, which we 
mterpret to stand for Angel For, as our good Governor 
Wmthrop was made an angel this past mght, it was 
doubtless held fit that there should be some notice 
thereof!” 

“No,” answered the minister, “I had not heard of iL” 

XIII ANOTHER VIEW OF HESTER 

In her late singular mterview with Mr Dunmesdale, 
Hester Prynne was shocked at the condition to which 
she found the clergyman reduced His nerve seemed 
absolutely destroyed His moral force was abased mto 
more than childish weakness It grovelled helpless on the 
ground, even while his intellectual faculties retamed 
their pnstme strength, or had perhaps acquired a mor- 
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bid energy, which disease only could have given them 
With her knowledge of a train of circumstances hidden 
from all others, she could readily infer that, besides the 
legitimate action of his own conscience, a terrible ma- 
chinery had been brought to bear, and was still oper- 
atmg, on Mr Drmmesdales well-being and repose 
Knowing what this poor, fallen man had once been, her 
whole soul was moved by the shuddenng terror with 
which he had appealed to her — the outcast woman — 
for support against his instinctively discovered enemy 
She decided, moreover, that he had a right to her utmost 
aid Little accustomed, in her long seclusion from so- 
ciety, to measure her ideas of right and wrong by any 
standard external to herself Hester saw — or seemed to 
see — that there lay a responsibihty upon her, in ref- 
erence to the clergyman, which she owed to no other, 
nor to die whole world besides The hnks that umted 
her to the rest of human kind — hnks of flowers, or silk, 
or gold, or whatever the material — had all been broken. 
Here was the iron link of mutual crime, which neither 
he nor she could break Lake all other bes, it brought 
along with it its obhgabons 

Hester Prynne did not now occupy precisely the same 
posibon in which we beheld her during the earher peri- 
ods of her Ignominy Years had come and gone Pearl 
was now seven years old Her mother, with the scarlet 
letter on her breast, gbttenng in its fantashc embroidery, 
had long been a famihar object to the townspeople As 
IS apt to be the case when a person stands out in any 
prominence before the coimnumty, and, at the same 
bme, mterferes neither with pubhc nor individual inter- 
ests and convemence, a species of general regard had 
ultimately grown up in reference to Hester Prynne It is 
to the credit of human nature, that, except where its 
selfishness is brought mto play, it loves more readily 



THE SCARLET LETTER 385 

than it hates Hatred, by a gradual and quiet process, 
will even be transformed to love, unless the change be 
impeded by a conbnually new untabon of the original 
feeling of hosblity In this matter of Hester Piynne, 
there was neither irritabon nor irksomeness She never 
battled with the pubhc, but submitted, uncomplain- 
ingly, to Its worst usage, she made no claim upon it, m 
requital for what she suffered, she did not weigh upon 
its sympathies Then, also, the blameless purity of her 
life during all these years m which she had been set 
apart to infamy, was reckoned largely in her favor With 
nothing now to lose, in the sight of mankind, and with 
no hope, and seemingly no wish, of gaining anything, it 
could only be a genuine regard for virtue that had 
brought back the poor wanderer to its paths 

It was perceived, too, that while Hester never put for- 
ward even the humblest btle to share in the world’s 
privileges — further than to breathe the common air, and 
earn daily bread for little Pearl and herself by the faith- 
ful labor of her hands — she was quick to acknowledge 
her sisterhood with the race of man, whenever benefits 
were to be conferred None so ready as she to give of 
her httle substance to every demand of poverty, even 
though the bitter-hearted pauper threw back a gibe in 
requital of the food brought regularly to his door, or 
the garments wrought for him by the fingers that could 
have embroidered a monarch’s robe None so self-de- 
voted as Hester, when pesblence stalked through the 
town In all seasons of calamity, indeed, whether general 
or of mdividuals, the outcast of society at once found 
her place She came, not as a guest, but as a rightful 
inmate, into the household that was darkened by bou- 
ble, as if Its gloomy twihght were a medium m which 
she was entitled to hold mtercourse with her fellow- 
creatures There ghmmered the embroidered letter, with 
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comfort in its unearthly ray Elsewhere the token of sin, 
it was the taper of the sick-chamber. It had even thrown 
its gleam, in the sufferer’s hard extrenuty, across the 
verge of time It had shown him where to set his foot, 
while the light of earth was fast becoming dim, and ere 
the hght of futurity could reach him In such emergen- 
cies, Hester’s nature showed itself warm and rich, a 
well-spring of human tenderness, unfaihng to every real 
demand, and inexhaustible by the largest Her breast, 
With its badge of shame, was but the softer pillow for the 
head that needed one She was self-ordained a Sister of 
Mercy, or, we may rather say, the world’s heavy hand 
had so ordained her, when neither the world nor she 
looked forward to this result The letter was the symbol 
of her calling Such helpfulness was found m her — so 
much power to do, and power to sympathize — that 
many people refused to interpret the scarlet A by its 
original significabon They said that it meant Able, so 
strong was Hester Prynne, with a woman’s strength 
It was only the darkened house that could contain 
her When sunshine came again, she was not there Her 
shadow had faded across the threshold The helpful in- 
mate had departed, without one backward gWce to 
gather up the need of gratitude, if any were in the hearts 
of those whom she had served so zealously Meeting 
them in the street, she never raised her head to receive 
their greeting If they were resolute to accost her, she 
laid her finger on the scarlet letter, and passed on This 
might be pnde, but was so like humility, that it pro- 
duced all the softemng influence of the latter quahty on 
the pubhc mind The pubhc is despotic m its temper, it 
is capable of denymg common justice, when too strenu- 
ously demanded as a nght, but qmte as frequently it 
awards more than justice, when the appeal is made, as 
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despots love to have it made, entirely to its generosity 
Interpreting Hester Prynne’s deportment as an appeal 
of this nature, society was mchned to show its former 
victim a more bemgn countenance than she cared to be 
favored with, or, perchance, than she deserved 
^e rulers, and the wise and learned men of the com- 
mumty, were longer in acknowledging the influence of 
ilester’s good quahbes than the people The prejudices 
which they shared in common with the latter were forti- 
fied in themselves by an iron framework of reasonmg, 
that made it a far tougher labor to expel them Day by 
day, nevertheless, their sour and rigid wrinkles were re- 
laxing mto something which, in the due course of years, 
might grow to be an expression of almost benevolence 
Thus it was with the men of rank, on whom their em- 
ment position imposed the guardianship of the pubhc 
morals Individuals in private life, meanwhile, had quite 
forgiven Hester Prynne for her frailty, nay, more, they 
had begun to look upon the scarlet letter as the token, 
not of that one sin, for which she had borne so long and 
dreary a penance, but of her many good deeds since 
“Do you see that woman with the embroidered badge?” 
they would say to strangers “It is our Hester — the 
town’s own Hester, who is so kind to the poor, so helpful 
to the sick, so comfortable to the afflicted!” Then, it is 
true, the propensity of human nature to tell the very 
worst of Itself, when embodied m the person of another, 
would constrain them to whisper the black scandal of 
bygone years It was none the less a fact, however, that, 
in the eyes of the very men who spoke thus, the scarlet 
letter had the effect of the cross on a nun’s bosom It 
imparted to the wearer a land of sacredness, which en- 
abled her to walk securely amid all peril Had she fallen 
among thieves, it would have kept her safe It was re- 
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ported, and believed by many, that an Indian had drawn 
his arrow against the badge, and that the missde struck 
It, but fell harmless to the ground 

The effect of the symbol — or, rather, of the position 
m respect to society that was indicated by it — on the 
mind of Hester Prynne herself, was powerful and pe- 
cuhar All the light and graceful foliage of her character 
had been withered up by this red-hot brand, and had 
long ago fallen away, leaving a bare and harsh outline, 
which might have been repulsive, had she possessed 
friends or companions to be repelled by it Even the 
attractiveness of her person had undergone a similar 
change It might be partly owing to the studied austerity 
of her dress, and partly to the lack of demonstrabon in 
her manners It was a sad transformabon, too, that her 
rich and luxuriant hair had either been cut off, or was so 
completely hidden by a cap, that not a shining lock of it 
ever once gushed into the sunshine It was due in part 
to all these causes, but sbll more to something else, that 
there seemed to be no longer anything in Hester’s face 
for Love to dwell upon, nothing in Hester’s form, 
though majesbc and statue-hke, that Passion would ever 
dream of clasping m its embrace, nothing in Hester’s 
bosom, to make it ever agam the pillow of Affecbon 
Some attribute had departed from her, the permanence 
of which had been essenbal to keep her a woman Such 
fis frequently the fate, and such the stern development, 
of the feminine character and person, when the woman 
has encountered, and hved through, an experience of 
peculiar severity If she be all tenderness, she will die 
If she survive, the tenderness will either be crushed out 
of her, or — and the outward semblance is the same — 
crushed so deeply into her heart that it can never show 
Itself more The latter is perhaps the truest theory She 
who has once been woman, and ceased to be so, might 
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at any moment become a woman agam if there were 
only the magic touch to effect the transfigurabon We 
shall see whether Hester Prynne were ever afterwards so 
touched, and so bansfigured 

Much of the marble coldness of Hester’s impression 
was to be attributed to the circumstance, that her life 
had turned, in a great measure, from passion and feel- 
ing, to thought Standing alone m the world — alone, as 
to any dependence on society, and wth httle Pearl to 
be guided and protected — alone, and hopeless of rebiev- 
ing her posibon, even had she not scorned to consider 
It desirable — she cast away the fragments of a broken 
chain The world’s law was no law for her mind It was 
an age m which the human intellect, newly emanci- 
pated, had taken a more acbve and a wider range than 
for many centuries before Men of the sword had over- 
thrown nobles and kings Men bolder than these had 
overthrown and rearranged — not actually, but within 
the sphere of theory, which was their most real abode — 
the whole system of ancient prejudice, wherewith was 
hnked much of ancient principle Hester Prynne im- 
bibed this spirit She assumed a freedom of speculation, 
then common enough on the other side of the Atlantic, 
but which our forefathers, had they known it, would 
have held to be a deadher crime than that stigmatized 
by the scarlet letter In her lonesome cottage, by the 
sea-shore, thoughts visited her, such as dared to enter 
no other dwelhng in New England, shadowy guests, that 
would have been as perilous as demons to their enter- 
tainer, could they have been seen so much as knocking 
at her door 

It IS remarkable that persons who speculate the most 
boldly often conform with the most perfect quietude to 
the external regulahons of society The thought suffices 
them, without mvesbng itself in the flesh and blood of 
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action So it seemed to be with Hester Yet, had httle 
Pearl never come to her from the spiritual world, it 
might have been far otherwise Then, she might have 
come down to us in history, hand in hand with Anne 
Hutchinson, as the foundress of a rehgious sect She 
might, in one of her phases, have been a prophetess She 
might, and not improbably would, have suffered death 
from the stem tribunals of the period, for attempting to 
undermine the foundations of the Puritan estabhshment 
But, in the educataon of her child, the mother’s enthu- 
siasm of thought had something to wreak itself upon 
Providence, in the person of this little girl, had assigned 
to Hester’s charge the germ and blossom of womanhood, 
to be cherished and developed amid a host of difficulties 
Everything was against her The world was hostile The 
child’s own nature had something wrong in it, which 
contmually betokened that she had been bom amiss — 
the effluence of her mother’s lawless passion — and often 
impelled Hester to ask, in bitterness of heart, whether 
It were for ill or good that the poor httle creature had 
been born at all 

Indeed, the same dark question often rose mto her 
mind, with reference to the whole race of womanhood 
Was existence worth accepting, even to the happiest 
among them? As concerned her own individual exist- 
ence, she had long ago decided in the negative, and dis- 
missed the point as settled A tendency to speculation, 
though it may keep woman quiet, as it does man, yet 
makes her sad She discerns, it may be, such a hopeless 
task before her As a first step, the whole system of so- 
ciety is to be torn down, and bmlt up anew Then, the 
very nature of the opposite sex, or its long hereditary 
habit, which has become like nature, is to be essentially 
modified, before woman can be allowed to assume what 
seems a fair and suitable position Fmally, all other diffi- 
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culbes being obviated, woman cannot take advantage of 
these preliminary reforms, until she herself shall have 
undergone a shll mightier change, in which, perhaps, 
the ethereal essence, wherein she has her truest life, will 
be found to have evaporated A woman never overcomes 
these problems by an exercise of thought They are not 
to be solved, or only in one way If her heart chance 
to come uppermost, they vanish Thus, Hester Prynne, 
whose heart had lost its regular and healthy throb, wan- 
dered without a clew m the dark labyrinth of mind now 
turned aside by an insurmountable precipice, now start- 
ing back from a deep chasm There was wild and ghastly 
scenery all around her, and a home and comfort no- 
where At times, a fearful doubt strove to possess her 
soul, whether it were not better to send Pearl at once to 
heaven, and go herself to such futurity as Eternal Justice 
should provide 

The scarlet letter had not done its office 

Now, however, her interview with the Reverend Mr 
Dimmesdale, on the night of his vigil, had given her a 
new theme of reflection, and held up to her an object 
that appeared worthy of any exertion and sacrifice for 
Its attainment She had witnessed the intense misery be- 
neath which the minister struggled, or, to speak more 
accurately, had ceased to struggle She saw that he stood 
on the verge of lunacy, if he had not already stepped 
across it It was impossible to doubt, that, whatever 
painful efficacy there might be in the secret sting of re- 
morse, a deadher venom had been infused into it by the 
hand that proffered rehef A secret enemy had been con- 
tinually by bis side, under the semblance of a friend and 
helper, and had availed himself of the opportunities thus 
afforded for tampering with the dehcate spnngs of Mr 
Dimmesdale’s nature Hester could not but ask herself, 
whether there had not ongmally been a defect of truth. 
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courage, and loyalty, on her own part, in allowing the 
minister to be thrown into a posibon where so much 
evil was to be foreboded, and nothing auspicious to be 
hoped Her only jushficabon lay in the fact, that she had 
been able to discern no method of rescuing him from a 
blacker rum than had overwhelmed herself, except by 
acquiescing in Roger ChiUingworth’s scheme of disguise 
Under that impulse, she had made her choice, and had 
chosen, as it now appeared, the more wretched alterna- 
bve of the two She determined to redeem her error, 
so far as it might yet be possible Strengthened by years 
of hard and solemn bial, she felt herself no longer so m- 
adeqiiate to cope with Roger Chillingworth as on that 
night, abased by sin, and half maddened by the igno- 
miny, that was sbll new, when they had talked together 
in the prison-chamber She had climbed her way, since 
then, to a higher point The old man, on the other hand, 
had brought himself nearer to her level, or perhaps be- 
low It, by the revenge which he had stooped for 

In fine, Hester Prynne resolved to meet her former 
husband, and do what might be in her power for the 
rescue of the victim on whom he had so evidently set 
his gripe The occasion was not long to seek One after- 
noon, walking with Pearl in a rebred part of the penin- 
sula, she beheld the old physician, with a basket on one 
arm, and a staff in the other hand, stooping along the 
ground, in quest of roots and herbs to concoct his medi- 
cines withal 

xrv HESTEH AND THE PHYSICIAN 

Hester bade httle Pearl run down to the margin of 
the water, and play with the shells and tangled seaweed, 
unbl she should have talked awhile with yonder gath- 
erer of herbs So the child flew away hke a bird, and. 
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making bare her small white feet, went pattering along 
the moist margin of the sea Here and there she came to 
a full stop, and peeped curiously into a pool, left by the 
rebnng tide as a mirror for Pearl to see her face in Forth 
peeped at her, out of the pool, with dark, ghstening curls 
around her head, and an elf-smile m her eyes, the image 
of a little maid, whom Pearl, having no other playmate, 
invited to take her hand, and run a race with her But 
the visionary httle maid, on her part, beckoned hkewise, 
as if to say, “This is a better place! Come thou into the 
pooll” And Pearl, stepping in, mid-leg deep, beheld her 
own white feet at the bottom, while, out of a still lower 
depth, came the gleam of a kind of fragmentary smile, 
floating to and fro in the agitated water 

Meanwhile her mother had accosted the physician. 

“I would speak a word with you,” said she, “a word 
that concerns us much ” 

“Aha! and is it Mistress Hester that has a word for 
old Roger Chilhogworth?” answered he, raising himself 
from his stooping posture “With all my heart! Why, Mis- 
tress, I hear good tidings of you on all hands! No longer 
ago than yester-eve, a magistrate, a wise and godly man, 
was discoursmg of your affairs. Mistress Hester, and 
whispered me that there had been question concerning 
you m the council It was debated whether or no, with 
safety to the common weal, yonder scarlet letter imght 
be taken off your bosom On my hfe, Hester, I made my 
entreaty to the worshipful magistrate that it might be 
done forthwith!” 

“It lies not m the pleasure of the magistrates to take 
off this badge,” calmly rephed Hester “Were 1 worthy 
to be quit of it, it would fall away of its own nature, 
or be transformed mto something that should speak a 
different purport ” 

“Nay, then, wear it, if it suit you better,” rejomed he 
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“A woman must needs follow her own fancy, touching 
the adornment of her person The letter is gayly em- 
broidered, and shows right bravely on your bosom!” 

All this while, Hester had been looking steadily at the 
old man, and was shocked, as well as wonder-smitten, to 
discern what a change had been wrought upon him 
within the past seven years It was not so much that he 
had grown older, for though the traces of advancing life 
were visible, he wore his age well, and seemed to retain 
a wiry vigor and alertness But the former aspect of an 
mtellectual and studious man, calm and qmet, which 
was what she best remembered in him, had altogether 
vanished, and been succeeded by an eager, searching, 
almost fierce, yet carefully guarded look It seemed to 
be his wish and purpose to mask this expression with a 
smile, but the latter played him false, and flickered over 
his visage so derisively, that the spectator could see his 
blackness all the better for it Ever and anon, too, there 
came a glare of red hght out of his eyes, as if the old 
man’s soul were on fire, and kept on smouldering duskily 
within his breast, until, by some casual puff of passion. 
It was blown into a momentary flame Thus he re- 
pressed, as speedily as possible, and strove to look as if 
nothing of the kind had happened 

In a word, old Roger Chilhngworth was a striking evi- 
dence of man’s faculty of transforming himself mto a 
devil, if he will only, for a reasonable space of time, un- 
dertake a devil’s ofiice This unhappy person had ef- 
fected such a transformabon, by devoting himself, for 
seven years, to the constant analysis of a heart full of 
torture, and deriving his enjoyment thence, and adding 
fuel to those fiery tortures which he analyzed and 
gloated over 

The scarlet letter burned on Hester Prynne’s bosom 
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Here was another rum, the responsibility of which came 
partly home to her 

“What see you in my face,” asked the physician, “that 
you look at it so earnestly?” 

“Something that would make me weep, if there were 
any tears bitter enough for it,” answered she “But let it 
passl It IS of yonder miserable man that I would speak ” 

“And what of him^” cned Roger Chilhngworth, ea- 
gerly, as if he loved the topic, and were glad of an op- 
portunity to discuss it with the only person of whom he 
could make a confidant “Not to hide the truth. Mis- 
tress Hester, my thoughts happen ]ust now to be busy 
with the gentleman So speak freely, and I will make an- 
swer ” 

"When we last spake together,” said Hester, “now 
seven years ago, it was your pleasure to extort a promise 
of secrecy, as touching the former relabon betwixt your- 
self and me As the hfe and good fame of yonder man 
were in your hands, there seemed no choice to me, save 
to be silent, m accordance with your behest Yet it was 
not without heavy misgivings that I thus bound myself, 
for, having cast off all duty towards other human beings, 
there remained a duty towards him, and something 
whispered me that I was betraymg it, m pledgmg my- 
self to keep your counsel Since that day, no man is so 
near to him as you You tread behind his every footstep. 
You are beside him, sleeping and waking You search his 
thoughts You burrow and rankle in his hearti Your 
clutch IS on his life, and you cause him to die daily a 
hving death, and stiU he knows you not In permitting 
this, I have surely acted a false part by the only man to 
whom the power was left me to be true!” 

“What choice had you?” asked Roger Chilhngworth 
"My finger, pomted at this man, would have hurled him 
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from his pulpit into a dungeon — thence, peradventure, 

to the gallowsl” 

“It had been better sol” said Hester Prynne 

“What evil have I done the man?” asked Roger Chill- 
mgworth again “I tell thee, Hester Prynne, the richest 
lee that ever physician earned from the monarch could 
not have bought such care as I have wasted on this miser- 
able priest' But for my aid, his life would have burned 
away m torments, within the first two years after the 
perpetration of his crime and thine For, Hester, his 
spirit lacked the strength that could have borne up, as 
thine has, beneath a burden like thy scarlet letter Oh, 
I could reveal a goodly secret' But enoughl What art 
can do, I have exhausted on him That he now breathes, 
and creeps about on earth, is owing all to me'” 

“Better he had died at oncel” said Hester Prynne 

‘Tea, woman, thou sayest truly'” cried old Roger 
Chillingworth, letting the lurid fire of his heart blaze 
out before her eyes “Better had he died at once! Never 
did mortal suffer what this man has suffered And all, 
all, in the sight of his worst enemy! He has been con- 
scious of me He has felt an influence dwelling always 
upon him hke a curse He knew, by some spiritual sense 
— for the Creator never made another being so sensitive 
as this — he knew that no friendly hand was pulling at 
his heart-strings, and that an eye was looking curiously 
mto him, which sought only evil, and found it But he 
knew not that the eye and hand were mine! With the 
superstibon common to his brotherhood, he fancied 
himself given over to a fiend, to be tortured with fright- 
ful dreams, and desperate thoughts, the sting of remorse, 
and despair of pardon, as a foretaste of what awaits him 
beyond the grave But it was the constant shadow of my 
presence! — the closest propinquity of the man whom he 
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had most vilely wrongedi — and who had grown to exist 
only by this perpetual poison of the direst revengel Yea, 
indeed! — he did not err! — ^there was a fiend at his elbowl 
A mortal man, with once a human heart, has become a 
fiend for his especial torment!” 

The unfortunate physician, while uttermg these 
words, lifted his hands with a look of horror, as if he 
had beheld some frightful shape, which he could not 
recognize, usurping the place of his own image in a 
glass It was one of those moments — which sometimes 
occur only at the interval of years — when a man’s moral 
aspect IS faithfully revealed to his mind’s eye Not im- 
probably, he had never before viewed himself as he did 
now 

“Hast thou not tortured him enough?” said Hester, 
noticing the old man’s look “Has he not paid thee all?” 

“No' — no! He has but increased the debt!" answered 
the physician, and as he proceeded, his manner lost its 
fiercer characteristics, and subsided into gloom “Dost 
thou remember me, Hester, as I was nine years agone? 
Even then, I was in the autumn of my days, nor was it 
the early autumn But all my hfe had been made up 
of earnest, studious, thoughtful, quiet years, bestowed 
faithfully for the increase of mine own knowledge, and 
faithfully, too, though this latter object was but casual 
to the other — faithfully for the advancement of human 
welfare No hfe had been more peaceful and innocent 
than mine, few hves so rich with benefits conferred 
Dost thou remember me? Was I not, though you might 
deem me cold, nevertheless a man thoughtful for others, 
craving httle for himself — ^kind, true, just, and of con- 
stant, if not warm aflFechons? Was I not all this?” 

"AU this, and more,” said Hester 

"And what am I now?” demanded he, lookmg into her 
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face, and permitting the whole evil within him to be 
written on his features “I have already told thee what 
I ami A fiend’ Who made me so?” 

“It was myself!” cried Hester, shuddering "It was I, 
not less than he Why hast thou not avenged thyself on 
me?” 

“I have left thee to the scarlet letter,” repbed Roger 
Chilbngworth "If that have not avenged me, I can do 
no morel” 

He laid his finger on it, with a smile 

"It has avenged thee!” answered Hester Prynne 

"I judged no less,” said the physician "And now, what 
wouldst thou with me touching this man?” 

"I must reveal the secret," answered Hester, firmly 
"He must discern thee in thy true character What may 
be the result, I know not But this long debt of con- 
fidence, due from me to him, whose bane and rum I 
have been, shall at length be paid So far as concerns 
the overthrow or preservabon of his fair fame and his 
earthly state, and perchance his hfe, he is in thy hands 
Nor do I — ^whom the scarlet letter has discipbned to 
truth, though it be the buth of red-hot iron, entering 
into the soul — nor do I perceive such advantage in his 
bvmg any longer a hfe of ghastly empbness, that I shall 
Stoop to implore thy mercy Do with him as thou wiltl 
There is no good for him — no good for me — no good for 
thee! There is no good for httle Pearl! There is no path 
to guide us out of this dismal maze!” 

“Woman, I could weUnigh pity theel” said Roger 
Chilbngworth, unable to resbain a thrill of admirabon 
too, for there was a quabty almost majesbc in the de- 
spair which she expressed “Thou hadst great elements 
Peradventure, hadst thou met earber with a better love 
than mine, this evil had not been I pity thee, for the 
good that has been wasted m thy nature!” 
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“And I thee,” answered Hester Prynne, “for the ha- 
tred that has transformed a wise and just man to a fiendl 
Wilt thou yet purge it out of thee, and be once more 
human? If not for his sake, then doubly for thine own! 
Forgive, and leave his further retribution to the Power 
that claims it! I said, but now, that there could be no 
good event for him, or thee, or me, who are here wan- 
dering together in this gloomy maze of evil, and stum- 
bhng, at every step, over the guilt wherewith we have 
strewn our path It is not so! There might be good for 
thee, and thee alone, since thou hast been deeply 
wronged, and hast it at thy will to pardon Wilt thou 
give up that only pnvilege? Wilt thou reject that price- 
less benefit?” 

“Peace, Hester, peace!” rephed the old man, with 
gloomy sternness “It is not granted me to pardon I 
have no such power as thou tellest me of My old faith, 
long forgotten, comes back to me, and explains all that 
we do, and aU we suffer By thy first step awry thou 
didst plant the germ of evil, but since that moment, it 
has aU been a dark necessity Ye that have wronged me 
are not sinful, save in a kind of typical illusion, neither 
am I fiend-hke, who have snatched a fiend’s office from 
his hands It is our fate Let the black flower blossom as 
it may! Now go thy ways, and deal as thou wilt with 
yonder man ” 

He waved his hand, and betook himself agam to his 
employment of gathenng herbs 

XV HESTER AND PEARL 

So Roger Chillmgworth — a deformed old figure, widi 
a face that haunted men’s memones longer than they 
hked — took leave of Hester Prynne, and went stooping 
away along the earth He gathered here and there an 
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herb, or grubbed up a root, and put it into the basket 
on his arm His gray beard abnost touched the ground, 
as he crept onward Hester gazed after him a bttle while, 
looking with a half-fantastic curiosity to see whether the 
tender grass of early spring would not be blighted be- 
neath him, and show the wavering track of his footsteps, 
sere and brown, across its cheerful verdure She won- 
dered what sort of herbs they were, which the old man 
was so sedulous to gather Would not the earth, quick- 
ened to an evil purpose by the sympathy of his eye, 
greet him with poisonous shrubs, of species hitherto un- 
known, that would start up under his fingers'^ Or might 
It suffice him that every wholesome growth should be 
conveited into something deleterious and malignant at 
his touch? Did the sun, which shone so brightly every- 
where else, really fall upon him? Or was there, as it rather 
seemed, a circle of ominous shadow moving along with 
his deformity, whichever way he turned himself? And 
whither was he now going? Would he not suddenly sink 
mto the earth, leaving a barren and blasted spot, where, 
m due course of time, would be seen deadly nightshade, 
dogwood, henbane, and whatever else of vegetable 
wickedness the cbmate could produce, all flourishing 
widi hideous luxuriance? Or would he spread bat’s 
wings and flee away, lookmg so much the uglier the 
higher he rose towards heaven? 

“Be it sin or no,” said Hester Piynne, bitterly, as she 
shll gazed after him, “I hate the man'” 

She upbraided herself for the senbment, but could 
not overcome or lessen it Attempting to do so, she 
thought of those long-past days, m a distant land, when 
he used to emerge at evenbde from the seclusion of his 
study, and sit down m the firebght of their home, and m 
the bght of her nupbal smile He needed to bask him- 
self m that smile, he said, m order that the c hill of so 
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many lonely hours among his books might be taken off 
the scholar’s heart Such scenes had once appeared not 
otherwise than happy, but now, as viewed through the 
dismal medium of her subsequent hfe, they classed 
themselves among her ughest remembrances She mar- 
velled how such scenes could have beenl She marvelled 
how she could ever have been wrought upon to marry 
himl She deemed it her crime most to be repented of 
that she had ever endured, and reciprocated, the luke- 
warm grasp of his hand, and had suffered the smile of 
her bps and eyes to mingle and melt into his own And 
It seemed a fouler offence committed by Roger Chilhng- 
worth, than any which had since been done him, that, in 
the time when her heart knew no better, he had per- 
suaded her to fancy herself happy by his side 

“Yes, I hate himl” repeated Hester, more bitterly than 
before “He betrayed mel He has done me worse wrong 
than I did himl” 

Let men tremble to win the hand of woman, unless 
they win along with it the utmost passion of her hearti 
Else it may be their miserable fortune, as it was Roger 
Chillingworth’s, when some mightier touch than their 
own may have awakened all her sensibilities, to be re- 
proached even for the calm content, the marble image 
of happiness, which they will have imposed upon her 
as the warm reality But Hester ought long ago to have 
done with this injustice What did it betoken? Had seven 
long years, under the torture of the scarlet letter, in- 
flicted so much of misery, and wrought out no repent- 
ance? 

The emotions of that brief space, while she stood gaz- 
mg after the crooked figure of old Roger Chillmgworth, 
threw a dark hght on Hester’s state of mind, reveahng 
much that she might not otherwise have acknowledged 
to herself 
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He being gone, she summoned back her child 

"Pearll Little Pearl! Where are you?” 

Pearl, whose activity of spirit never flagged, had been 
at no loss for amusement while her mother talked with 
the old gatherer of herbs At first, as already told, she had 
flirted fancifully with her own image in a pool of water, 
beckoning the phantom forth, and — as it dechned to 
venture — seeking a passage for herself into its sphere of 
impalpable earth and unattainable sky Soon finding, 
however, that either she or the image was unreal, she 
turned elsewhere for better pastame She made little 
boats out of brrch-bark, and freighted them with snail- 
sheUs, and sent out more ventures on the mighty deep 
than any merchant m New England, but the larger part 
of them foundered near the shore She seized a hve 
horseshoe by the tail, and made prize of several five- 
fingers, and laid out a jelly-fish to melt in the warm sun 
Then she took up the white foam, that streaked the hne 
of the advancing tide, and threw it upon the breeze, 
scampering after it, with winged footsteps, to catch the 
great snow-flakes ere they fell Perceiving a flock of 
beach-birds, that fed and fluttered along the shore, the 
naughty child picked up her apron full of pebbles, and, 
creeping from rock to rock after these small sea-fowl, 
displayed remarkable dexterity m pelting them One 
Lttle gray bird, with a white breast. Pearl was almost 
sure, had been hit by a pebble, and fluttered away with 
a broken wing But then the elf -child sighed, and gave 
up her sport, because it grieved her to have done Iwrm 
to a little being that was as wild as the sea-breeze, or as 
wild as Pearl herself 

Her final employment was to gather sea-weed, of vari- 
ous kinds, and make herself a scarf, or mantle, and a 
head-dress, and thus assume the aspect of a httle mer- 
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maid She mhented her mother’s gift for devising dra- 
pery and costume As the last touch of her mermaid’s 
garb, Pearl took some eel-grass, and imitated, as best 
she could, on her own bosom, the decoration with which 
she was so famihar on her mother’s A letter — the letter 
A — but freshly green, instead of scarletl The child bent 
her chin upon her breast, and contemplated this device 
with strange mterest, even as if the one only thing for 
which she had been sent mto the world was to make out 
Its hidden import 

"I wonder if mother will ask me what it meansi” 
thought Pearl 

Just then, she heard her mother’s voice, and flitting 
along as lightly as one of the httle sea-birds, appeared 
before Hester Piynne, dancing, laughing, and poinbng 
her finger to the ornament upon her bosom 

"My little Pearl,’’ said Hester, after a moment’s si- 
lence, “the green letter, and on thy childish bosom, has 
no purport But dost thou know, my child, what this 
letter means which thy mother is doomed to wearP” 
“Yes, mother,’’ said the child “It is the great letter A 
Thou hast taught me in the hom-book ’’ 

Hester looked steadily into her httle face, but, though 
there was that singular expression which she had so 
often remarked in her black eyes, she could not satisfy 
herself whether Pearl really attached any meamng to 
the symbol She felt a morbid desire to ascertain the 
point 

“Dost thou know, child, wherefore thy mother wears 
this letter?" 

“Truly do I?” answered Pearl, lookmg brightly into 
her mother’s face "It is for the same reason that the 
minis ter keeps his hand over his heartl” 

"And what reason is that?” asked Hester, half smihng 
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at the absurd incongruity of the child’s observation, but, 
on second thoughts, turning pale “What has the letter 
to do with any heart, save mme?” 

“Nay, mother, I have told all I know,” said Pearl, 
more seriously than she was wont to speak “Ask yonder 
old man whom thou has been talking withl It may be he 
can tell But in good earnest now, mother dear, what 
does this scarlet letter mean^ — and why dost thou wear 
it on thy bosom? — and why does the minister keep his 
hand over his heart?” 

She took her mother’s hand in both her own, and 
gazed into her eyes with an earnestness that was seldom 
seen in her wild and capricious character The thought 
occurred to Hester that the child might really be seek- 
ing to approach her with childlike confidence, and doing 
what she could, and as intelligently as she knew how, to 
estabhsh a meeting-point of sympathy It showed Pearl 
in an unwonted aspect Heretofore, the mother, while 
loving her child with the intensity of a sole affechon, 
had schooled herself to hope for little other return than 
the waywardness of an April breeze, which spends its 
time in airy sport, and has its gusts of inexplicable pas- 
sion, and is petulant in its best of moods, and chills 
oftener than caresses you, when you take it to your 
bosom, in requital of which misdemeanors, it will some- 
times, of its own vague purpose, kiss your cheek with 
a kind of doubtful tenderness, and play gently with your 
hair, and then be gone about its other idle business, leav- 
ing a dreamy pleasure at your heart And this, more- 
over, was a mother’s estimate of the child’s disposition. 
Any other observer might have seen few but unamiable 
traits, and have given them a far darker coloring But 
now the idea came strongly mto Hester’s mind, that 
Pearl, with her remarkable precocity and acuteness, 
might already have approached the age when she could 
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be made a fnend, and intrusted with as much of her 
mother’s sorrows as could be imparted, without irrever- 
ence either to the parent or the child In the httle chaos 
of Pearl’s character there might be seen emerging — and 
could have been, from the very first — the steadfast prm- 
ciples of an unflinching courage — an uncontrollable will 
— a sturdy pride, which might be disciphned into self- 
respect — and a bitter scorn of many things, which, when 
examined, might be found to have the taint of falsehood 
m them She possessed affecbons, too, though hitherto 
acnd and disagreeable, as are the richest flavors of im- 
npe fruit With all these sterhng attributes, thought Hes- 
ter, the evil which she inherited from her mother must 
be great indeed, if a noble woman do not grow out of 
this elfish child 

Pearl’s inevitable tendency to hover about the emgma 
of the scarlet letter seemed an innate quahty of her do- 
ing From the earliest epoch of her conscious hfe, she 
had entered upon this as her appointed mission Hester 
had often fancied that Providence had a design of justice 
and retribution, in endowing the child with this marked 
propensity, but never, until now, had she bethought her- 
self to ask, whether, linked with that design, there might 
not hkewise be a purpose of mercy and beneficence If 
httle Pearl were entertained with faith and trust, as a 
spirit messenger no less than an earthly child, might it 
not be her errand to soothe away the sorrow that lay 
cold in her mother’s heart, and converted it into a tomb? 
— and to help her to overcome the passion, once so wdd, 
and even yet neither dead nor asleep, but only impris- 
oned within the same tomb-hke heart? 

Such were some of the thoughts that now stirred m 
Hester’s mind, with as much vivacity of impression as if 
they had actually been whispered into her ear And 
there was htde Pearl, all this while holdmg her mother’s 
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hand m both her own, and turning her face upward, 
while she put these searching questions, once, and 
again, and still a third time 

"What does the letter mean, mother? — and why dost 
thou wear it? — and why does the mimster keep his hand 
over his heart?” 

“What shall I say?” thought Hester to herself “Nol If 
this be the pnce of the child’s sympathy, I cannot pay 
it.” 

Then she spoke aloud 

“SiUy Pearl,” said she, “what questions are these? 
There are many things in this world that a child must 
not ask about What know I of the minister’s heart? And 
as for the scarlet letter, I wear it for the sake of its gold- 
thread ” 

In all the seven bygone years, Hester Prynne had 
never before been false to the symbol on her bosom It 
may be that it was the tahsman of a stem and severe, 
but yet a guardian spurt, who now forsook her, as rec- 
ognizing that, in spite of his strict watch over her heart, 
some new evil had crept into it, or some old one had 
never been expelled As for little Pearl the earnestness 
soon passed out of her face 

But the child did not see fit to let the matter drop 
Two or three times, as her mother and she went home- 
ward, and as often at supper-time, and while Hester was 
putting her to bed, and once after she seemed to be 
fauly asleep. Pearl looked up, with mischief gleammg m 
her black eyes. 

"Mother,” said she, "i^at does the scarlet letter 
mean?” 

And the next mommg, the first indication the child 
gave of being awake was by poppmg up her head from 
the piUow, and making that other mquiry, which she 
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had so unaccountably connected with her investigations 
about the scarlet letter 

"Mother! — Mother! — ^Why does the minister keep his 
hand over his heart?" 

“Hold thy tongue, naughty child!” answered her 
mother, with an aspenty that she had never permitted 
to herself before "Do not tease me, else I shall shut thee 
into the dark closet!” 

XVI A FOBEST WALK 

Hester Prynne remained constant m her resolve to 
make known to Mr Dimmesdale, at whatever risk of 
present pain or ulterior consequences, the true charac- 
ter of the man who had crept into his mtimacy For 
several days, however, she vamly sought an opportumty 
of addressing him m some of the meditative walks which 
she knew him to be m the habit of taking, along the 
shores of the peninsula, or on the wooded hills of the 
neighboring country There would have been no scan- 
dal, indeed, nor peril to the holy whiteness of the clergy- 
man’s good fame, had she visited him in his own study, 
where many a pemtent, ere now, had confessed sms of 
perhaps as deep a dye as the one betoken by the scarlet 
letter But, partly that she dreaded the secret or unchs- 
guised interference of old Roger Chilhngworth, and 
partly that her conscious heart imputed suspicion where 
none could have been felt, and partly that both the 
minister and she would need the whole wide world to 
breathe m, while they talked together — ^for all these rea- 
sons, Hester never thought of meeting him m any nar- 
rower privacy than beneath the open sky 

At last, while attending in a sick-chamber, whither the 
Reverend Mr Dimmesdale had been summoned to 
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make a prayer, she learnt that he had gone, the day be- 
fore, to visit the Apostle Ehot, among his Indian con- 
verts He would probably return, by a certain hour, in 
the afternoon of the morrow Betimes, therefore, the 
next day, Hester took httle Pearl — who was necessarily 
the companion of all her mother’s expeditions, however 
inconvenient her presence — ^and set forth 

The road, after the two wayfarers had crossed from 
the pemnsula to the mainland, was no other than a foot- 
path it straggled onward into the mystery of the prime- 
val forest This hemmed it in so narrowly, and stood 
so black and dense on either side, and disclosed such 
imperfect ghmpses of the sky above, that, to Hester’s 
mind, It imagined not amiss the moral wilderness in 
which she had so long been wandering The day was 
chill and sombre Overhead was a gray expanse of cloud, 
slightly stirred, however, by a breeze, so that a gleam 
of flickering sunshine might now and then be seen at its 
soLtary play along the path This flitting cheerfulness 
was always at the farther extremity of some long vista 
through the forest The sportive sunhght — feebly spor- 
tive, at best, in the predominant pensiveness of the day 
and scene — withdrew itself as they came mgh, and left 
the spots where it had danced the drearier, because they 
had hoped to find them bright 

“Mother,” said httle Pearl, “the sunshine does not 
love you It runs away and hides itself, because it is 
afraid of something on your bosom Now seel There it is, 
playing, a good way off Stand you here, and let me run 
and catch it I am but a child It will not flee from me, 
for I wear nothing on my bosom yeti” 

“Nor ever wdl, my child, I hope,” said Hester 
“And why not, mother?” asked Pearl, stoppmg short, 
just at the begmmng of her race “Will not it come of its 
own accord, when 1 am a woman grown?” 
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“Run away, child,” answered her mother, "and catch 
the sunshinel It will soon be gone ” 

Pearl set forth, at a great pace, and, as Hester smiled 
to perceive, did actually catch the sunshine, and stood 
laughing in the midst of it, all brightened by its splen- 
dor, and scintillating with the vivacity excited by rapid 
motion The light lingered about the lonely child, as if 
glad of such a playmate, unbl her mother had drawn al- 
most nigh enough to step into the magic circle too 
"It will go now,” said Pearl, shaking her head 
“See!” answered Hester, smiling “Now I can stretch 
out my hand, and grasp some of it ” 

As she attempted to do so, the sunshine vamshed, or, 
to judge from the bright expression that was dancing on 
Pearl’s features, her mother could have fancied that the 
child had absorbed it into herself, and would give it 
forth again, with a gleam about her path, as they should 
plunge into some gloomier shade 'There was no other 
attribute that so much impressed her with a sense of 
new and untransmitted vigor in Pearl's nature, as this 
never-faihng vivacity of spirits, she had not the disease 
of sadness, which almost all children, m these latter 
days, inhent, with the scrofula, from the troubles of 
their ancestors Perhaps this too was a disease, and but 
the reflex of the wild energy with which Hester had 
fought against her sorrows before Pearl’s birth It was 
certainly a doubtful charm, imparting a hard, metalhc 
lustre to the child’s character She wanted — ^what some 
people want throughout hfe — a grief that should deeply 
touch her, and thus humanize and make her capable of 
sympathy But there was bme enough yet for httle Pearl. 

“Come, my child!” said Hester, lookmg about her 
from the spot where Pearl had stood still m the sunshine. 
“We will sit down a httle way withm the wood, and rest 
ourselves ” 
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"I am not aweary, mother,” replied the httle gul "But 
you may sit down, if you will tell me a story meanwhile ” 

"A story, childl” said Hester “And about what?” 

“Oh, a story about the Black Man,” answered Pearl, 
taking hold of her mother’s gown, and looking up, half 
earnestly, half mischievously, mto her face “How he 
haunts this forest, and carries a book with him — a big, 
heavy book, with iron clasps, and how this ugly Black 
Man offers his book and an iron pen to everybody that 
meets him here among the trees, and they are to write 
their names with their own blood And then he sets his 
mark on their bosomsi Didst thou ever meet the Black 
Man, mother?” 

“And who told you this story. Pearl?” asked her 
mother, recogmzmg a common superstition of the pe- 
nod. 

“It was the old dame in the chimney-corner, at the 
house where you watched last mght,” said the child 
“But she fancied me asleep while she was talking of it 
She said that a thousand and a thousand people had met 
him here, and had written in his book, and have his 
mark on them And that ugly-tempered lady, old Mis- 
tress Hibbms, was one And, mother, the old dame said 
that this scarlet letter was the Black Man’s mark on thee, 
and that it glows hke a red flame when thou meetest him 
at midmght, here m the dark wood Is it true, mother? 
And dost thou go to meet hun m the mght-bme?” 

“Didst thou ever awake, and find thy mother gone?” 
asked Hester 

“Not that I remember," said the child "If thou fearest 
to leave me m our cottage, thou mightest take me along 
with thee I would very gladly gol But mother, teU me 
now I Is there such a Black Man? And didst thou ever 
meet him? And is this his mark?” 
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"Wilt thou let me be at peace, if I once tell thee?" 
asked her mother 

"Yes, if thou tellest me all,” answered Pearl ^ 

"Once in my hfe I met the Black ManI” said her 
mother "This scarlet letter is his markl” 

Thus conversing, they entered sufficiently deep into 
the wood to secure themselves from the observation of 
any casual passenger along the forest track Here they* 
sat down on a luxuriant heap of moss, which, at some 
epoch of the preceding century, had been a gigantic 
pine, with Its roots and trunk in the darksome shade, 
and its head aloft in the upper atmosphere It was a 
little dell where they had seated themselves, with a leaf- 
strewn bank rising gently on either side, and a brook 
flowing through the midst, over a bed of fallen and 
drowned leaves The trees impending over it had flung 
down great branches, from time to time, which choked 
up the current and compelled it to form eddies and 
black depths at some points, while, m its swifter and 
hvelier passages, there appeared a channelway of peb- 
bles, and brown sparkling sand Letting the eyes follow 
along the course of the stream, they could catch the re- 
flected light from Its water, at some short distance 
within the forest, but soon lost all traces of it amid the 
bewilderment of tree-trunks and underbrush, and here 
and there a huge rock covered over with gray hchens 
All these giant trees and bowlders of granite seemed in- 
tent on making a mystery of the course of this small 
brook, fearmg, perhaps, that, with its never-ceasing lo- 
quacity, it should whisper tales out of the heart of the 
old forest whence it flowed, or mirror its revelations on 
the smooth surface of a pool Continually, indeed, as it 
stole onward, the streamlet kept up a babble, kind, 
quiet, soothing, but melancholy, like the voice of a 
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young child that was spending its infancy without play- 
fulness, and knew not how to be meny among sad 
acquaintance and events of sombre hue 

"O brook! O foohsh and tiresome httle brook!” cried 
Pearl, after hstening awhile to its talk "Why art thou 
so sad? Pluck up a spirit, and do not be all the time 
sighing and murmuring!” 

But the brook, m the course of its httle hfetime among 
the forest-trees, had gone through so solemn an experi- 
ence that it could not help talking about it, and seemed 
to have nothing else to say Pearl resembled the brook, 
inasmuch as the current of her hfe gushed from a well- 
spring as mysterious, and had flowed through scenes 
shadowed as heavily with gloom But, unhke the httle 
stream, she danced and sparkled, and prattled airily 
along her course 

"What does this sad httle brook say, mother?” in- 
quired she 

"If thou hadst a sorrow of thine own, the brook might 
teU thee of it,” answered her mother, “even as it is tell- 
ing me of mine! But now. Pearl, I hear a footstep along 
the path, and the noise of one putting aside the 
branches I would have thee betake thyself to play, and 
leave me to speak with him that comes yonder ” 

“Is It the Black Man?” asked Pearl 

"Wilt thou go and play, child?” repeated her mother 
“But do not stray far into the wood. And take heed that 
thou come at my first call ” 

“Yes, mother,” answered Pearl “But if it be the Black 
Man, wilt thou not let me stay a moment, and look at 
him, with his big book under his arm?” 

“Go, silly child!” said her mother, impatiently "It is 
no Black Man! Thou canst see him now, through the 
trees It is the mmister!” 

“And so It is!” said the child “And, mother, he has 
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his hand over his heaitl Is it because, when the minister 
wrote his name in the book, the Black Man set his mark 
in that place? But why does he not wear it outside hiS 
bosom, as thou dost, mother?” 

“Go now, chJd, and thou shalt tease me as thou wilt 
another time,” cried Hester Prynne “But do not stray 
far Keep where thou canst hear the babble of the 
brook ” 

The child went smging away, following up the cur- 
rent of the brook, and stnvmg to mingle a more hght- 
some cadence with its melancholy voice, But the little 
stream would not be comforted, and still kept telhng 
its unintelligible secret of some very mournful mystery 
that had happened — or making a prophehc lamentation 
about something that was yet to happen — within the 
verge of the dismal forest So Pearl, who had enough 
of shadow m her own httle life, chose to break off all 
acquaintance with this repimng brook She set herself, 
therefore, to gathering violets and wood-anemones, and 
some scarlet columbines that she found growing in the 
crevices of a high rock 

When her elf-child had departed, Hester Prynne made 
a step or two towards the track that led through the 
forest, but still remained under the deep shadow of the 
trees She beheld the minister advancing along the path, 
entirely alone, and leaning on a staff which he had cut 
by the wayside He looked haggard and feeble, and be- 
trayed a nerveless despondency m his air, which had 
never so remarkably characterized him m his walks 
about the settlement, nor in any other situation where 
he deemed himself hable to notice Here it was wofully 
visible, m the intense seclusion of the forest, which, of 
Itself, would have been a heavy tnal to the spirits There 
was a hstlessness m his gait, as if he saw no reason for 
taking one step farther, nor felt any desire to do so, but 
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would have been glad, could he be glad of anything, 
to fling himself down at the root of the nearest tree, and 
be there passive, for evermore The leaves might bestrew 
him, and the soil gradually accumulate and form a httle 
hillock over his frame, no matter whether there were 
life in it or no Death was too defimte an object to be 
wished for or avoided 

To Hesters eye, the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale ex- 
hibited no symptom of positive and vivacious suffering, 
except that, as httle Pearl had remarked, he kept his 
hand over his heart 

XVII THE PASTOR AND HIS PABISHIONEH 

Slowly as the minister walked, he had almost gone by, 
before Hester Prynne could gather voice enough to at- 
tract his observabon At length, she succeeded 

"Arthur Dimmesdale!” she said, faintly at first, then 
louder, but hoarsely "Arthur Dimmesdale!” 

"Who speaks?” answered the minister 

Gathering himself quickly up, he stood more erect, 
like a man taken by surprise m a mood to which he was 
reluctant to have witnesses Throwing his eyes anxiously 
m the direcfaon of the voice, he mdishnctly beheld a 
form under the trees, clad m garments so sombre, and 
so httle reheved from the gray twihght mto wMch the 
clouded sky and the heavy fohage had darkened the 
noonbde, that he knew not whether it were a woman 
or a shadow It may be, that his pathway through hfe 
was haunted thus, by a specbe that had stolen out from 
among his thoughts 

He made a step mgher, and discovered the scarlet 
letter 

"Hester! Hester Prynne!" said he “Is it thou? Art thou 
m hfe?” 
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“Even sol” she answered “In such hfe as has been 
mine these seven years past! And thou, Arthur Dunmes- 
dale, dost thou yet hve?” 

It was no wonder that they thus questioned one an- 
other’s actual and bodily existence, and even doubted of 
their own So strangely did they meet, in the dim wood, 
that It was hke the first encounter, in the world beyond 
the grave, of two spirits who had been intimately con- 
nected in their former life, but now stood coldly shud- 
dering, in mutual dread, as not yet famihar with their 
state, nor wonted to the companionship of disembodied 
beings Each a ghost, and awe-stncken at the other 
ghost! They were awe-stncken hkewise at themselves, 
because the crisis flung back to them their consciousness, 
and revealed to each heart its history and expenence, 
as hfe never does, except at such breathless epochs The 
soul beheld its features in the mirror of the passing mo- 
ment It was with fear, and tremulously, and, as it were, 
by a slow, reluctant necessity, that Arthur Dimmesdale 
put forth his hand, chill as death, and touched the dull 
hand of Hester Prynne The grasp, cold as it was, took 
away what was dreariest in the interview They now 
felt themselves, at least, inhabitants of the same sphere 

Without a word more spoken — neither he nor she 
assuming the guidance, but with an unexpressed consent 
— they ghded back mto the shadow of the woods, 
whence Hester had emerged, and sat down on the heap 
of moss where she and Pearl had before been sitbng 
When they found voice to speak, it was, at first, only to 
utter remarks and inquiries such as any two acquaint- 
ance might have made, about the gloomy sky, the 
threatemng storm, and, next, the health of each Thus 
they went onward, not boldly, but step by step, into 
the themes that were broodmg deepest in their hearts 
So long estranged by fate and circumstances, they 
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needed something shght and casual to run before, and 
throw open the doors of intercourse, so that their real 
thoughts might be led across the threshold 

After a while, the minister fixed his eyes on Hester 
Prynne’s 

“Hester,” said he, “hast thou found peace''” 

She smiled dreanly, looking down upon her bosom. 

“Hast thou?” she asked 

"Nonel — nothing but despair!” he answered "What 
else could I look for, bemg what I am, and leading such 
a life as mine? Were I an atheist — a man devoid of 
conscience — a wretch with coarse and brutal instincts 
— I might have found peace, long ere now Nay, I never 
should have lost it! But, as matters stand with my soul, 
whatever of good capacity there originally was in me, 
all of God’s gifts that were the choicest have become 
the mmisters of spiritual torment Hester, I am most 
miserable!” 

“The people reverence thee,” said Hester “And surely 
thou workest good among them! Doth this bring thee 
no comfort?” 

“More misery, Hester!— only the more misery'” an- 
^ swered the clergyman, with a bitter smile “As concerns 
the good which I may appear to do, I have no faith m 
it It must needs be a delusion What can a ruined soul, 
like mine, effect towards the redemption of other souls? 
— or a polluted soul towards their purification? And as 
for the people’s reverence, would that it were turned to 
scorn and hatred! Canst thou deem it, Hester, a consola- 
bon, that I must stand up in my pulpit, and meet so 
many eyes turned upward to my face, as if the hght of 
heaven were beaming from itl — must see my flock hun- 
gry for the truth, and hstemng to my words as if a 
tongue of Pentecost were speaking! — and then look in- 
ward, and discern the black reahty of what they idolize? 
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I have laughed, m bitterness and agony of heart, at the 
contrast between what I seem and what I ami And Satan 
laughs at itl” 

“You wrong yourself m this,” said Hester, gently. 
“You have deeply and sorely repented Your sin is left 
behind you, in the days long past Your present hfe is 
not less holy, in very truth, than it seems in peoples 
eyes Is there no reahty in the penitence thus sealed and 
witnessed by good works? And wherefore should it not 
bring you peace?” 

“No, Hester, nol” replied the clergyman “There is no 
substance in itl It is cold and dead, and can do nothmg 
for mel Of penance, I have had enough! Of penitence, 
there has been none! Else, I should long ago have 
thrown off these garments of mock holiness, and have 
shown myself to mankmd as they will see me at the 
judgment-seat Happy are you, Hester, that wear the 
scarlet letter openly upon your bosomi Mine bums in 
secret! Thou httle knowest what a relief it is, after the 
torment of a seven years’ cheat, to look into an eye that 
recognizes me for what I ami Had I one friend — or were 
it my worst enemy! — to whom, when sickened with the 
praises of all other men, I could daily betake myself, 
and be known as the vilest of all sinners, methinks my 
soul might keep itself alive thereby Even thus much of 
truth would save me! But, now, it is all falsehood! — all 
empfaness! — all death!” 

Hester Prynne looked into his face, but hesitated to 
speak Yet, uttering his long-restrained emotions so ve- 
hemently as he did, his words here offered her the very 
point of circumstances in which to mterpose what she 
came to say She conquered her fears, and spoke 

“Such a friend as thou hast even now wished for,” 
said she, “with whom to weep over thy sm, thou hast m 
me, the partner of it!” — Agam she hesitated, but brought 
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out the words with an effort — ^“Thou hast long had such 

an enemy, and dweUest with him, under the same roofl” 

The minister started to his feet, gaspmg for breath, 
and clutching at his heart, as if he would have tom it 
out of his bosom 

“Hal What sayest thou!” cned he "An enemyl And 
under mine own roof! What mean you?” 

Hester Prynne was now fully sensible of the deep 
mjury for which she was responsible to this unhappy 
man, m permitting him to he for so many years, or, in- 
deed, for a single moment, at the mercy of one whose 
purposes could not be other than malevolent The very 
contiguity of his enemy, beneath whatever mask the 
latter might conceal himself, was enough to disturb the 
magnetic sphere of a being so sensitive as Arthur Dim- 
mesdale There had been a period when Hester was less 
ahve to this consideration, or, perhaps, m the misan- 
thropy of her own trouble, she left the minister to bear 
what she might picture to herself as a more tolerable 
doom But of late, since the night of his vigil, all her 
sympathies towards him had been both softened and 
invigorated She now read his heart more accurately 
She doubted not, that the continual presence of Roger 
Chilhngworth — the secret poison of his malignity, in- 
fecting all the air about him — and his authorized inter- 
ference, as a physician, with the minister’s physical and 
spiritual infirmities — that these bad opportunities had 
been turned to a cruel purpose By means of them, the 
sufferer’s conscience had been kept m an untated state, 
the tendency of which was, not to cure by wholesome 
pain, but to disorgamze and corrupt his spiritual being. 
Its result, on earth, could hardly fail to be msanity, and 
hereafter, that eternal ahenation from the Good and 
True, of which madness is perhaps the earthly type 

Such was the rum to which she had brought the man, 
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once — ^nay, why should we not speak it? — still so pas- 
sionately lovedl Hester felt that the sacrifice of the 
clergyman’s good name, and death itself, as she had al- 
ready told Roger Chilhngworth, would have been in- 
finitely preferable to the alternative which she had taken 
upon herself to choose And now, rather than have had 
this grievous wrong to confess, she would gladly have 
lam down on the forest-leaves, and died, there, at Arthur 
Dunmesdale’s feet 

“O Arthur,” cried she, “forgive mel In all things else, 
I have striven to be truel Truth was the one virtue which 
I might have held fast, and did hold fast, through all 
extremity, save when thy good — thy life — thy fame — 
were put m questioni Then I consented to a deception 
But a he is never good, even though death threaten on 
the other sidel Dost thou not see what I would say? 
That old man! — the physician! — he whom they call 
Roger Chilhngworth! — he was my husband!” 

Tlie mimster looked at her for an instant, with all 
that violence of passion, which — ^intermixed, m more 
shapes than one, with his higher, purer, softer quahties 
— was, in fact, the portion of him which the Devil 
claimed, and through which he sought to win the rest 
Never was there a blacker or a fiercer frown than Hes- 
ter now encountered For the brief space that it lasted. 
It was a dark transfiguration But his character had been 
so much enfeebled by suffering, that even its lower 
energies were incapable of more than a temporary strug- 
gle He sank down on the ground, and buried his face 
in his hands 

“I might have known it,” murmured he “I did know 
It! Was not the secret told me, in the natural recoil of 
my heart, at the first sight of hun, and as often as I 
have seen hun smce? Why did I not understand? O 
Hester Prynne, thou httle, httle knowest all the horror 
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of this thingl And the shame! — the indehcacy! — the hor- 
rible ugliness of this exposure of a sick and guilty heart 
to the very eye that would gloat over it! Woman, 
woman, thou art accountable for this! I cannot forgive 
thee!” 

"Thou shalt forgive me!” cned Hester, flinging her- 
self on the fallen leaves beside him "Let God punish! 
Thou shalt forgivel” 

With sudden and desperate tenderness, she threw her 
arms around him, and pressed his head against her 
bosom, httle caring though his cheek rested on the scar- 
let letter He would have released himself, but strove m 
vain to do so Hester would not set him free, lest he 
should look her sternly m the face All the world had 
frowned on her — for seven long years had it frowned 
upon this lonely woman — and still she bore it all, nor 
ever once turned away her firm, sad eyes Heaven, hke- 
wise, had frowned upon her, and she had not died But 
the frown of this pale, weak, sinful, and sorrow-stricken 
man was what Hester could not bear and live I 

"Wilt thou yet forgive me!” she repeated, over and 
over again ‘Wilt thou not frown? Wilt thou forgive?” 

"I do forgive you, Hester," rephed the minister, at 
length, with a deep utterance, out of an abyss of sad- 
ness, but no anger “I freely forgive you now May God 
forgive us both! We are not, Hester, the worst sinners 
in the world There is one worse than even the polluted 
pnest! That old man's revenge has been blacker than 
my sin He has violated, in cold blood, the sanctity of a 
human heart Thou and I, Hester, never did sol” 

"Never, never!” whispered she ‘What we did had a 
consecration of its own We felt it so! We said so to 
each other! Hast thou forgotten it?” 

“Hush, Hester!” said Arthur Dimmesdale, nsing from 
the ground “No. I have not forgotten'” 
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They sat down again, side by side, and hand clasped 
in hand, on the mossy trunk of the fallen tree Life had 
never brought them a gloomier hour, it was the point 
whither their pathway had so long been tending, and 
darkening ever, as it stole along, and yet it enclosed a 
charm that made them linger upon it, and claim an- 
other, and another, and, after all, another moment The 
forest was obscure around them, and creaked with a 
blast that was passing through it The boughs were 
tossing heavily above their heads, while one solemn old 
tree groaned dolefully to another, as if telhng the sad 
story of the pair that sat beneath, or constrained to fore- 
bode evil to come 

And yet they hngered How dreary looked the forest- 
track that led backward to the settlement, where Hester 
Prynne must take up again the burden of her ignominy, 
and the mimster the hollow mockery of his good namel 
So they lingered an instant longer No golden light had 
ever been so precious as the gloom of this dark forest 
Here, seen only by his eyes, Ae scarlet letter need not 
burn into the bosom of the fallen woman! Here, seen 
only by her eyes, Arthur Dimmesdale, false to God and 
man, might be, for one moment, true! 

He started at a thought that suddenly occurred to 
him 

“Hester,” cried he, “here is a new horror! Roger 
Chilhng worth knows your purpose to reveal his true 
character Will he continue, then, to keep our secret? 
What will now be the course of his revenge?” 

"There is a strange secrecy in his nature,” replied 
Hester, thoughtfully, "and it has grown upon him by 
the hidden practices of his revenge I deem it not likely 
that he will betray the secret He will doubtless seek 
other means of satiating his dark passion ” 

“And I! — how am I to hve longer, breathing the same 
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air with this deadly enemy?” exclaimed Arthur Dim- 
mesdale, shrinking withm himself, and pressing his hand 
nervously against his heart — a gesture that had grown 
mvoluntary with him “Think for me, Hesterl Thou art 
strong Resolve for me!” 

“Thou must dwell no longer with this man,” said 
Hester, slowly and firmly “Thy heart must be no longer 
under his evil eye!” 

“It were far worse than death!” repbed the minister. 
“But how to avoid it? What choice remains to me? Shall 
I he down again on these withered leaves, where I cast 
myself when thou didst tell me what he was? Must I 
Sink down there, and die at once?” 

“Alas, what a rum has befallen thee!” said Hester, 
with the tears gushing into her eyes “Wilt thou die for 
very weakness? There is no other cause!” 

“The judgment of God is on me,” answered the con- 
science-stricken priest “It IS too mighty for me to strug- 
gle with!” 

“Heaven would show mercy,” rejoined Hester, “hadst 
thou but the strength to take advantage of it ” 

“Be thou strong for me!” answered he “Advise me 
what to do ” 

“Is the world, then, so narrow?” exclaimed Hester 
Prynne, fixing her deep eyes on the minister’s, and in- 
stinctively exercising a magnetic power over a spirit so 
shattered and subdued that it could hardly hold itself 
erect “Doth the umverse be within the compass of yon- 
der town, which only a bttle time ago was but a leaf- 
strewn desert, as lonely as this around us? Whither 
leads yonder forest-track? Backward to the settlement, 
thou sayest! Yes, but onward, too Deeper it goes, and 
deeper, into the wilderness, less plamly to be seen at 
every step, until, some few rmles hence, the yellow 
leaves will show no vestige of the white man’s tread 



THE SCARLET LETTER 423 

There thou art freel So bnef a journey would bnng thee 
from a world where thou hast been most wretched, to 
one where thou mayest still be happyl Is there not shade 
enough in all this boundless forest to hide thy heart 
from the gaze of Roger Chilhngworth?” 

“Yes, Hester, but only under the fallen leaves!” re- 
phed the minister, with a sad smile 

“Then there is the broad pathway of the seal" con- 
tinued Hester “It brought thee hither If thou so choose. 
It will bear thee back agam In our native land, whether 
in some remote rural village or in vast London — or, 
surely, in Germany, in France, in pleasant Italy — thou 
' wouldst be beyond his power and knowledge! And what 
hast thou to do with all these iron men, and their opin- 
ions? They have kept thy better part in bondage too 
long already!” 

" “It cannot be!” answered the mimster, hstemng as if 
he were called upon to reahze a dream “I am powerless 
to go! Wretched and sinful as I am, I have had no other 
thought than to drag on my earthly existence in the 
sphere where Providence hath placed me Lost as my 
own soul IS, I would still do what I may for other human 
souls! I dare not quit my post, though an unfaithful 
senbnel, whose sure reward is death and dishonor, when 
his dreary watch shall come to an end!” 

“Thou art crushed under this seven years’ weight of 
misery,” repbed Hester, fervently resolved to buoy him 
up with her own energy “But thou shalt leave it all be- 
hind thee! It shall not cumber thy steps, as thou treadest 
along the forest-path, neither shalt thou freight the ship 
with it, if thou prefer to cross the sea Leave this wreck 
and ruin here where it hath happened Meddle no more 
with it! Begm all anew! Hast thou exhausted possibihty 
in the failure of this one tnal? Not sol The future is yet 
full of trial and success There is happiness to be en- 
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joyedi There is good to be done! Exchange this false 
hfe of thine for a true one Be, if thy spirit summon thee 
to such a mission, the teacher and apostle of the red 
men Or — as is more thy nature — be a scholar and a 
sage among the wisest and most renowned of the culti- 
vated world Preach! Write! Act! Do anything, save to 
he down and die! Give up this name of Arthur Dim- 
mesdale, and make thyself another, and a high one, such 
as thou canst wear without fear or shame Why shouldst 
thou tarry so much as one other day in the torments 
that have so gnawed into thy hfe! — that have made thee 
feeble to will and to do! — that will leave thee powerless 
even to repent! Up, and away'” 

“O Hester!” cried Arthur Dimmesdale, in whose eyes 
a fitful hght, kindled by her enthusiasm, flashed up and 
died away, "thou tellest of running a race to a man 
whose knees are tottering beneath him! I must die here! 
There is not the strength or courage left me to venture 
mto the wide, strange, difficult world, alone'” 

It was the last expression of the despondency of a 
broken spirit He lacked energy to grasp the better for- 
tune that seemed within his reach 
He repeated the word 
“Alone, Hester!” 

“Thou shalt not go alone!” answered she, in a deep 
whisper 

Then, all was spoken! 


XVIII A FLOOD OF SUNSHINE 

Arthur Dimmesdale gazed mto Hester’s face with a 
look in which hope and joy shone out, indeed, but with 
fear betwixt them, and a land of horror at her boldness, 
who had spoken what he vaguely hmted at but dared 
not speak 
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But Hester Prynne, with a mind of nabve courage 
and activity, and for so long a period not merely es- 
tranged, but outlawed, from society, had habituated 
herself to such latitude of speculation as was altogether 
foreign to the clergyman She had wandered, without 
rule or guidance, in a moral wilderness, as vast, as in- 
tricate and shadowy, as the untamed forest, amid the 
gloom of which they were now holding a colloquy that 
was to decide their fate. Her intellect and heart had 
their home, as it were, in desert places, where she 
roamed as freely as the wild Indian in his woods For 
years past she had looked from this estranged point of 
view at human institutions, and whatever priests or leg- 
islators had estabhshed, criticising all with hardly more 
reverence than the Indian would feel for the clerical 
band, the judicial robe, the pillory, the gallows, the fire- 
side, or the church The tendency of her fate and for- 
tunes had been to set her free The scarlet letter was her 
passport into regions where other women dared not 
tread Shame, Despair, Solitude! These had been her 
teachers — stern and wild ones — and they had made her 
strong, but taught her much amiss 

The minister, on the other hand, had never gone 
through an experience calculated to lead him beyond 
the scope of generally received laws, although, m a 
single instance, he had so fearfully transgressed one of 
the most sacred of them But this had been a sin of 
passion, not of principle, nor even purpose Since that 
wretched epoch, he had watched, with morbid zeal and 
imnuteness, not his acts — ^for those, it was easy to 
arrange — but each breath of emotion, and his every 
thought At the head of the social system, as the clergy- 
men of that day stood, he was only the more trammelled 
by its regulations, its pnnciples, and even its prejudices 
As a priest, the framework of his order mevitably 
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hemmed him m As a man who had once sinned, but 
who kept his conscience all ahve and painfully sensitive 
by the frettmg of an unhealed wound, he might have 
been supposed safer within the hne of virtue than if he 
had never sinned at all 

Thus, we seem to see that, as regarded Hester Prynne, 
the whole seven years of outlaw and ignominy had been 
httle other than a preparation for this very hour But 
Arthur Dimmesdalel Were such a man once more to 
fall, what plea could be urged in extenuabon of his 
crime? None, unless it avail hun somewhat, that he was 
broken down by long and exquisite suffering, that his 
mind was darkened and confused by the very remorse 
which harrowed it, that between fleeing as an avowed 
criminal, and remaimng as a hypocrite, conscience might 
find It hard to strike the balance, that it was human to 
avoid the peril of death and infamy, and the inscrutable 
machinabons of an enemy, that, finally, to this poor pil- 
gnm, on his dreary and desert path, faint, sick, misera- 
ble, there appeared a ghmpse of human affecbon and 
sympathy, a new life, and a true one, in exchange for 
the heavy doom which he was now expiating And be 
the stem and sad truth spoken, that the breach which 
guilt has once made into the human soul is never, in 
this mortal state, repaired It may be watched and 
guarded, so that the enemy shall not force his way again 
mto the citadel, and might even m his subsequent as- 
saults, select some other avenue, in preference to that 
where he had formerly succeeded But there is sbll the 
ruined wall, and, near it, the stealthy bead of the foe 
that would wm over again his unforgotten tnurhph 

The sbuggle, if it were one, need not be descnbed 
Let It suffice, that the clergyman resolved to flee, and 
not alone 

"If, m all these past seven years," thought he, “I could 
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recall one instant of peace or hope, I would yet endure 
for the sake of that earnest of Heaven’s mercy But now 
— since I am irrevocably doomed — wherefore should I 
not snatch the solace allowed to the condemned culprit 
before his execution? Or, if this be the path to a better 
hfe, as Hester would persuade me, I surely give up no 
fairer prospect by pursuing itl Neither can I any longer 
hve without her companionship, so powerful is she to 
sustain — so tender to soothel O Thou to whom I dare 
not hft mine eyes, wilt Thou yet pardon mel” 

“Thou wilt gol” said Hester, calmly, as he met her 
glance 

The decision once made, a glow of strange enjoyment 
threw its flickering brightness over the trouble of his 
breast It was the exhilaratmg effect — upon a prisoner 
just escaped from the dungeon of his own heart— of 
breathing the wild, free atmosphere of an unredeemed, 
unchnstianized, lawless region His spirit rose, as it 
were, with a bound, and attained a nearer prospect of 
the sky, than throughout all the misery which had kept 
him grovelling on the earth Of a deeply rehgious tem- 
perament, there was inevitably a tinge of the devotional 
m his mood 

“Do I feel joy again?” cried he, wondering at himself 
“Methought the germ of it was dead in mel O Hester, 
thou art my better angell I seem to have flung myself 
— sick, sm-stained, and sorrow-blackened — down upon 
these forest-leaves, and to have risen up all made anew, 
and with new powers to glorify Him that hath been 
merciful! This is already the better hfe! Why did we' 
not find'it sooner?” 

“Let us not look back,” answered Hester Prynne. "The 
past IS gone! MTierefore should we bnger upon it now? 
See! With this symbol, I undo it all, and make it as it 
had never been!” 
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So speaking, she undid the clasp that fastened the 
scarlet letter, and, taking it from her bosom, threw it to 
a distance among the withered leaves The mystic token 
ahghted on the hither verge of the stream. With a 
hand’s-breadth farther flight it would have fallen into 
the water, and have given the little brook another woe 
to carry onward, besides the unintelligible tale which it 
still kept murmuring about But there lay the embroi- 
dered letter, glittering bke a lost jewel, which some lU- 
fated wanderer might pick up, and thenceforth be 
haunted hy strange phantoms of guilt, sinkings of the 
heart, and unaccountable misfortune 

h^jspirit Oh exquisite relief! She had not known the 
weight, until she felt the freedom! By another impulse, 
she took off the formal cap that confined her hair, and 
down it fell upon her shoulders, dark and rich, with at 
once a shadow and a light in its abundance, and im- 
parting the charm of softness to her features There 
played around her mouth, and beamed out of her eyes, 
a radiant and tender smile, that seemed gushing from 
the very heart of womanhood A crimson flush was glow- 
ing on her cheek, that had been long so pale Her sex, 
her youth, and the whole richness of her beauty, came 
back from what men call the irrevocable past, and clus- 
tered themselves, with her maiden hope, and a happi- 
ness before unknown, within the magic circle of this 
hour And, as if the gloom of the earth and sky had been 
but the effluence of these two mortal hearts, it vamshed 
with their sorrow All at once, as with a sudden smile 
of heaven, forth burst the sunshine, pourmg a very flood 
mto the obscure forest, gladdemng each green leaf. 
Transmuting the yellow fallen ones to gold, and gleaming 
adown the gray trunks of the solemn trees The objects 
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that had made a shadow hitherto, embodied the bright- 
ness now The course of the httle brook might be traced 
by Its merry gleam afar into the wood’s heart of mystery, 
which had become a mystery of joy 

Such was the sympathy of Nature — that wild, hea- 
then Nature of the forest, never subjugated by human 
law, nor illumined by higher truth — with the bhss of 
these two spirits! Love, whether newly born, or aroused 
from a death-hke slumber, must always create a sun- 
shine, filhng the heart so full of radiance, that it over- 
flows upon the outward world Had the forest still kept 
Its gloom. It would have been bright in Hester’s eyes, 
and bright in Arthur Dimmesdale’s! 

Hester looked at him with the thrill of another joy 
“Thou must know Pearl!” said she “Our little Pearl! 
Thou hast seen her — yes, I know it! — but thou wilt see 
her now with other eyes She is a strange child! I hardly 
comprehend her' But thou wilt love her dearly, as I do, 
and wilt advise me how to deal with her ” 

“Dost thou think the child will be glad to know me?” 
asked the minister, somewhat uneasily “I have long 
shrunk from children, because they often show a dis- 
trust — a backwardness to be famihar with me I have 
even been afraid of httle Pearll” 

“Ah, that was sad!” answered the mother. “But she 
wiU love thee dearly, and thou her She is not far off I 
will call her! Pearl! Pearll” 

“I see the child,” observed the mimster “Yonder she 
IS, standing in a streak of sunshine, a good way off, on 
the other side of the brook So thou thinkest the child 
wiU love me?” 

Hester smiled, and again called to Pearl, who was 
visible, at some distance, as the mimster had descnbed 
her, hke a bright-apparelled vision, in a sunbeam, which 
fell down upon her through an arch of boughs The ray 
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quivered to and fro, making her figure dim or distinct 
— ^now like a real child, now like a child’s spirit — as the 
splendor went and came again She heard her mother’s 
voice, and approached slowly through the forest 

Pearl had not found the hour pass wearisomely, while 
her mother sat talking with the clergyman The great 
black forest — stem as it showed itself to those who 
brought the guilt and troubles of the world into its 
bosom — became the playmate of the lonely infant, as 
well as It knew how Sombre as it was, it put on the 
^cmdest of its moods to welcome her It offered her the 
partridge-berries, the growth of the preceding autumn, 
but ripening only m the spring, and now red as drops 
of blood upon the withered leaves These Pearl gath- 
ered, and was pleased with their wild flavor The small 
denizens of the wilderness hardly took pains to move 
out of her path A partndge, indeed, with a brood of 
ten behind her, ran forward threatenmgly, but soon re- 
pented of her fierceness, and clucked to her young ones 
not to be afraid A pigeon, alone on a low branch, al- 
lowed Pearl to come beneath, and uttered a sound as 
much of greeting as alarm A squirrel, from the lofty 
depths of his domesfac tree, chattered either in anger or 
merriment — for a squirrel is such a cholenc and humor- 
ous httle personage, that it is hard to distinguish be- 
tween his moods — so he chattered at the child, and 
flung down a nut upon her head It was a last year’s nut, 
and aheady gnawed by his sharp tooth A fox, startled 
from his sleep by her hght footstep on the leaves, looked 
inquisitively at Pearl, as doubting whether it were bet- 
ter to steal off, or renew his nap on the same spot A 
wolf. It IS said — but heie the tale has surely lapsed 
mto the improbable — came up, and smelt of Pearl’s 
robe, and offered his savage head to be patted by her 
hand. The truth seems to be, however, that the mother- 
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forest, and these wild things which it nourished, all 
recognized a kindred wildness in the human child 

And she was gentler here than in the grassy-margined 
streets of the settlement, or m her mother’s cottage The 
flowers appeared to know it, and one and another whis- 
pered as she passed, "Adorn thyself with me, thou beau- 
tiful child, adorn thyself with me!” — and, to please 
them. Pearl gathered the violets, and anemones, and 
columbines, and some twigs of the freshest green, which 
the old trees held down before her eyes With these she 
decorated her hair, and her young waist, and became a 
nymph-child, or an infant dryad, or whatever else was 
m closest sympathy with the antique wood In such 
guise had Pearl adorned herself, when she heard her 
mother's voice, and came slowly back 
Slowly, for she saw the clergyman 

XIX THE CHILD AT THE BHOOK-SIDE 

"Thou Wilt love her dearly,” repeated Hester Prynne, 
as she and the minister sat watching httle Pearl "Dost 
thou not think her beautiful? And see with what natural 
skill she has made those simple flowers adorn her! Had 
she gathered pearls, and diamonds, and rubies, in the 
wood, they could not have become her better. She is a 
splendid child! But I know whose brow she has!” 

“Dost thou know, Hester,” said Arthur Dimmesdale, 
with an unquiet smile, “that this dear child, tripping 
about always at thy side, hath caused me many an 
alarm? Methought— O Hester, what a thought is that, 
and how terrible to dread it! — that my own features 
were partly repeated m her face, and so strikingly that 
the world might see them! But she is mosdy thme!” 

“No, no! Not mostly!” answered the mother, with a 
tender smile “A httle longer, and thou needest not to 
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be afraid to trace whose child she is But how strangely 
beautiful she looks, with those wild-flowers in her hairl 
It IS as if one of the fames, whom we left in our dear 
old England, had decked her out to meet us ” 

It was with a feehng which neither of them had ever 
before experienced that they sat and watched Pearl’s 
slow advance In her was visible the tie that united 
them She had been offered to the world, these seven 
years past, as the hving hieroglyphic, in which was re- 
vealed the secret they so darkly sought to hide — all 
written in this symbol — all plainly manifest — ^had there 
been a prophet or magician skilled to read the character 
of flame! And Pearl was the oneness of their being Be 
the foregone evil what it might, how could they doubt 
that their earthly hves and future desbnies were con- 
joined, when they beheld at once the material union, 
and the spiritual idea, in whom they met, and were to 
dwell immortally together? Thoughts like these — and 
perhaps other thoughts, which they did not acknowl- 
edge or define — threw an awe about the child as she 
came onward 

“Let her see nothing strange — no passion nor eager- 
ness — in thy way of accosting her,” whispered Hester 
"Our Pearl is a fitful and fantastic little elf, sometimes 
Especially she is seldom tolerant of emotion, when she 
does not fully comprehend the why and wherefore But 
the child hath strong affecbonsi She loves me, and will 
love thee'” 

“Thou canst not think,” said the minister, glancing 
aside at Hester Prynne, "how my heart dreads this inter- 
view, and yearns for it! But, in truth, as I already told 
thee, children are not readily won to be famihar with 
me They will not chmb my knee, nor prattle m my ear, 
nor answer to my smile, but stand apart, and eye me 
sbangely Even httle babes, when I take them m my 
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arms, weep bitterly Yet Pearl, twice in her httle Lfe- 
time, hath been kind to mel The first tune — thou know- 
est it well! The last was when thou ledst her with thee 
to the house of yonder stem old Governor ” 

“And thou didst plead so bravely in her behalf and 
mine!” answered the mother “I remember it, and so 
shall httle Pearl Fear nothing! She may be strange and 
shy at first, but will soon learn to love thee!” 

By this time Pearl had reached the margin of the 
brook, and stood on the farther side, gazmg silently at 
Hester and the clergyman, who sbll sat together on the 
mossy tree-trunk, waitmg to receive her Just where she 
had paused, the brook chanced to form a pool, so 
smooth and quiet that it reflected a perfect image of 
her httle figure, with all the bnlhant picturesqueness of 
her beauty, in its adornment of flowers and wreathed 
fohage, but more refined and spiritualized than the re- 
ahty This image, so nearly identical with the hving 
Pearl, seemed to communicate somewhat of its own 
shadowy and intangible quahty to the child herself It 
was strange, the way in which Pearl stood, looking so 
steadfastly at them through the dim medium of the 
forest-gloom, herself, meanwhile, all glorified with a ray 
of sunshine that was attracted thitherward as by a cer- 
tam sympathy In the brook beneath stood another child 
— another and the same — with likewise its ray of golden 
hght Hester felt herself, in some indistinct and tan- 
talizing manner, estranged from Pearl, as if the child, in 
her lonely ramble through the forest, had strayed out of 
the sphere m which she and her mother dwelt together, 
and was now vamly seeking to return to it. 

There was both truth and error in the impression, the 
child and mother were estranged, but through Hester’s 
fault, not Pearl’s Since the latter rambled from her side, 
another inmate had been admitted within the circle of 
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the mother’s feehngs, and so modified the aspect of 
them all, that Pearl, the returning wanderer, could not 
find her wonted place, and hardly knew where she was 

“I have a strange fancy,” observed the sensibve mm- 
ister, “that this brook is the boundary between two 
worlds, and that thou canst never meet thy Pearl again 
Or IS she an elfish spirit, who, as the legends of our 
childhood taught us, is forbidden to cross a runmng 
stream? Pray hasten her, for this delay has already im- 
parted a tremor to my nerves ” 

“Come, dearest childl” said Hester, encouragingly, 
and stretching out both her arms “How slow thou art! 
When hast thou been so sluggish before now? Here is 
a fnend of mine, who must be thy friend also Thou wilt 
have twice as much love, henceforward, as thy mother 
alone could give theel Leap across the brook, and come 
to us Thou canst leap like a young deer!” 

Pearl, without responding in any manner to these 
honey-sweet expressions, remained on the other side of 
the brook Now she fixed her bright, wild eyes on her 
mother, now on the minister, and now included them 
both in the same glance, as if to detect and explain to 
herself the relation which they bore to one another For 
some unaccountable reason, as Arthur Dimmesdale felt 
the child’s eyes upon him, his hand — with that gesture 
so habitual as to have become involuntary — stole over 
his heart At length, assummg a singular au of authority. 
Pearl stretched out her hand, with the small forefinger 
extended, and pointing evidently towards her mother’s 
breast And beneath, m the mirror of the brook, there 
was the flower-girdled and sunny image of httle Pearl, 
pointing her small forefinger too 

“Thou strange child, why dost thou not come to me?” 
exclaimed Hester 

Pearl sull pomted with her forefinger, and a frown 
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gathered on her brow, the more impressive from the 
childish, the almost baby-bke aspect of the features that 
conveyed it As her mother still kept beckonmg to her, 
and arraying her face in a holiday suit of unaccustomed 
smiles, the child stamped her foot with a yet more im- 
perious look and gesture In the brook, again, was the 
fantastic beauty of the image, with its reflected frown. 
Its pointed finger, and imperious gesture, giving em- 
phasis to the aspect of httle Pearl 

"Hasten, Pearl, or I shall be angry with theel” cried 
Hester Prynne, who, however inured to such behavior 
on the elf-child’s part at other seasons, was naturally 
anxious for a more seemly deportment now “Leap 
across the brook, naughty child, and run hitherl Else I 
must come to theel” 

But Pearl, not a whit startled at her mother's threats 
any more than molhfied by her entreaties, now suddenly 
burst into a fit of passion, gesticulating violently and 
throwing her small figure into the most extravagant con- 
tortions She accompanied this wild outbreak with pierc- 
ing shrieks, which the woods reverberated on all sides, 
so that, alone as she was in her childish and unreason- 
able wrath. It seemed as if a hidden multitude were 
lending her their sympathy and encouragement Seen m 
the brook, once more, was the shadowy wrath of Pearl’s 
image, crowned and gudled with flowers, but stamping 
Its foot, wildly gesticulating, and, in the midst of all, 
still pointing Its small forefinger at Hester’s bosomi 

“I see what ails the child,” whispered Hester to the 
clergyman, and turning pale m spite of a strong eflFort to 
conceal her trouble and annoyance "Children will not 
abide any, the shghtest, change in the accustomed as- 
pect of things that are daily before their eyes Pearl 
misses something which she has always seen me wearl” 

“I pray you,” answered the minister, "if thou hast any 
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means of pacifying the child, do it forthwith I Save it 
were the cankered wrath of an old witch, hke Mistress 
Hibbins,” added he, attempting to smile, “I know noth- 
mg that I would not sooner encounter than this passion 
m a child In Pearl’s young beauty, as m the wrinkled 
witch, it has a preternatural effect Pacify her, if thou 
lovest me!” 

Hester turned again towards Pearl, with a crimson 
blush upon her cheek, a conscious glance aside at the 
clergyman, and then a heavy sigh, while, even before 
she had time to speak, the blush yielded to a deadly 
pallor 

"Pearl,” said she, sadly, "look down at thy feet' Therel 
— before thee! — on the hither side of the brook'” 

The child turned her eyes to the point indicated, and 
there lay the scarlet letter, so close upon the margin of 
the stream, that the gold embroidery was reflected m it, 
"Bring it hither!” said Hester 
"Come thou and take it up!” answered Pearl 
“Was ever such a child!” observed Hester, aside to 
the minister “Oh, I have much to tell thee about her! 
But, in very truth, she is nght as regards this hateful 
token I must bear its torture yet a httle longer — only 
a few days longer — until we shall have left this region 
and look back hither as to a land which we have dreamed 
of The forest cannot hide it! The mid-ocean shall take 
It from my hand, and swallow it up forever!” 

With these words, she advanced to the margin of the 
brook, took up the scarlet letter, and fastened it again 
into her bosom Hopefully, but a moment ago, as Hester 
had spoken of drowning it m the deep sea, there was 
a sense of inevitable doom upon her, as she thus re- 
ceived back this deadly symbol from the hand of fate 
She had flung it into mfiiute space! — she had drawn an 
hour’s free breath! — and here agam was the scarlet mis- 
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ery, ghttenng of the old spotl So it ever is, whether thus 
typified or no, that an evil deed invests itself with the 
character of doom Hester next gathered up the heavy 
tresses of her hair, and confined them beneath her cap 
As if there were a withering spell in the sad letter, her 
beauty, the warmth and richness of her womanhood, 
departed, hlce fading sunshme, and a gray shadow 
seemed to fall across her 

When the dreary change was wrought, she extended 
her hand to Pearl 

"Dost thou know thy mother now, child?” asked she, 
reproachfully, but with a subdued tone “Wilt thou 
come across the brook, and own thy mother, now that 
she has her shame upon her — ^now that she is sad?” 

“Yes, now I willl” answered the child, bounding 
across the brook, and claspmg Hester in her arms "Now 
thou art my mother mdeedi And I am thy httle Pearl!” 

In a mood of tenderness that was not unusual with 
her, she drew down her mother’s head, and kissed her 
brow and both her cheeks But then — by a kind of ne- 
cessity that always impelled this child to alloy whatever 
comfort she might chance to give with a throb of an- 
guish — Pearl put up her mouth, and kissed the scarlet 
letter tool 

“That was not kindl” said Hester “When thou hast 
shown me a httle love, thou mockest me!” 

“Why doth the mimster sit yonder?” asked Pearl 

“He waits to welcome thee,” rephed her mother 
“Come thou, and entreat his blessing! He loves thee, my 
httle Pearl, and loves thy mother too Wilt thou not love 
him? Come! he longs to greet thee!” 

“Doth he love us?” said Pearl, looking up, with acute 
intelligence, into her mother’s face "Will he go back 
with us, hand in hand, we three together, mto the 
town?” 
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“Not now, my dear child,” answered Hester "But in 
days to come, he wiU walk hand m hand with us We 
will have a home and fireside of our own, and thou shall 
sit upon his knee, and he will teach thee many things, 
and love thee dearly Thou wilt love him, wilt thou 
not?” 

“And will he always keep his hand over his heart?" 
mquired Pearl 

“Foolish child, what a quesbon is that!” exclaimed her 
mother “Come and ask his blessing!” 

But, whether influenced by the jealousy that seems 
msbncbve with every petted child towards a dangerous 
nval, or from whatever caprice of her freakish nature, 
Pearl would show no favor to the clergyman It was 
only by an exerbon of force that her mother brought her 
up to him, hanging back, and mamfesbng her reluctance 
by odd grimaces, of which, ever since her babyhood, she 
had possessed a singular variety, and could bansform 
her mobile physiognomy into a senes of different as- 
pects, with a new mischief in them, each and all The 
mimster — painfully embarrassed, but hoping that a kiss 
might prove a tabsman to admit him into the child’s 
kindher regards — bent forward, and impressed one on 
her brow Hereupon, Pearl broke away from her mother, 
and, running to the brook, stooped over it, and bathed 
her forehead, until the unwelcome kiss was quite washed 
off, and diffused through a long lapse of the gliding wa- 
ter. She then remamed apart, silently watching Hester 
and the clergyman, while they talked together, and 
made such arrangements as were suggested by their new 
posibon, and the purposes soon to be fulfilled 

And now this fateful mtemew had come to a close 
The deU was to be left a sohtude among its dark, old 
bees, which, with their mulbtudinous tongues, would 
whisper long of what had passed there, and no mortal 
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be the wiser And the melancholy brook would add this 
other tale to the mystery with which its httle heart was 
already overburdened, and whereof it still kept up a 
murmuring babble, with not a whit more cheerfulness 
of tone than for ages heretofore. 


XX. THE MINISTER IN A MAZE 

As the minister departed, m advance of Hester Prynne 
and little Pearl, he threw a backward glance, half ex- 
pecting that he should discover only some famtly traced 
features or outhne of the mother and the child slowly 
fading into the twihght of the woods So great a vicissi- 
tude in his hfe could not at once be received as real 
But there was Hester, clad m her gray robe, still stand- 
ing beside the tree-trunk, which some blast had over- 
thrown a long antiquity ago, and which time had ever 
since been covering with moss, so that these two fated 
ones, with earth’s heaviest burden on them, might there 
sit down together, and find a smgle hour’s rest and sol- 
ace And there was Pearl, too, lightly dancing from the 
margin of the brook — now that the mtrusive third per- 
son was gone — and taking her old place by her mother’s 
side So the minister had not fallen asleep and dreamedi 

In order to free his mind from this indishnctness and 
duplicity of impression, which vexed it with a strange 
disquietude, he recalled and more thoroughly defined 
the plans which Hester and himself had sketched for 
their departure It had been determined between them 
that the Old World, with its crowds and cities, offered 
them a more ehgible shelter and concealment than the 
wilds of New England, or all America, with its alterna- 
tives of an Indian wigwam, or the few settlements of 
Europeans, scattered thinly along the seaboard Not to 
speak of the clergyman’s health, so madequate to sus- 
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tarn the hardships of a forest hfe, his nabve gifts, his 
culture, and his enbre development would secure him 
a home only in the midst of civilization and refinement, 
the higher the state, the more dehcately adapted to it 
the man In furtherance of this choice, it so happened 
that a ship lay in the harbor, one of those questionable 
cruisers, frequent at that day, which, without being ab- 
solutely outlaws of the deep, yet roamed over its surface 
with a remarkable irresponsibility of character This ves- 
sel had recently arrived from the Spanish Mam, and, 
within three days’ time, would sail for Bristol Hester 
Prynne — whose vocation, as a self-enlisted Sister of 
Charity, had brought her acquainted with the captain 
and crew — could take upon herself to secure the pas- 
sage of two individuals and a child, with all the secrecy 
which circumstances rendered more than desirable 
The mimster had inquired of Hester, with no bttle 
interest, the precise time at which the vessel might be 
expected to depart It would probably be on the fourth 
day from the present “That is most fortunatel” he had 
then said to himself Now, why the Reverend Mr Dim- 
mesdale considered it so very fortunate, we hesitate to 
reveal Nevertheless — to hold nothing back from the 
reader — it was because, on the third day from the pres- 
ent, he was to preach the Election Sermon, and as such 
an occasion formed an honorable epoch in the life of a 
New England clergyman, he could not have chanced 
upon a more suitable mode and time of terminating his 
professional career “At least, they shall say of me,” 
thought this exemplary man, “that I leave no pubhc duty 
unperformed, nor ill performed!” Sad, indeed, that an 
mtrospection so profound and acute as this poor minis- 
ter’s should be so miserably deceived! We have had, 
and may still have, worse things to tell of him, but none, 
,we apprehend, so pitiably weak, no evidence, at once 
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SO sbght and irrefragable, of a subtle disease, that had 
long since begun to eat into the real substance of his 
character No man, for any considerable penod, can 
wear one face to himself, and another to the multitude, 
without finally getting bewildered as to which may be 
true 

The excitement of Mr. Dunmesdale’s feehngs, as he 
returned from his interview with Hester, lent him un- 
accustomed physical energy, and hurried him townward 
at a rapid pace The pathway among the woods seemed 
wilder, more uncouth with its rude natural obstacles, 
and less trodden by the foot of man, than he remem- 
bered it on his outward journey But he leaped across 
the plashy places, thrust himself through the chngmg 
underbrush, chmbed the ascent, plunged into the hol- 
low, and overcame, m short, all the difficulUes of the 
track, with an unweanable activity that astonished him 
He could not but recall how feebly, and with what 
frequent pauses for breath, he had toiled over the same 
ground, only two days before As he drew near the 
town, he took an impression of change from the series 
of famihar objects that presented themselves It seemed 
not yesterday, not one, nor two, but many days, or even 
years ago, since he had qmtted them There, indeed, 
was each former trace of the street, as he remembered 
it, and all the pecuharibes of the houses, with the due 
multitude of gable-peaks, and a weathercock at every 
point where his memory suggested one Not the less, 
however, came this importunately obtrusive sense of 
change The same was true as regarded the acquaint- 
ances whom he met, and all the well-known shapes of 
human hfe, about the httle town They looked neither 
older nor younger now, the beards of the aged were no 
whiter, nor could the creeping babe of yesterday walk 
on his feet today, it was impossible to describe m what 
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respect they differed from the individuals on whom he 
had so recendy bestowed a parting glance, and yet the 
minister’s deepest sense seemed to inform him of their 
mutabihty A similar impression struck him most re- 
markably, as he passed under the walls of his own 
church iTie edifice had so very strange, and yet so 
famihar, an aspect, that Mr Dimmesdale’s mind vi- 
brated between two ideas, either that he had seen it 
only in a dream hitherto, or that he was merely dream- 
ing about It now 

This phenomenon, in the vanous shapes which it as- 
sumed, indicated no external change, but so sudden and 
important a change in the spectator of the famihar 
scene, that the intervening space of a single day had 
operated on his consciousness hke the lapse of years 
The minister's own will, and Hester’s will, and the fate 
that grew between them, had wrought this transforma- 
tion It was the same town as heretofore, but the same 
minister returned not from the forest He might have 
said to the friends who greeted him, “I am not the man 
for whom you take me! I left him yonder in the forest, 
withdrawn into a secret dell, by a mossy tree-trunk, and 
near a melancholy brook! Co seek your minister, and 
see if his emaciated figure, his thm cheek, his white, 
heavy, pain-wnnkled brow, be not flung down there, 
hke a cast-off garment'” His friends, no doubt, would 
still have insisted with him, “Thou art thyself the man!” 
— but the error would have been their own, not his 

Before Mr Dimmesdale reached home, his inner man 
gave him other evidences of a revolution in the sphere 
of thought and feeling In truth, nothing short of a total 
change of dynasty and moral code, in that mterior king- 
dom, was adequate to account for the impulses now 
communicated to the unfortunate and startled mimster 
At every step he v/as incited to do some strange, wdd. 
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wicked thing or other, with a sense that it would be at 
once involuntary and intentional, in spite of himself, yet 
growing out of a profounder self than that which op- 
' posed the impulse For instance, he met one of his own 
deacons The good old man addressed him with the 
paternal aSecbon and patriarchal privilege, which his 
venerable age, his upright and holy character, and his 
station in the Church, entitled him to use, and, con- 
joined with this, the deep, almost worshipping respect, 
which the mimster’s professional and private claims 
ahke demanded Never was there a more beautiful ex- 
ample of how the majesty of age and wisdom may com- 
port with the obeisance and respect enjoined upon it, 
as from a lower social rank, and inferior order of endow- 
ment, towards a higher. Now, during a conversabon of 
some two or three moments between the Reverend Mr 
Dimmesdale and this excellent and hoary-bearded dea- 
con, it was only by the most careful self-control that the 
former could refrain from uttering certain blasphemous 
suggesbons that rose into his mind, respecting the com- ^ 
munion supper He absolutely trembled and turned pale ^ 
as ashes, lest his tongue should wag itself, in utterance 
of these horrible matters, and plead his own consent for 
so doing, without his having fairly given it. And, even 
with this terror in his heart, he could hardly avoid 
laughing, to imagine how the sanctified old patriarchal 
deacon would have been petrified by his minister’s im- 
pietyl 

Again, another incident of the same nature Hurrymg 
along the street, the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale encoun- 
tered the eldest female member of his church, a most 
pious and exemplaiy old dame, poor, widowed, lonely, 
and with a heart as full of remimscences about her dead 
husband and children, and her dead friends of long ago, 
as a hunaVgtound is tuU oi stoned ^avestones Tet aR 
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this, which would else have been such heavy sorrow, 
was made almost a solemn joy to her devout old soul, by 
religious consolations and the truths of Scripture, where- 
with she had fed herself continually for more than thirty 
years And, since Mr Dimmesdale had taken her m 
charge, the good grandam’s chief earthly comfort — 
which, unless it had been hkewise a heavenly comfort, 
could have been none at all — was to meet her pastor, 
whether casually, or of set purpose, and be refreshed 
with a word of warm, fragrant, heaven-breathing Gospel 
truth, from his beloved bps, into her dulled, but rap- 
turously attentive ear But, on this occasion, up to the 
moment of putbng his bps to the old woman’s ear, Mr 
Dimmesdale, as the great enemy of souls would have it, 
could recall no text of Scripture, nor aught else, except 
a brief, pithy, and, as it then appeared to him, unan- 
swerable argument against the immortality of the human 
soul The instalment thereof into her mind would prob- 
ably have caused this aged sister to drop down dead at 
once, as by the effect of an intensely poisonous infusion 
What he really did whisper, the minister could never 
afterwards recollect There was, perhaps, a fortunate 
disorder m his utterance, which failed to impart any 
distinct idea to the good widow’s comprehension, or 
which Providence interpreted after a method of its own 
Assuredly, as the mmister looked back, he beheld an 
expression of divine gratitude and ecstasy that seemed 
bke the shine of the celestial city on her face, so wrin- 
kled and ashy pale 

Again a third instance After parting from the old 
church-member, he met the youngest sister of them all 
It was a maiden newly won — and won by the Reverend 
Mr Dimmesdale’s own sermon, on the Sabbath after his 
vigil — to barter the transitory pleasures of the world for 
the heavenly hope, that was to assume bnghter sub- 
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stance as bfe grew dark around her, and which would 
gild the utter gloom with final glory She was fair and 
pure as a hly that had bloomed in Paradise The min- 
ister, knew well that he was himself enshrined within 
the stainless sancity of her heart, which hung its snowy 
curtains about his image, imparting to rehgion the 
warmth of love, and to love a rehgious purity Satan, 
that afternoon, had surely led the poor young girl away 
from her mother's side, and thrown her into the pathway 
of this sorely tempted, or — shall we not rather say? — 
this lost and desperate man As she drew nigh, the arch- 
fiend whispered him to condense into small compass and 
drop into her tender bosom a germ of evil that would 
be sure to blossom darkly soon, and bear black fruit be- 
times Such was his sense of power over this virgin soul, 
trusting him as she did, that the minister felt potent to 
blight all the field of innocence with but one wicked 
look, and develop all its opposite with but a word So— 
with a mightier struggle than he had yet sustained — ^he 
held his Geneva cloak before his face, and burned on- 
ward, making no sign of recognition, and leaving the 
young sister to digest his rudeness as she might. She 
ransacked her consaence — ^which was full of harmless 
httle matters, hke her pocket or her work-bag — and took 
herself to task, poor thing' for a thousand imaginary 
faults, and went about her household duties with swol- 
len eyehds the next morning 

Before the minister had time to celebrate his victory 
over this last temptation, he was conscious of another 
impulse, more ludicrous, and almost as horrible It was 
— we blush to tell it — ^it was to stop short in the road, 
and teach some very wicked words to a knot of httle 
Puritan children who were playing there, and had but 
just begun to talk Denying himself this freak, as un- 
worthy of his cloth, he met a drunken seaman, one of 
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the ship’s crew from the Spanish Main And, here, since 
he had so valiantly forborne all other wickedness, poor 
Mr Dimmesdale longed, at least, to shake hands with 
the tarry blackguard, and recreate himself with a few 
improper jests, such as dissolute sailors so abound with, 
and a volley of good, round, sohd, satisfactory, and 
heaven-defying oathsl It was not so much a better prin- 
ciple as partly his natural good taste, and still more his 
buckramed habit of clerical decorum, that carried him 
safely through the latter crisis 

“What IS it that haunts and tempts me thus?” cried 
the miiuster to himself, at length, pausing in the street, 
and striking his hand against his forehead “Am I mad? 
or am I given over utterly to the fiend? Did I make a 
contract with him in the forest, and sign it with my 
blood? And does he now summon me to its fulfilment, 
by suggesting the performance of every wickedness 
which his most foul imagination can conceive?” 

At that moment when the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale 
thus communed with himself, and struck his forehead 
with his hand, old Mistress Hibbins, the reputed witch- 
lady, IS said to have been passing by She made a very 
grand appearance, having on a high head-dress, a rich 
gown of velvet, and a ruff done up with the famous 
yellow starch, of which Ann Turner, her especial friend, 
had taught her the secret, before this last good lady 
had been hanged loi Sir Thomas Oveihury’s murder 
Whether the witch had read the minister’s thoughts or 
no, she came to a full stop, looked shrewdly into his face, 
simled crafbly, and — though httle given to converse 
with clergymen — ^began a conversation 

“So, reverend Sir, you have made a visit mto the for- 
est,” observed the witch-lady, nodding her high head- 
dress at him "The next time, I pray you to allow me 
only a fair wammg, and I shall be proud to bear you 
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company Without taking overmuch upon myself, my 
good word will go far towards gaimng any strange gen- 
tleman a fair reception from yonder potentate you wot 
ofl” 

“I profess, madam,” answered the clergyman, with a 
grave obeisance, such as the lady’s rank demanded, and 
his own good-breeding made imperative — “I profess, on 
my conscience and character, that I am utterly bewil- 
dered as touching the purport of your wordsl I went not 
into the forest to seek a potentate, neither do I, at any 
future time, design a visit thither, with a view to gain- 
ing the favor of such a personage My one sufficient ob- 
ject was to greet that pious foend of mine, the Apostle 
Ehot, and rejoice with him over the many precious souls 
he hath won from heathendomi” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled the old witch-lady, still nodding 
her high head-dress at the minister “Well, well, we 
must needs talk thus m the daytunel You carry it ofi like 
an old handl But at midmght, and m the forest, we shall 
have other talk together!" 

She passed on with her aged statehness, but often 
turning back her head and smihng at him, hke one will- 
ing to recognize a secret inbmacy of connecbon 

“Have I then sold myself,” thought the minister, “to 
the fiend whom, if men say true, this yellow-starched 
and velveted old hag has chosen for her prince and 
master!” 

The wretched mimster! He had made a bargam very 
like it! Tempted by a dream of happiness, he had yielded 
himself, with dehberate choice, as he had never done 
before, to what he knew was deadly sin And the m- 
fecbous poison of that sm had been thus rapidly diffused 
throughout his moral system It had stupefied all blessed 
impulses, and awakened into vivid life the whole 
brotherhood of bad ones Scorn, bitterness, unprovoked 
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malignity, gratuitous desire of ill, ridicule of whatever 
was good and holy, all awoke, to tempt, even while they 
fnghtened him And his encounter with old Mistress 
Hibbins, if it were a real incident, did but show his sym- 
pathy and fellowship with wicked mortals, and the 
world of perverted spirits 

He had, by this time, reached his dweUing, on the 
edge of the burial-ground, and, hastemng up the stairs, 
took refuge in his study The mimster was glad to have 
reached this shelter, without first betraying himself to 
the world by any of those strange and wicked eccentrici- 
ties to which he had been conbnually impelled while 
passing through the streets He entered the accustomed 
room, and looked around him on its books, its windows, 
Its fireplace, and the tapestried comfort of the walls, 
with the same perception of strangeness that had 
haunted him throughout his walk from the forest-deU 
into the town, and thitherward Here he had studied and 
written, here, gone through fast and vigil, and come 
forth half alive, here, striven to pray, here, borne a hun- 
dred thousand agoniesl There was the Bible, in its rich 
old Hebrew, with Moses and the Prophets speaking to 
him, and God’s voice through all! There, on the table, 
with the inky pen beside it, was an unfinished sermon, 
with a sentence broken in the midst, where his thoughts 
had ceased to gush out upon the page, two days before 
He knew that it was himself, the thin and white-cheeked 
mmister, who had done and sufiered these things, and 
written thus far into the Election Sermonl But he 
seemed to stand apart, and eye this former self with 
scornful, pitying, but half-envious curiosity That self 
■was gone Another man had returned out ol the forest, 
a wiser one, with a knowledge of hidden mysteries 
which the simphcity of die former never could have 
reached A bitter kind of knowledge thatl 
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While occupied with these reflections, a knock came 
at the door of the study, and the minister said, "Come 
ml” — not wholly devoid of an idea that he rmght be- 
hold an evil spirit And so he didl It was old Roger Chill- 
ingworth that entered. The mimster stood, white and 
speechless, with one hand on the Hebrew Scriptures, 
and the other spread upon his breast 

“Welcome home, reverend Sir," said the physician. 
“And how found you that godly man, the Apostle Ehot? 
But methinks, dear Sir, you look pale, as if the travel 
through the wilderness had been too sore for you Will 
not my aid be requisite to put you m heart and strength 
to preach your Elecbon Sermon?” 

“Nay, I think not so,” rejoined the Reverend Mr. 
Dimmesdale “My journey, and the sight of the holy 
Apostle yonder, and the free air which I have breathed, 
have done me good, after so long confinement m my 
study I think to need no more of your drugs, my kind 
physician, good though they be, and administered by a 
friendly hand ” 

All this time, Roger ChiUmgworth was looking at 
the minister with the grave and intent regard of a phy- 
sician towards his patient. But, in spite of this outward 
show, the latter was almost convinced of the old man’s 
knowledge, or, at least, his confident suspicion, with re- 
spect to his own interview with Hester Prynne The 
physician knew then, that, in the minister’s regard, he 
was no longer a trusted friend, but his bitterest enemy. 
So much being known, it would appear natural that a 
part of It should be expressed It is singular, however, 
how long a tune often passes before words embody 
things, and with what security two persons, who claoose 
to avoid a certain subject, may approach its very verge, 
and retire without disturbing it Thus, the mimster felt 
no apprehension that Roger Chdhngworth would touch. 
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in express words, upon the real posihon which they sus- 
tained towards one another Yet did the physician, m his 
dark way, creep fnghtfuUy near the secret 

“Were it not better,” said he, "that you use my poor 
skill tonight? Verily, dear Sir, we must take pains to 
make you strong and vigorous for this occasion of the 
Elecbon discourse The people look for great things from 
you, apprehending that another year may come about, 
and find their pastor gone ” 

“Yea, to another world,” rephed the minister, with 
pious resignabon "Heaven grant it be a better one, for, 
m good sooth, I hardly think to tarry with my flock 
through the flitbng seasons of another yearl But, touch- 
ing your medicme, land Sir, m my present frame of 
body, I need it not ” 

“I )oy to hear it,” answered the physician "It may be 
that my remedies, so long administered in vain, begin 
now to take due effect Happy man were I, and well de- 
serving of New England’s grabtude, could I achieve this 
cure! 

“I thank you from my heart, most watchful fnend,” 
said the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale, with a solemn 
simle “I thank you, and can but requite your good 
deeds with my prayers.” 

“A good man’s prayers are golden recompense!” re- 
joined old Roger ChiUingworth, as he took his leave 
“Yea, they are the current gold com of the New Jeru- 
salem, with the King’s own imnt-mark on them!” 

Left alone, the mimster summoned a servant of the 
house, and requested food, which, bemg set before him, 
he ate with ravenous appebte Then, flmgmg the already 
wntten pages of the Elecbon Sermon mto the fire, he 
forthwith began another, which he wrote with such an 
impulsive flow of thought and emobon, that he fancied 
himself inspired, and only wondered that Heaven should 
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see fit to transmit the grand and solemn music of its 
oracles through so foul an organ-pipe as he However, 
leaving that mystery to solve itself, or go unsolved for- 
ever, he drove his task onward, with earnest haste and 
ecstasy Thus the night fled away, as if it were a winged 
steed, and he careering on it, morning came, and 
peeped, blushing, through the curtains, and at last sun- 
rise threw a golden beam mto the study and laid it right 
across the minister’s bedazzled eyes There he was, with 
the pen still between his fingers, and a vast, immeasur- 
able tract of written space behind himl 


XXI THE NEW ENGLAND HOLmAY 

Betimes in the morning of the day on which the new 
Governor was to receive his office at the hands of the 
people, Hester Prynne and httle Pearl came mto the 
market-place It was already thronged with the crafts- 
men and other plebeian inhabitants of the town, in con- 
siderable numbers, among whom, hkewise, were many 
rough figures, whose attire of deerskins marked them as 
belonging to some of the forest settlements, which sur- 
rounded the httle metropohs of the colony 

On this pubhc hohday, as on all other occasions, for 
seven years past, Hester was clad m a garment of coarse 
gray cloth Not more by its hue than by some indescrib- 
able pecuharity in its fashion, it had the efi^ect of mak- 
mg her fade personally out of sight and outhne, while, 
again, the scarlet letter brought her back from this twi- 
hght indisbnctness, and revealed her under the moral 
aspect of Its own lUummation Her face, so long famihar 
to the towns-people, showed the marble quietude which 
they were accustomed to behold there It was hke a 
mask, or, rather, hke the frozen calmness of a dead 
woman’s features, owmg this dreary resemblance to the 
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fact that Hester was actually dead, m respect to any 
claim of sympathy, and had departed out of the world, 
with which she still seemed to mmgle 

It might be, on this one day, that there was an expres- 
sion unseen before, nor, mdeed, vivid enough to be de- 
tected, now, unless some preternaturally gifted observer 
should have first read the heart, and have afterwards 
sought a corresponding development in the countenance 
and mien Such a spiritual seer might have conceived, 
that, after sustaining the gaze of the mulbtude through 
seven miserable years as a necessity, a penance, and 
something which it was a stem rehgion to endure, she 
now, for one last time more, encountered it freely and 
voluntarily, m order to convert what had so long been 
agony into a kind of triumph “Look your last on the 
scarlet letter and its wearerl” — the people’s victim and 
hfe-long bond-slave, as they fancied her, might say to 
them ‘Tet a little while, and she will be beyond your 
reachl A few hours longer, and the deep mysterious 
ocean will quench and hide forever the symbol which 
ye have caused to burn upon her bosom'” Nor were it 
an inconsistency too improbable to be assigned to hu- 
man nature, should we suppose a feeling of regret m 
Hester’s mind, at the moment when she was about to 
win her freedom from the pain which had been thus 
deeply mcorporated with her being Might there not 
be an irresistible desire to quafi^ a last, long, breathless 
draught of the cup of wormwood and aloes, with which 
nearly all her years of womanhood had been perpetually 
flavored? The wine of life, henceforth to be presented 
to her hps, must be mdeed rich, dehcious, and exhilarat- 
ing, in Its chased and golden beaker, or else leave an in- 
evitaVAe and weary Yan^ot, atter the Yees oi YnVtemess 
wherewidi she had been drugged, as with a cordiaY ol 
intensest potency 
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Pearl was decked out with airy gayety It would have 
been impossible to guess that this bright and sunny ap- 
parition owed its existence to the shape of gloomy gray, 
or that a fancy, at once so gorgeous and so dehcate as 
must have been requisite to contrive the child’s apparel, 
was the same that had achieved a task perhaps more 
difficult, in imparting so distinct a pecuharity to Hester’s 
simple robe The dress, so proper was it to little Pearl, 
seemed an effluence, or inevitable development and out- 
ward manifestation of her character, no more to be sep- 
arated from her than the many-hued brilbancy from a 
butterfly’s wing, or the painted glory from the leaf of a 
bright flower As with these, so with the child, her garb 
was all of one idea with her nature On this eventful day, 
moreover, there was a certain singular inquietude and 
excitement in her mood, resembling nothing so much as 
the shimmer of a diamond, that sparkles and flashes with 
the varied throbbmgs of the breast on which it is dis- 
played Children have always a sympathy in the agita- 
tions of those connected with them, always, especially, 
a sense of any trouble or impending revolution, of what- 
ever kind, in domestic circumstances, and therefore 
Pearl, who was the gem on her mother’s unquiet bosom, 
betrayed, by the very dance of her spints, the emotions 
which none could detect m the marble passiveness of 
Hester’s brow 

This effervescence made her flit with a bird-like move- 
ment, rather than walk by her mother’s side She broke 
continually into shouts of a wild, inarticulate, and some- 
bmes piercing music When they reached the market- 
place, she became shll more restless, on perceiving the 
shr and bustle that enhvened the spot, for it was usually 
more bike the broad and \onesome green before a village 
meeting-house, than the centre of a town’s business 
"Why, what is this, mother?” cned she “Wherefore 
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have all tne people left their work today? Is it a play- 
day for the whole world? See, there is the blacksmithl 
He has washed his sooty face, and put on his Sabbath- 
day clothes, and looks as if he would gladly be merry, 
-if any land body would only teach him how^ And there 
m Master Brackett, the old jailer, nodding and smihng 
at me Why does he do so, mother?” 

I ‘‘He remembers thee a little babe, my child,” an- 
swered Hester 

‘‘He should not nod and smile at me, for all that — the 
black, grim, ugly-eyed old manl” said Pearl "He may 
nod at thee, if he wiU, for thou art clad in gray, and 
wearest the scarlet letter But see, mother, how many 
faces of strange people, and Indians among them, and 
sailorsi What have they all come to do, here m the 
market-place?” 

“They wait to see the procession pass," said Hester 
‘‘For the Governor and the magistrates are to go by, 
and the ministers, and all the great people and good 
people, with the music and the soldiers marching before 
them ” 

“And will the mmister be there?” asked Pearl “And 
will he hold out both his hands to me, as when thou ledst 
me to him from die brook-side?” 

“He will be there, child,” answered her mother. “But 
he will not greet thee today, nor must thou greet him ” 

“What a strange, sad man is hel” said the child, as if 
speakmg pardy to herself “In the dark night-bme he 
calls us to him, and holds thy hand and nune, as when 
we stood with him on the scaffold yonder And m the 
deep forest, where only the old trees can hear, and the 
strip of sky see it, he talks with thee, sitting on a heap 
of mossl And he kisses my forehead, too, so that the ht- 
tle brook would hardly wash it offi But here, m the 
sunny day, and among all the people, he knows us not. 
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nor must we know himl A strange, sad man is he, with 
his hand always over his hearti” 

“Be qmet, Pearll Thou understandest not these 
things,” said her mother “Think not now of the nun- 
ister, but look about thee, and see how cheery is every- 
body’s face today The children have come from their 
schools, and the grown people from their workshops and 
their fields, on purpose to be happy For, today, a new 
man is begmmng to rule over them, and so— as has been 
the custom of mankmd ever since a nation was first 
gathered — ^they make merry and rejoice, as if a good and 
golden year were at length to pass over the poor old 
world I” 

It was as Hester said, in regard to the unwonted jol- 
hty that brightened the faces of the people Into this 
festal season of the year — as it already was, and con- 
tinued to be during the greater part of two centuries — 
the Puritans compressed whatever mirth and public joy 
they deemed allowable to human infirmity, diereby so 
far dispelling the customaiy cloud, that, for the space 
of a smgle hohday, they appeared scarcely more grave 
than most other commumties at a period of general 
affliction 

But we perhaps exaggerate the gray or sable tmge, 
which undoubtedly characterized the mood and man- 
ners of the age The persons now in the market-place of 
Boston had not been bom to an inheritance of Puritanic 
gloom They were nabve Enghshmen, whose fathers had 
lived in the sunny richness of the Elizabethan epoch, a 
tune when the Me of England, viewed as one great 
mass, would appear to have been as stately, magnificent, 
and joyous, as the world has ever witnessed Had they 
followed their hereditary taste, the New England set- 
tlers would have illustrated all events of pubhc impor- 
tance by bonfires, banquets, pageantries and pieces* 
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sions Nor would it have been impracbcable, in the ob- 
servance of majestic ceremomes, to combme mirthful 
recreabon with solemnity, and give, as it were, a gro- 
tesque and brilhant embroidery to the great robe of state, 
which a nation, at such fesbvals, puts on There was 
some shadow of an attempt of this kind in the mode of 
celebrabng the day on which the pohbcal year of the 
colony commenced The dim reflection of a remembered 
splendor, a colorless and manifold diluted repebbon of 
what they had beheld in proud old London — we will not 
say at a royal coronabon, but at a Lord Mayor’s show — 
might be baced in the customs which our forefathers 
insbtuted, with reference to the annual installabon of 
magistrates The fathers and founders of the common- 
wealth — the statesman, the priest, and the soldier — 
deemed it a duty then to assume the outward state and 
majesty, which, m accordance with anbque style, was 
looked upon as the proper garb of pubhc or social em- 
mence All came forth, to move in procession before the 
people’s eye, and thus impart a needed dignity to the 
simple framework of a government so newly constructed 
Then, too, the people were countenanced, if not en- 
couraged, in relaxing the severe and close apphcation 
to their various modes of rugged industry, which, at all 
other bmes, seemed of the same piece and material with 
their rehgion Here, it is true, were none of the appli- 
ances which popular merriment would so readily have 
found in the England of Elizabeth’s time, or that of 
James, no rude shows of a theatrical kind, no minstrel, 
with his harp and legendary ballad, nor glee-man, with 
an ape dancmg to his music, no juggler, with his backs 
of mimic witchcraft, no Merry Andrew, to sbr up the 
mulbtude with jests, perhaps hundreds of years old, 
but sbll effecbve, by their appeals to the very broadest 
sources of mirthful sympathy. All such professors of the 
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several branches of jocularity would have been sternly 
repressed, not only by the rigid discipline of law, but by 
the general sentiment which gives law its vitahty Not 
the less, however, the great, honest face of the people 
smiled, gnmly, perhaps, but widely too Nor were sports 
wanting, such as the colomsts had witnessed, and shared 
in, long ago, at the country fairs and on the village- 
greens of England, and which it was thought well to 
keep ahve on this new soil, for the sake of the courage 
and manhness that were essential in them Wrestling- 
matches, in the different fashions of Cornwall and 
Devonshire, were seen here and there about the market- 
place; in one corner there was a friendly bout at quarter- 
staff, and — what attracted most interest of all — on the 
platform of the pillory, already so noted m our pages, 
two masters of defence were commencing an exhibihon 
with the buckler and broadsword But, much to the dis- 
appointment of the crowd, this latter business was 
broken off by the interposition of the town beadle, who 
had no idea of permitting the majesty of the law to be 
violated by such an abuse of one of its consecrated 
places 

It may not be too much to affirm, on the whole (the 
people being then in the first stages of joyless deport- 
ment, and the offspring of sires who had known how to 
be merry, m their day ) , that they would compare favor- 
ably, m point of hohday keeping, with their descend- 
ants, even at so long an interval as ourselves. Their im- 
mediate posterity, the generation next to the early emi- 
grants, wore the blackest shade of Puritanism, and so 
darkened the national visage with it, that all the subse- 
quent years have not sufficed to clear it up We have yet 
to learn again the forgotten art of gayety 

The picture of human life in the market-place, though 
Its general tint was the sad gray, brown, or black of the 
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EngLsh emigrants, was yet enlivened by some diversity 
of hue A party of Indians — m their savage finery of 
curiously embroidered deer-skm robes, wampum-belts, 
red and yellow ochre, and feathers, and armed with the 
bow and arrow and stone-headed spear — stood apart, 
with countenances of infiexible gravity, beyond what 
even the Puritan aspect could attain Nor, wild as were 
these pamted barbarians, were they the wildest feature 
of the scene This distmcbon could more justly be 
claimed by some manners — a part of the crew of the 
vessel from the Spamsh Mam — ^who had come ashore 
to see the humors of Election Day They were rough- 
looking desperadoes, with sun-blackened faces, and an 
immensity of beard, then wide, short trousers were con- 
fined about the waist by belts, often clasped with a 
rough plate of gold, and sustaming always a long knife, 
and, m some mstances, a sword From beneath then 
broad-brimmed hats of palm-leaf gleamed eyes which, 
even in good-nature and merriment, had a kind of am- 
mal ferocity They transgressed, without fear or scruple, 
the rules of behavior that were bindmg on all others, 
smoking tobacco under the beadle’s very nose, although 
each whiff would have cost a townsman a shilling, and 
quaffing, at then pleasure, draughts of wme or aqua- 
vitee from pocket-flasks, which they freely tendered to 
the gapmg crowd around them. It remarkably charac- 
terized the incomplete moiahty of the age, rigid as we 
call it, that a hcence was allowed the seafarmg class, 
not merely for then freaks on shore, but for far more 
desperate deeds on then proper element The sailor of 
that day would go near to be arraigned as a pirate m our 
own There could be httle doubt, for instance, that this 
very ship’s crew, though no unfavorable specimens of 
the naubcal brotherhood, had been guilty, as we should 
phrase it, of depredations on the Spamsh commerce. 
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such as would have penUed all theu necks in a modem 
court of justice 

But the sea, in those old tunes, heaved, swelled, and 
foamed, very much at its own will, or subject only to 
the tempestuous wind, with hardly any attempts at reg- 
ulation by human law The buccaneer on the wave 
might rehnqmsh his calhng, and become at once, if he 
chose, a man of probity and piety on land, nor, even in 
the fuU career of his reckless hfe, was he regarded as a 
personage with whom it was disreputable to traffic, or 
casually associate Thus, the Puritan elders, in their 
black cloaks, starched bands, and steeple-crowned hats, 
smiled not unbenignantly at the clamor and rude de- 
portment of these jolly seafaring men, and it excited 
neither surprise nor animadversion when so reputable a 
citizen as old Roger Chillmgworth, the physician, was 
seen to enter the market-place, in close and famihar talk 
with the commander of the questionable vessel 

The latter was by far the most showy and gallant 
figure, so far as apparel went, anywhere to be seen 
among the multitude He wore a profusion of ribbons 
on his garment, and gold-lace on his hat, which was also 
encircled by a gold chain, and surmounted with a 
feather There was a sword at his side, and a sword-cut 
on his forehead, which, by the arrangement of his hair, 
he seemed anxious rather to display than hide A lands- 
man could hardly have worn this garb and shown this 
face, and worn and shown them both with such a gal- 
hard air, without undergomg stem question before a 
magistrate, and probably incurrmg fine or imprisonment, 
or perhaps an exhibibon m the stocks As regarded the 
shipmaster, however, all was looked upon as pertaining 
to the character, as to a fish his ghstemng scales. 

After parting from the physician, the commander of 
the Bristol ship strolled i<Uy through the market-place. 
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until happening to approach the spot where Hester 
Prynne was standing, he appeared to reeogmze, and did 
not hesitate to address her As was usually the case 
wherever Hester stood, a small vacant area — a sort of 
magic circle — had formed itself about her, into which, 
though the people were elbowing one another at a httle 
distance, none ventured, or felt disposed, to intrude It 
was a forcible type of the moral solitude in which the 
scarlet letter enveloped its fated wearer, partly by her 
own reserve, and partly by the instinctive, though no 
longer unkindly, withdrawal of her fellow-creatures 
Now, if never before, it answered a good purpose, by 
enabling Hester and the seaman to speak together with- 
out risk of being overheard, and so changed was Hester 
Prynne’s repute before the pubhc, that the matron in 
town most eminent for rigid morahty could not have 
held such intercourse with less result of scandal than 
herself 

“So, mistress,” said the manner, “I must bid the stew- 
ard make ready one more berth than you bargained fori 
No fear of scurvy or ship-fever this voyage! What with 
the ship’s surgeon and this other doctor, our only danger 
will be from drug or pill, more by token, as there is a 
lot of apothecary’s stuff aboard, which I traded for with 
a Spanish vessel ” 

“What mean you?” inquired Hester, startled more 
than she permitted to appear “Have you another pas- 
senger?” 

“Why, know you not,” cned the shipmaster, “that this 
physician here — Chilhngworth, he calls himself — ^is 
minded to try my cabin-fare with you? Ay, ay, you must 
have known it, for he tells me he is of your party, and 
a close friend to the gentleman you spoke of — he that is 
m penl from these sour old Puntan rulers I” 

“They know each other well, indeed,” rephed Hester, 
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With a mien of calmness, though in the utmost conster- 
nation “They have long dwelt together ” 

Nothing further passed between the mariner and Hes- 
ter Prynne But, at that instant, she beheld old Roger 
Chilhngworth himself, standing in the remotest comer 
of the market-place, and smihng on her, a smile which — 
across the wide and bustling square, and through all the 
talk and laughter, and various thoughts, moods, and 
interests of the crowd — conveyed secret and fearful 
meamng 


XXn THE PROCESSION 

Before Hester Prynne could call together her 
thoughts, and consider what was practicable to be done 
m this new and startling aspect of affairs, the sound of 
mihtary music was heard approaching along a contigu- 
ous street It denoted the advance of the procession of 
magistrates and citizens, on its way towards the meet- 
ing-house, where, m comphance with a custom thus 
early established, and ever since observed, the Reverend 
Mr Dimmesdale was to dehver an Election Sermon. 

Soon the head of the procession showed itself, with a 
slow and stately march, tummg a corner and making its 
way across the market-place First came the music It 
comprised a variety of instruments, perhaps imperfectly 
adapted to one another, and played with no great skiU, 
but yet attaimng the great object for which the harmony 
of dmm and clarion addresses itself to the multitude — 
that of imparting a higher and more heroic air to the 
scene of life that passes before the eye Little Pearl at 
first clapped her hands, but then lost, for an instant, the 
restless agitabon that had kept her in a conbnual effer- 
vescence throughout the morning, she gazed silently and 
seemed to be borne upward, hke a ffoabng seabird, on 
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the long heaves and swells of sound But she was 
brought back to her former mood by the shimmer of the 
sunshine on the weapons and bnght armor of the mdi- 
tary company, which followed after the music, and 
formed the honorary escort of the procession This body 
of soldiery — which stiU sustains a corporate existence, 
and marches down from past ages with an ancient and 
honorable fame — was composed of no mercenary mate- 
nals Its ranks were filled with gentlemen, who felt the 
stirrings of martial impulse, and sought to estabhsh a 
kind of College of Arms, where as in an association of 
Knights Templars, they might learn the science, and, so 
far as peaceful exercise would teach them, the pracbces 
of war The high estimation then placed upon the mili- 
tary character might be seen in the loftly port of each 
individual member of the company Some of them, in- 
deed, by their services m the Low Countries and on 
other fields of warfare, had fairly won their btle to as- 
sume the name and pomp of soldiership The enbre 
array, moreover, clad in burnished steel, and with plum- 
age nodding over their bright morions, had a brilliancy 
of efl[ect which no modem display can aspire to equal 
And yet the men of cml eminence, who came im- 
mediately behind the mihtaiy escort, were better worth 
a thoughtful observer’s eye Even m outward demeanor, 
they showed a stamp of majesty that made the warrior’s 
haughty stnde look vulgar, if not absurd It was an age 
when what we call talent had far less considerabon than 
now, but the massive materials which produce stabihty 
and dignity of character a great deal more The people 
possessed, by hereditary nght, the quahty of reverence, 
which, m their descendants, if it survive at all, exists in 
smaller proportion, and with a vastly diminished force, 
in the selecbon and esbmate of pubhc men The change 
may be for good or evil, and is partly, perhaps, for boA 
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In that old day, the EngLsh settler on these rude shores, 
having left king, nobles, and all degrees of awful rank 
behind, while still the faculty and necessity of reverence 
were strong in him, bestowed it on the white hair and 
venerable brow of age, on long-tried integrity, on sohd 
wisdom and sad-colored experience, on endowments of 
that grave and weighty order which gives the idea of 
permanence, and comes under the general definition 
of respectability These primitive statesmen, therefore — 
Bradstreet, Endicott, Dudley, Belbngham, and their 
compeers — who were elevated to power by the early 
choice of the people, seem to have been not often bnl- 
hant, but distinguished by a ponderous sobriety, rather 
than activity of mtellect They had fortitude and self- 
rehance, and, m tune of diflSculty or peril, stood up for 
the welfare of the state hke a line of cliffs against a tem- 
pestuous tide The traits of character here indicated 
were well represented in the square cast of countenance 
and large physical development of the new colonial 
magistrates So far as a demeanor of natural authority 
was concerned, the mother country need not have been 
ashamed to see these foremost men of an actual democ- 
racy adopted into the House of Peers, or made the Pnvy 
Council of the sovereign 

Next in order to the magistrates came the young and 
eminently distinguished divine, from whose hps the re- 
hgious discourse of the anmversary was expected His 
was the profession, at that era, in which intellectual 
abihty displayed itself far more than in pohtical hfe, for 
— leaving a higher motive out of the question — it offered 
mducements powerful enough, in the almost worship- 
ping respect of the commumty, to win the most aspirmg 
ambition into its service Even pohtical power — as in 
the case of Increase Mather — was withm the grasp of 
a successful pnest 
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It was the observation of those who beheld him now 
that never, since Mr Dimmesdale first set his foot on 
the New England shore, had he exhibited such energy 
as was seen in the gait and air with which he kept his 
pace in the procession There was no feebleness of step, 
as at other times, his frame was not bent, noi did his 
hand rest ominously upon his heart Yet, if the clergy- 
man were rightly viewed, his strength seemed not of the 
body It might be spiritual, and imparted to him by an- 
gehc ministrations It might be the exhilarabon of that 
potent cordial which is distilled only in the furnace glow 
of earnest and long-continued thought Or, perchance, 
his sensihve temperament was invigorated by the loud 
and piercing music, that swelled heavenward, and up- 
hfted him on its ascending wave Nevertheless, so ab- 
stracted was his look, it might be questioned whether 
Mr Dimmesdale even heard the music There was his 
body, movmg onward, and with an unaccustomed force 
But where was his mind? Far and deep in its own region, 
busying itself, with preternatural activity, to marshal a 
procession of stately thoughts that were soon to issue 
thence, and so he saw nothing, heard nothing, knew 
nothing, of what was around him, but the spintual ele- 
ment took up the feeble frame, and carried it along, un- 
conscious of the burden, and converting it to spirit hke 
Itself Men of uncommon mtellect, who have grown 
morbid, possess this occasional power of mighty effort, 
into which they throw the hfe of many days, and then 
are lifeless for as many more 

Hester Piynne, gazing steadfastly at the clergyman, 
felt a dreary influence come over her, but wherefore or 
whence she knew not, unless that he seemed so remote 
from her own sphere, and utterly beyond her reach One 
glance of recognition, she had imagined, must needs 
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pass between them She thought of the dim forest, with 
its httle dell of sohtude, and love, and anguish, and the 
mossy tree-trunk, where, sitting hand and hand, they 
had mingled their sad and passionate talk with the mel- 
ancholy murmur of the brook How deeply had they 
known each other then! And was this the man? She 
hardly knew him now! He, moving proudly past, en- 
veloped, as It were, in the rich music, with the proces- 
sion of majesbc and venerable fathers, he, so unattain- 
able in his worldly posibon, and sbll more so m that far 
vista of his unsympathizing thoughts, through which she 
now beheld him! Her spmt sank with the idea that all 
must have been a delusion, and that, vividly as she had 
dreamed it, there could be no real bond betwixt the 
clergyman and herself And thus much of woman was 
there in Hester, that she could scarcely forgive him — 
least of all now, when the heavy footstep of their ap- 
proaching Fate might be heard, nearer, nearer, nearer! 
— for being able so completely to withdraw himself from 
their mutual world, while she groped darkly, and 
stretched forth her cold hands, and found him not 

Pearl either saw and responded to her mother’s feel- 
ings, or herself felt the remoteness and intangibility that 
had fallen around the minister While the procession 
passed, the child was uneasy, fluttering up and down, 
like a bird on the point of taking flight When the whole 
had gone by, she looked up into Hester’s face 

“Mother,” said she, “was that the same mimster that 
kissed me by the brook?” 

“Hold thy peace, dear little Pearl!” whispered her 
mother “We must not always talk in the market-place 
of what happens to us in the forest " 

“I could not be sure that it was he, so strange he 
looked,” conbnued the child "Else I would have run to 
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him, and bid him kiss me now, before all the people, 
even as he did yonder among the dark old trees What 
would the minister have said, mother? Would he have 
clapped his hand over his heart, and scowled on me, and 
bid me be gone?” 

"What should he say. Pearl,” answered Hester, ‘‘save 
that it was no time to kiss, and that kisses are not to be 
given m the market-place? Well for thee, foohsh child, 
that thou didst not speak to himl” 

Another shade of the same senbment, m reference to 
Mr. Dimmesdale, was expressed by a person whose 
eccentricities — or msanity, as we should term it — ^led her 
to do what few of the towns-people would have ventured 
on, to begin a conversation with the wearer of the 
scarlet letter, m pubhc It was Mistress Hibbins, who ar- 
rayed m great magnificence, with a tnple ruff, a broi- 
dered stomacher, a gown of rich velvet, and a gold- 
headed cane, had come forth to see the procession As 
this ancient lady had the renown (which subsequently 
cost her no less a price than her life) of bemg a prin- 
cipal actor in all the works of necromancy that were 
continually going forward, the crowd gave way before 
her, and seemed to fear the touch of her garment, as if 
It earned the plague among its gorgeous folds Seen m 
conjunction with Hester Prynne — ^kindly as so many 
now felt towards the latter — ^the dread mspired by Mis- 
tress Hibbins was doubled, and caused a general move- 
ment from that part of the market-place m which the 
two women stood 

“^Now, what mortal imagination could conceive itl” 
whispered the old lady, confidentially, to Hester “Yon- 
der divme mani That saint on earth, as the people up- 
hold him to be, and as — ^1 must needs say — he really 
looksi Who, now, that saw him pass m the procession, 
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would think how httle while it is since he went forth oui 
of his study — chewing a Hebrew text of Scripture m his 
mouth, I warrant — to take an ainng m the foresti Ahal 
we know what that means, Hester Pryrmel But, truly, 
forsooth, I find it hard to beheve bun the same man. 
Many a church-member saw I, walking behind the 
music, that has danced in the same measure with me, 
when Somebody was fiddler, and, it might be, an Indian 
powwow or a Lapland wizard changing hands with usi 
That IS but a trifle, when a woman knows the world 
But this mimsterl Couldst thou surely tell, Hester, 
whether he was the same man that encountered thee 
on the forest-path?” 

"Madam, I know not of what you speak,” answered 
Hester Piynne, feeling Mistress Hibbins to be of infirm 
mind, yet strangely startled and awe-stricken by the con- 
fidence with which she affirmed a personal connecbon 
between so many persons (herself among them) and the 
Evil One, "It is not for me to talk hghtly of a learned 
and pious mmister of the Word, like the Reverend Mr. 
Dimmesdalel” 

“Fie, woman, fiel” cried the old lady, shaking her 
finger at Hester. “Dost thou think I have been to the 
forest so many times, and have yet no skill to judge who 
else has been there? Yea, though no leaf of the wild 
garlands, which they wore while they danced be left in 
their hair! I know thee, Hester, for I behold the token 
We may all see it m the sunshine, and it glows hke a red 
flame m the dark. Thou wearest it openly, so there need 
be no question about that But this ministerl Let me tell 
thee, m thine earl When the Black Man sees one of his 
own servants, signed and sealed, so shy of owning to the 
bond as is the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale, he hath a way 
of ordering matters so that the mark shall be disclosed 
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in open daylight to the eyes of all the worldl What is it 
that the minister seeks to hide, with his hand always 
over his heart? Ha, Hester Prynnel” 

“What IS It, good Mistress Hibbins?” eagerly asked 
httle Pearl “Hast thou seen it?” 

"No matter, darhngl" responded Mistress Hibbins, 
making Pearl a profound reverence “Thou thyself wilt 
see it, one time or another They say, child, thou art of 
the bneage of the Prince of the Airl Wilt thou ride with 
me, some fine night, to see thy father? Then thou shalt 
know wherefore the minister keeps his hand over his 
heart!” 

Laughing so shriUy that all the market-place could 
hear her, the weird old gentlewoman took her depar- 
ture 

By this time the prehminary prayer had been offered 
in the meeting-house, and the accents of the Reverend 
Mr Dimmesdale were heard commencing his discourse 
An irresistible feehng kept Hester near the spot As the 
sacred edifice was too much thronged to admit another 
auditor, she took up her position close beside the scaffold 
of the pillory It was in sufficient proximity to bring the 
whole sermon to her ears, in the shape of an indistmct, 
but varied, murmur and flow of the minister’s very pe- 
cuhar voice 

This vocal organ was in itself a rich endowment, inso- 
much that a hstener, comprehendmg nothing of the lan- 
guage m which the preacher spoke, might still have 
been swayed to and fro by the mere tone and cadence 
Like all other music, it breathed passion and pathos, and 
emotions high or tender, m a tongue native to the human 
heart, wherever educated Muffled as the sound was by 
its passage through the church-walls, Hester Prynne hs- 
tened with such mtentness, and sympathized so mb- 
mately, that the sermon had throughout a meamng for 
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her, entirely apart from its indistinguishable words 
TTiese, perhaps, if more distinctly heard, might have 
been only a grosser medium, and have clogged the spir- 
itual sense Now she caught the low undertone, as of 
the wind sinking down to repose itself, then ascended 
with It, as It rose through progressive gradations of 
sweetness and power, until its volume seemed to envelop 
her with an atmosphere of awe and solemn grandeur 
And yet, majestic as the voice sometimes became, there 
was forever in it an essenbal character of plaintiveness. 
A loud or low expression of anguish — the whisper, or the 
shriek, as it might be conceived, of suffering humanity, 
that touched a sensibihty in every bosom! At times this 
deep strain of pathos was all that could be heard, and 
scarcely heard, sighing amid a desolate silence But even 
when the minister’s voice grew high and commandmg 
— when It gushed irrepressibly upward — when it as- 
sumed its utmost breadth and power, so overfilhng the 
church as to burst its way through the sohd walls and 
diffuse Itself in the open air — still, if the auditor hstened 
intently, and for the purpose, he could detect the same 
cry of pain What was it? The complaint of a human 
heart, sorrow-laden, perchance guilty, telhng its secret, 
whether of giult or sorrow, to the great heart of man- 
kind, beseeching its sympathy or forgiveness — at every 
moment — in each accent — and never m vam! It was this 
profound and continual undertone that gave the clergy- 
man his most appropnate power 

During all this time, Hester stood, statue-hke, at the 
foot of the scaffold If the nunister’s voice had not kept 
her there, there would nevertheless have been an in- 
evitable magnetism in that spot, whence she dated the 
first hour of her hfe of ignominy There was a sense 
within her — too ill-defined to be made a thought, but 
weighmg heavily on her mmd — ^that her whole orb of 
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life, both before and after, was connected with this spot, 
as with the one point that gave it unity 

Little Pearl, meanwhile, had quitted her mother’s 
side, and was playing at her own will about the market- 
place She made the sombre crowd cheerful by her er- 
ratic and glistening ray, even as a bird of bright plum- 
age illuminates a whole tree of dusky fohage by dartmg 
to and fro, half seen and half concealed amid the twi- 
hght of the clustering leaves She had an undulabng, 
but, oftenbmes, a sharp and irregular movement It 
mdicated the restless vivacity of her spirit, which today 
was doubly mdefabgable m its bptoe dance, because it 
was played upon and vibrated with her mother’s dis- 
quietude Whenever Pearl saw anything to excite her 
ever-acbve and wandenng curiosity, she flew thither- 
ward, and, as we might say, seized upon that man or 
thing as her own property, so far as she desired it, but 
without yielding the minutest degree of control over her 
motions in requital The Puritans looked on, and, if they 
smiled, were none the less mchned to pronounce the 
child a demon offspring, from the indescribable charm 
of beauty and eccentricity that shone through her httle 
figure, and sparkled with its acbvity She ran and looked 
the wild Indian in the face, and he grew conscious of 
a nature wilder than his own Thence, with nabve au- 
dacity, but sbll with a reserve as charactensbc, she flew 
into the midst of a group of marmers, the swarthy- 
cheeked wild men of the ocean, as the Indians were of 
the land, and they gazed wondermgly and admiringly 
at Pearl, as if a flake of the sea-foam had taken the shape 
of a httle maid, and were gifted with a soul of the sea- 
fire, that flashes beneath the prow in the mght-bme 
One of these seafanng men — the shipmaster, mdeed, 
who had spoken to Hester Prynne — was so smitten with 
Pearl’s aspect, that he attempted to lay hands upon her. 
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With purpose to snatch a kiss. Finding it as impossible to 
touch her as to catch a humming-bird m the air, he took 
from his hat the gold chain that was twisted about it, 
and threw it to the child Pearl immediately twined it 
around her neck and waist, with such happy skill, that, 
once seen there, it became a part of her, and it was 
difBcult to imagme her without it 

"Thy mother is yonder woman with the scarlet letter,” 
said the seaman. “Wilt thou carry her a message from 
me?” 

“If the message pleases me, I will," answered Pearl 
“Then tell her,” rejoined he, “that I spake again with 
the black-a-visaged, hump-shouldered old doctor, and 
he engages to bring his friend, the gentleman she wots 
of, aboard with him So let thy mother take no thought, 
save for herself and thee Wilt thou tell her this, thou 
witch-baby?” 

“Mistress Hibbins says my father is the Prince of the 
Airl” cried Pearl, with a naughty smile "If thou callest 
me that ill name, I shall tell him of thee, and he will 
chase thy ship with a tempesti” 

Pursuing a zigzag course across the market-place, the 
child returned to her mother, and communicated what 
the mariner had said Hester’s strong, calm, steadfastly 
enduring spirit almost sank, at last, on beholding this 
dark and grim countenance of an inevitable doom, which 
— at the moment when a passage seemed to open for 
the mimster and herself out of their labyrmth of misery 
— showed itself, with an unrelenting smile, right in the 
rmdst of their path 

With her mind harassed by the terrible perplexity m 
which the shipmaster’s mteUigence involved her, she 
was also subjected to another tnal There were many 
people present, from the country round about, who had 
often heard of the scarlet letter, and to whom it had 
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been made terrific by a hundred false or exaggerated 
rumors, but who had never beheld it with their own 
bodily eyes These, after exhausbng other modes of 
amusement, now thronged about Hester Prynne with 
rude and boorish intrusiveness Unscrupulous as it was, 
however, it could not bring them nearer than a circuit 
of several yards At that distance they accordingly stood, 
fixed there by the centrifugal force of the repugnance 
which the mystic symbol inspired The whole gang of 
sailors, likewise, observing the press of spectators, and 
learning the purport of the scarlet letter, came and 
thrust their sunburnt and desperado-looking faces into 
the ring Even the Indians were affected by a sort of 
cold shadow of the white man’s curiosity, and, ghding 
through the crowd, fastened their snake-like black eyes 
on Hester’s bosom, conceiving, perhaps, that the wearer 
of this brilliantly embroidered badge must needs be a 
personage of high dignity among her people Lastly, the 
inhabitants of the town (their own interest in this worn- 
out subject languidly reviving itself, by sympathy with 
what they saw others feel) lounged idly to the same 
quarter, and tormented Hester Prynne, perhaps more 
than all the rest, with their cool, well-acquainted gaze 
at her famihar shame Hester saw and recognized the 
self-same faces of that group of matrons, who had 
awaited her forthcoming from the pnson-door, seven 
years ago, all save one, the youngest and only compas- 
sionate among them, whose burial-robe she had smce 
made At the final hour, when she was so soon to fling 
aside the burning letter, it had strangely become the 
centre of more remark and excitement, and was thus 
made to sear her breast more painfully than at any time 
since the first day she put it on 

While Hester stood m that magic circle of ignormny, 
where the cunmng cruelty of her sentence seemed to 
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have fixed her forever, the admirable preacher was look- 
ing down from the sacred pulpit upon an audience 
whose very inmost spirits had yielded to his control The 
sainted minister in the church' The woman of the scarlet 
letter in the market-placel What imagination would have 
been irreverent enough to surmise that the same scorch- 
ing shgma was on them both! 

XXIII THE BEVELATION OF THE SCABLET LETTER 

The eloquent voice, on which the souls of the listen- 
ing audience had been borne aloft as on the swelhng 
waves of the sea, at length came to a pause There was 
a momentary silence, profound as what should follow 
the utterance of oracles Then ensued a murmur and 
half-hushed tumult, as if the auditors, released from the 
high spell that had transported them into the region of 
another’s mind, were returning into themselves, with all 
their awe and wonder sbll heavy on them In a moment 
more, the crowd began to gush forth from the doors of 
the church Now that there was an end, they needed 
other breath, more fit to support the gross and earthly 
hfe into which they relapsed, than that atmosphere 
which the preacher had converted into words of flame, 
and had burdened with the rich fragrance of his thought 

In the open air their rapture broke into speech 'The 
street and the market-place absolutely babbled, from 
side to side, with applauses of the minister His hearers 
could not rest until they had told one another of what 
each knew better than he could tell or hear Accordmg 
to their united testimony, never had man spoken m so 
wise, so high, and so holy a spirit, as he that spake this 
day, nor had inspiration ever breathed through mortal 
bps more evidently than it did through his Its influence 
could be seen, as it were, descending upon him, and 
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possessing him, and conbnually lifting him out of the 
wntten discourse that lay before him, and fiUing him 
with ideas that must have been as marvellous to himself 
as to his audience His subject, it appeared, had been 
the relation between the Deity and the commumties of 
mankind, with a special reference to the New England 
which they were here planting m the wilderness And, 
as he drew towards the close, a spirit as of prophecy had 
come upon him, constraming him to its purpose as 
mightily as the old prophets of Israel were constrained, 
only with this difference, that, whereas the Jewish seers 
had denounced judgments and nun on their country, it 
was his mission to foretell a high and glonous deshny 
for the newly gathered people of the Lord But, through- 
out It all, and through the whole discourse, there had 
been a certain deep, sad undertone of pathos, which 
could not be mterpreted otherwise than as the natural 
regret of one soon to pass away Yes, their mimster 
whom they so loved — and who so loved them all, that 
he could not depart heavenward without a sigh — had 
the foreboding of untimely death upon him, and would 
soon leave them m then tears! This idea of his transitory 
stay on earth gave the last emphasis to the effect which 
the preacher had produced, it was as if an angel, in his 
passage to the skies, had shaken his bright wings over 
the people for an instant — at once a shadow and a 
splendor — and had shed down a shower of golden truths 
upon them 

Thus, there had come to the Reverend Mr Dimmes- 
dale — as to most men, m their various spheres, though 
seldom recognized until they see it far behind them — an 
epoch of hfe more bnlhant and full of triumph than any 
previous one, or than any which could hereafter be 
He stood, at this moment, on the very proudest emi- 
nence of supenonty, to which the gifts of mtellect, rich 
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lore, prevailing eloquence, and a reputation of whitest 
sanctity, could exalt a clergyman in New England’s 
earhest days, when the professional character was of 
Itself a lofty pedestal Such was the position which the 
minister occupied, as he bowed his head forward on the 
cushions of the pulpit, at the close of his Election Ser- 
mon Meanwhile Hester Prynne was standing beside the 
scaffold of the pillory, with the scarlet letter stiU burn- 
ing on her breast! 

Now was heard again the clangor of music, and the 
measured tramp of the mihtary escort, issuing from the 
church-door The procession was to be marshalled thence 
to the town-haU, where a solemn banquet would com- 
plete the ceremonies of the day 

Once more, therefore, the train of venerable and ma- 
jestic fathers was seen moving through a broad pathway 
of the people, who drew back reverently, on either side, 
as the Governor and magistrates, the old and wise men, 
the holy ministers, and all that were eminent and re- 
nowned, advanced into the midst of them When they 
were fairly in the market-place, their presence was 
greeted by a shout This — though doubtless it might 
acqmre addibonal force and volume from the childhke 
loyalty which the age awarded to its rulers — was felt to 
be an irrepressible outburst of enthusiasm kindled in 
the auditors by that high strain of eloquence which was 
yet reverberating m their ears Each felt the impulse in 
himself, and, in the same breath, caught it from his 
neighbor Within the church, it had hardly been kept 
down, beneath the sky, it pealed upward to the zemth 
There were human beings enough, and enough of highly 
wrought and symphonious feehng, to produce that more 
impressive sound than the organ tones of the blast, or 
the thunder, or the roar of the sea, even that mighty 
swell of many voices, blended into one great voice by 
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the universal impulse which makes hkewise one vast 
heart out of the many Never, from the soil of New 
England, had gone up such a shout! Never, on New 
England soil, had stood the man honored by his mortal 
brethren as the preacher! 

How fared it with him then? Were there not the bnl- 
hant particles of a halo in the air about his head? So 
etherealized by spirit as he was, and so apotheosized by 
worshipping admirers, did his footsteps, in the proces- 
sion, really tread upon the dust of earth? 

As the ranks of mihtary men and civil fathers moved 
onward, all eyes were turned towards the point where 
the minister was seen to approach among them The 
shout died into a murmur, as one portion of the crowd 
after another obtained a glimpse of him How feeble 
and pale he looked, amid all his triumph’ The energy — 
or say, rather, the inspiration which had held him up 
until he should have dehvered the sacied message that 
brought Its own strength along with it from Heaven — 
was withdrawn, now that it had so faithfully performed 
its office The glow, which they had just before beheld 
burning on his cheek, was extinguished, like a flame that 
sinks down hopelessly among the late-decaying embers 
It seemed hardly the face of a man ahve, with such a 
deathlike hue, it was hardly a man with hfe in him that 
tottered on his path so nervelessly, yet totteied, and did 
not fall! 

One of his clerical brethren — ^it was the venerable 
John Wilson — observing the state in which Mr Dim- 
mesdale was left by the retiring wave of mtellect and 
sensibihty, stepped forward hastily to offer his support 
The mmister tremulously, but decidedly, repelled the 
old man’s arm He sbll walked onward, if that move- 
ment could be so described, which rather resembled 
the wavenng effort of an infant with its mother’s arms in 
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view, outstretched to tempt him forward And now, al- 
most imperceptible as were the latter steps of his prog- 
ress, he had come opposite the well-remembered and 
weather-darkened scaffold, where, long since, with all 
that dreary lapse of tune between, Hester Prynne had 
encountered the world’s ignominious stare There stood 
Hester, holdmg httle Pearl by the hand I And there was 
the scarlet letter on her breastl The immster here made 
a pause, although the music sbll played the stately and 
rejoicing march to which the procession moved It sum- 
moned him onward— onward to the fesbvall — but here 
he made a pause 

Belhngham, for the last few moments, had kept an 
anxious eye upon him He now left his own place in the 
procession, and advanced to give assistance, judging, 
from Mr Dimmesdale’s aspect, that he must otherwise 
inevitably fall But there was something in the latter’s 
expression that warned back the magistrate, although 
a man not readily obeying the vague inbmahons that 
pass from one spint to another The crowd, meanwhile, 
looked on with awe and wonder This earthly faintness 
was, in then view, only another phase of the minister’s 
celesbal sbength, nor would it have seemed a miracle 
too high to be wrought for one so holy, had he ascended 
before their eyes, waxing dimmer and brighter, and 
fading at last into the hght of heaven. 

He turned towards the scaffold, and stretched forth 
his arms 

“Hester,” said he, “come hither! Come, my httle 
Pearl!” 

It was a ghastly look with which he regarded them, 
but there was something at once tender and sbangely 
triumphant in it The child, with the bird-hke mobon 
which was one of her charactensbcs, flew to him, and 
clasped her arms about his knees Hester Prynne — 
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slowly, as if impelled by inevitable fate, and against her 
strongest will — likewise drew near, but paused before 
she reached him At this instant, old Roger Chilhng- 
worth thrust himself through the crowd — or, perhaps, 
so dark, disturbed, and evil, was his look, he rose up 
out of some nether region — to snatch back his victim 
from what he sought to do! Be that as it might, the old 
man rushed forward, and caught the minister by the 
arm 

“Madman, holdl what is your purpose?” whispered 
he “Wave back that womani Cast off this child' All shall 
be well! Do not blacken your fame, and perish in dis- 
honor' I can yet save youl Would you bring infamy on 
your sacred profession?” 

“Ha, tempter! Methinks thou art too late!” answered 
the irumster, encountenng his eye, fearfully, but firmly 
“Thy power is not what it was! With God’s help, I shall 
escape thee now!” 

He again extended his hand to the woman of the 
scarlet letter 

“Hester Prynne,” cried he, with a piercing earnest- 
ness, “in the name of Him, so terrible and so merciful, 
who gives me grace, at this last moment, to do what — 
for my own heavy sin and miserable agony — I with- 
held myself from doing seven years ago, come hither 
now, and twme thy strength about me! Thy strength, 
Hester, but let it be guided by the will which God hath 
granted me! This wretched and wronged old man is op- 
posing it with all his might! with all his own might, and 
the fiend’s! Come, Hester, come! Support me up yonder 
scaffold!” 

The crowd was m a tumult The men of rank and 
digmty, who stood more immediately around the clergy- 
man, were so taken by surpnse, and so perplexed as to 
the purport of what they saw — unable to receive the 
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explanation which most readily presented itself, or to 
imagine any other — that they remained silent and in- 
active spectators of the judgment which Providence 
seemed about to work. They beheld the mimster, lean- 
ing on Hester’s shoulder, and supported by her arm 
around him, approach the scaffold, and ascend its steps, 
while still the httle hand of the sm-bom child was 
clasped in his Old Roger Chilhngworth followed, as one 
mbmately connected with the drama of guilt and sor- 
row in which they had all been actors, and well enbded, 
therefore, to be present at its closmg scene 

“Hadst thou sought the whole earth over," said he, 
looking darkly at the clergyman, “there was no one place 
so secret — no high place nor lowly place, where thou 
couldst have escaped me — ^save on this very scaffoldl” 

“Thanks be to Hun who hath led me lutherl" an- 
swered the mimster. 

Yet he trembled, and turned to Hester with an ex- 
pression of doubt and anxiety in his eyes, not the less 
evidently betrayed, that there was a feeble simle upon 
his bps 

“Is not this better,” murmured he, “than what we 
dreamed of in the forest?” 

“I know not! I know not!” she hurriedly replied “Bet- 
ter? Yea, so we may both die, and httle Pearl die with 
usl” 

“For thee and Pearl, be it as God shall order,” said 
the mmister, “and God is merciful! Let me now do the 
wiU which He hath made plain before my sight For, 
Hester, I am a dying man So let me make haste to take 
my shame upon me!” 

Partly supported by Hester Prynne, and holdmg one 
hand of httle Pearl’s, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale 
turned to the dignified and venerable rulers, to the holy 
nmusters, who were his brethren, to the people, whose 
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great heart was thoroughly appalled, yet overflowing 
with tearful sympathy, as knowing that some deep life- 
matter — which, if full of sm, was full of anguish and 
repentance Lkewise — ^was now to be laid open to them 
The sun, but httle past its meridian, shone down upon 
the clergyman, and gave a distinctness to his figure, as 
he stood out from all the earth, to put in his plea of 
guilty at the bar of Eternal Justice 

"People of New Englandl” cned he, with a voice that 
rose over them, high, solemn, and majestic — ^yet had 
always a tremor through it, and sometimes a shriek, 
struggling up out of a fathomless depth of remorse and 
woe — "ye, that have loved me^ — ^ye, that have deemed 
me holy! — behold me here, the one sinner of the world! 
At last! — at lasti — I stand upon the spot where, seven 
years since, I should have stood, here, with this woman, 
whose arm, more than the little strength wherewith I 
have crept hitherward, sustams me, at this dreadful mo- 
ment, from grovelling down upon my face' Lo, the scar- 
let letter which Hester wears' Ye have all shuddered at 
it' Wherever her walk hath been — ^wherever, so miser- 
ably burdened, she may have hoped to find repose — it 
hath cast a lurid gleam of awe and horrible repugnance 
round about her But there stood one in the midst of 
you, at whose brand of sin and infamy ye have not 
shuddered!” 

It seemed, at this point, as if the mimster must leave 
the remainder of his secret undisclosed But he fought 
back the bodily weakness — and, still more, the faintness 
of heart — that was stnvmg for the mastery with him He 
threw off all assistance, and stepped passionately for- 
ward a pace before the woman and the child 

It was on him! he continued, with a kind of fierce- 
ness — so determined was he to speak out the whole 
God s eye beheld it! The angels were forever pomting 
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at itl The Devil knew it well, and fretted it continually 
with the touch of his burning fingerl But he hid it cun- 
ningly from men, and walked among you with the imen 
of a spirit, mournful, because so pure in a sinful worldl 
— and sad, because he missed his heavenly kindredl 
Now, at the death-hour, he stands up before you! He 
bids you look again at Hester’s scarlet letterl He tells 
you, that, with all its mysterious horror, it is but the 
shadow of what he bears on his own breast, and that 
even this, his own red stigma, is no more than the type 
of what has seared his inmost heart! Stand any here that 
question God’s judgment on a sinner? Behold! Behold 
a dreadful witness of it!” 

With a convulsive motion, he tore away the minis- 
tenal band from before his breast. It was revealed! But 
it were irreverent to descnbe that revelabon For an in- 
stant, the gaze of the horror-stricken multitude was con- 
centred on the ghastly miracle, while the minister stood, 
with a flush of triumph in his face, as one who, in the 
crisis of acutest pain, had won a victory Then, down he 
sank upon the scaffold' Hester partly raised him, and 
supported his head against her bosom Old Roger Chill- 
ingworth knelt down beside him, with a blank, dull 
countenance, out of which the hfe seemed to have de- 
parted 

"Thou hast escaped me!” he repeated more than 
once "Thou hast escaped me!” 

"May God forgive thee!” said the minister "Thou, 
too, hast deeply sinned!” 

He withdrew his dying eyes from the old man, and 
fixed them on the woman and the child 

“My httle Pearl,” said he, feebly — and there was a 
sweet and gentle smile over his face, as of a spirit sink- 
mg mto deep repose, nay, now that the burden was 
removed, it seemed almost as if he would be sportive 
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with the child — “dear httle Pearl, wilt thou kiss me 
now? Thou wouldst not, yonder, in the forestl But now 
thou wilt?” 

Pearl kissed his bps A spell was broken The great 
scene of grief in which the wild infant bore a part, had 
developed all her sympathies, and as her tears fell upon 
her father’s cheek, they were the pledge that she would 
grow up amid human joy and sorrow, nor forever do 
battle with the world, but be a woman in it Towards 
her mother, too. Pearl’s errand as a messenger of an- 
guish was all fulfilled 

“Hester,” said the clergyman, “farewelll” 

"Shall we not meet agam?” whispered she, bending 
her face down close to his "Shall we not spend our 
immortal hfe together? Surely, surely, we have ransomed 
one another, with all this woe! Thou lookest far into 
etermty, with those bright dying eyes! 'Then tell me 
what Aou seest?” 

“Hush, Hester, hush!” said he, with tremulous sol- 
emnity "The law we broke! — the sm here so awfully 
revealed! — let these alone be in thy thoughts! I fear! I 
fear! It may be that, when we forgot our God — ^when 
we violated our reverence each for the other’s soul — ^it 
was thenceforth vain to hope that we could meet here- 
after, in an everlasting and pure reunion God knows, 
and He is merciful! He hath proved his mercy, most of 
all, in my afflichons By giving me this burning torture 
to bear upon my breast! By sendmg yonder dark and 
terrible old man, to keep the torture always at red-heat! 
By bringing me hither, to die this death of triumphant 
ignommy before the people! Had either of these agomes 
been wanting, I had been lost forever! Praised be his 
name! His will be done! Farewelll" 

That final word came forth with the minister’s ex- 
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pinng breath The multitude, silent till then, broke out 
in a strange, deep voice of awe and wonder, which could 
not as yet find utterance, save in this murmur that rolled 
so heavily after the departed spirit 

XXIV CONCLUSION 

After many days, when time sufiBced for the people 
to arrange their thoughts in reference to the foregoing 
scene, there was more than one account of what had 
been witnessed on the scaffold 

Most of the spectators testified to havmg seen, on the 
breast of the unhappy mimster, a scarlet letter — 
the very semblance of that worn by Hester Prynne — im- 
printed in the flesh As regarded its origin, there were 
various explanations, all of which must necessarily have 
been conjectural Some affirmed that the Reverend Mr 
Dimmesdale, on the very day when Hester Prynne first 
wore her ignominious badge, had begun a course of pen- 
ance — which he afterwards, in so many futile methods, 
followed out — by inflicting a hideous torture on himself 
Others contended that the stigma had not been pro- 
duced until a long time subsequent, when old Roger 
Chilhngworth, being a potent necromancer, had caused 
It to appear, through the agency of magic and poisonous 
drugs Others, again — and those best able to appreciate 
the minister’s pecuhar sensibility, and the wonderful 
operation of his spirit upon the body — ^whispered their 
behef, that the awful symbol was the effect of the ever- 
achve tooth of remorse, gnawing from the inmost heart 
outwardly, and at last manifesting Heaven’s dreadful 
judgment by the visible presence of the letter The 
reader may choose among these theones We have 
thrown all the hght we could acquire upon the portent. 
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and would gladly, now that ii has done its office, erase 
Its deep print out of our own brain, where long medita- 
tion has fixed it in very undesirable distinctness 

It IS singular, nevertheless, that certain persons, who 
were spectators of the whole scene, and professed never 
once to have removed their eyes from the Reverend Mr 
Dimmesdale, denied that there was any mark whatever 
on his breast, more than on a new-born infant’s Neither, 
by their report, had his dying words acknowledged, nor 
even remotely implied, any, the slightest connection, on 
his part, with the guilt for which Hester Prynne had so 
long worn the scarlet letter According to these highly 
respectable witnesses, the minister, conscious that he 
was dying — conscious, also, that the reverence of the 
multitude placed him already among saints and angels — 
had desired, by yielding up his breath in the arms of 
that fallen woman, to express to the world how utterly 
nugatory is the choicest of man’s own righteousness 
After exhausting hfe m his efforts for mankind’s spiritual 
good, he had made the manner of his death a parable, 
in order to impress on his admirers the mighty and 
mournful lesson, that, in the view of Infinite Purity, we 
are sinners all ahke It was to teach them, that the hohest 
among us has but attained so far above his fellows as 
to discern more clearly the Mercy which looks down, 
and repudiate more utterly the phantom of human merit, 
which would look aspiringly upward Without disputing 
a truth so momentous, we must be allowed to consider 
this version of Mr Dimmesdale’s story as only an in- 
stance of that stubborn fidehty with which a man’s 
friends — and especially a clergyman’s — will sometimes 
uphold his chai acter, when proofs, clear as the rmd-day 
sunshine on the scarlet letter, estabhsh him a false and 
sin-staiiied creature of the dust 

The authority which we have chiefly followed — a 
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manuscript of old date, drawn up from the verbal testi- 
mony of individuals, some of whom had known Hester 
Prynne, while others had heard the tale from contem- 
porary witnesses — ^fully confirms the view taken in the 
foregoing pages Among many morals which press 
upon us from the poor minister’s miserable experience, 
we put only this into a sentence "Be true! Be true! Be 
true' Show freely to the world, if not your worst, yet 
some trait whereby the worst may be inferred!” 

Nothing was more remarkable than the change which 
took place, almost immediately after Mr Dimmesdale’s 
death, m the appearance and demeanor of the old man 
known as Roger Chillingworth All his strength and en- 
ergy — all his vital and intellectual force — seemed at 
once to desert him, insomuch that he positively with- 
ered up, shrivelled away, and almost vanished from mor- 
tal sight, hke an uprooted weed that hes wilting in the 
sun This unhappy man had made the very pnnciple 
of his life to consist m the pursuit and systematic exer- 
cise of revenge, and when, by its completest triumph 
and consummabon, that evil principle was left with no 
further matenal to support it, when, in short, there was 
no more Devil’s work on earth for him to do, it only 
remained for the unhumamzed mortal to betake himself 
whither his Master would find him tasks enough, and 
pay him wages duly But to all these shadowy beings, 
so long our near acquamtances — as well Roger Chilling- 
worth as his compamons — ^we would fain be merciful 
It IS a curious subject of observahon and inquiry, 
whether habed and love be not the same thing at bot- 
tom Each, in its utmost development, supposes a high 
degree of inbmacy and heart-knowledge, each renders 
one individual dependent for the food of his afFecbons 
and spiritual hfe upon another, each leaves tlie passion- 
ate lover, or the no less passionate hater, forlorn and 
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desolate by the withdrawal of his subject Philosoph- 
ically considered, therefore, the two passions seem es- 
senbally the same, except that one hapjpens to be seen 
m a celestial radiance, and the other m a dusky and 
lund glow In the spiritual world, the old physician and 
the minister — mutual victims as they have been — may, 
unawares, have found their earthly stock of hatred and 
antipathy transmuted into golden love 

Leaving this discussion apart, we have a matter of 
business to communicate to the reader At old Roger 
Clullingworth’s decease (which took place within the 
year), and by his last will and testament, of which Gov- 
ernor Bellingham and the Reverend Mr Wilson were 
executors, he bequeathed a very considerable amount of 
property, both here and in England, to httle Pearl, the 
daughter of Hester Prynne 

So Pearl — the elf-child — the demon offspring, as some 
people, up to that epoch, persisted in considering her — 
became the richest heiress of her day, in the New World 
Not improbably, this circumstance wrought a very ma- 
terial change in the pubhc estimabon, and, had the 
mother and child remained here, httle Pearl, at a mar- 
riageable period of hfe, might have mingled her wild 
blood with the lineage of the devoutest Puritan among 
them all But, m no long time after the physician’s death, 
the wearer of the scarlet letter disappeared, and Pearl 
along with her For many years, though a vague report 
would now and then find its way across the sea — hke 
a shapeless piece of drift-wood tost ashore, with the 
inibals of a name upon it — ^yet no bdings of them un- 
quesbonably authenbc were received The story of the 
scarlet letter grew mto a legend Its spell, however, was 
sbll potent, and kept the scaffold awful where the poor 
rmmstex had died, and hkewise the cottage by the sea- 
shore, where Hester Prynne had dwelt Near this latter 
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spot, one afternoon, some children were at play, when 
they beheld a tall woman, in a gray robe, approach the 
cottage-door In aU those years it had never once been 
opened, but either she unlocked it, or the decaying 
wood and iron yielded to her hand, or she gbded shad- 
owhke through these impediments — and, at all events, 
went in 

On the threshold she paused — turned partly round 
— for, perchance, the idea of entering all alone, and all 
so changed, the home of so intense a former hfe, was 
more dreary and desolate than even she could bear But 
her hesitation was only for an instant, though long 
enough to display a scarlet letter on her breast 

And Hester Prynne had returned, and taken up her 
long-forsaken shamel But where was little Pearl? If sbll 
alive, she must now have been in the flush and bloom 
of early womanhood None knew — nor ever learned, 
with the fubess of perfect certainty — whether the elf- 
child had gone thus untimely to a maiden grave, or 
whether her wild, rich nature had been softened and 
subdued, and made capable of a woman’s gentle hap- 
piness But, through the remamder of Hester’s hfe, there 
were mdicabons that the recluse of the scarlet letter was 
the object of love and interest with some inhabitant of 
another land Letters came, with armorial seals upon 
them, though of bearmgs unknown to Enghsh heraldry 
In the cottage there were articles of comfort and luxury 
such as Hester never cared to use, but wbch only wealth 
could have purchased, and aflecbon have imagmed for 
her There were trifles, too, httle ornaments, beautiful 
tokens of a continual remembrance, that must have been 
wrought by dehcate fingers, at the impulse of a fond 
heart And, once, Hester was seen embroidering a baby- 
garment, with such a lavish richness of golden fancy &s 
would have raised a pubhc tumult, had any infant, thus 
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apparelled, been shown to our sober-hued community 
In fine, the gossips of that day beheved — and Mr 
Surveyor Pue. who made investigations a century later, 
beheved — and one of his recent successors m office, 
moreover, faithfully believes — that Pearl was not only 
abve, but married, and happy, and mindful of her 
mother, and that she would most joyfully have enter- 
tained that sad and lonely mother at her fireside 

But there was a more real life for Hester Prynne here, 
in New England, than in that unknown region where 
Pearl had found a home Here had been her sin, here, her 
sorrow, and here was yet to be her penitence She had 
returned, therefore, and resumed — of her own free wiU, 
for not the sternest magistrate of that iron period would 
have imposed it — resumed the symbol of which we have 
related so dark a tale Never afterwards did it quit her 
bosom But, in the lapse of the toilsome, thoughtful, and 
self-devoted years that made up Hester s life, the scarlet 
letter ceased to be a stigma which attracted the world’s 
: scorn and bitterness, and became a type of something 
to be sorrowed over, and looked upon with awe, yet 
with reverence too And, as Hester Prynne had no selfish 
ends, nor lived in any measure for her own profit and 
enjoyment, people brought all their sorrows and perplex- 
ities, and besought her counsel, as one who had herself 
gone through a mighty trouble Women, more especially 
— in the continually recurring trials of wounded, wasted, 
wronged, misplaced, or erring and sinful passion — or 
with the dreary burden of a heart unyielded, because 
unvalued and unsought — came to Hester's cottage, de- 
manding why they were so wretched, and what the rem- 
edy I Hester comforted and counselled tliem as best she 
,/night She assured them, too, of her firm behef, that, 
,at some brighter period, when the world should have 
^own npe for it, in Heaven’s own time, a new truth 
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would be revealed, in order to estabbsh the whole rela- 
tion between man and woman on a surer ground of 
mutual happiness Earher in life, Hester had vainly im- 
agined that she herself might be the destined prophet- 
ess, but had long since recognized the impossibility that 
any mission of divine and mysterious truth should be 
confided to a woman stained with sin, bowed down with 
shame, or even burdened with a hfe-long sorrow The 
angel and apostle of the coming revelabon must be a 
woman indeed, but lofty, pure, and beautiful, and wise, 
moreover, not through dusky grief, but the ethereal me- 
dium of joy, and showing how sacred love should make 
us happy, by the truest test of a hfe successful to such 
an endl 

So said Hester Prynne, and glanced her sad eyes 
downward at the scarlet letter And, after many, many 
years a new grave was delved, near an old and sunken 
one, m that burial-ground beside which King’s Chapel 
has since been built It was near that old sunken grave, 
yet with a space between, as if the dust of the two sleep- 
ers had no right to mingle Yet one tombstone served for 
both All around, there were monuments carved with 
armorial bearings, and on this simple slab of slate — as 
the curious investigator may still discern, and perplex 
himself with the purport — there appeared the sem- 
blance of an engraved escutcheon It bore a device, a 
herald’s wording of which imght serve for a motto and 
brief description of our now concluded legend, so som- 
bre IS it, and reheved only by one ever-glowing point 
of fight gloomier than the shadow 

“On a riELX), sable, the letter A, gules ’’ 




Hawthorne published only four novels — or romances, 
as he preferred to call them — but each of these, within 
the compass of his personality, was different from aU the 
others If he had finished the two novels over which he 
brooded in his last unhappy years and for which he left 
extensive notes, they too would have been different from 
each other and from his earher work He approached 
every novel as a completely new problem and, bke Flau- 
bert, he kept looking for new methods to achieve new 
effects 

His problem in The House of the Seven Gables 
(1851) was to show the prolongation of the past into 
the present His problem was also to produce a unified 
book in several moods, somber and humorous, romanbc 
and reahstic The mixture of moods made his second 
novel harder to wnte than The Scarlet Letter, but also 
made it "a work,” as he said, “more characterisbc of my 
mmd ” What he liked m it especially was the accuracy 
of observabon "Many passages of this book,” he told 
his publisher, "ought to be fimshed with the minuteness 
of a Dutch picture, m order to give them their proper 
490 
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effect ” This Dutch minuteness is a distinguishing fea- 
ture of “The Little Shop-Window," the chapter included 
in the present volume And the author’s preface to 
The House of the Seven Gables, also included, is Haw- 
thorne’s clearest statement of his aims as a romancer 
In The Bhthedale Romance (1852) his original prob- 
lem was to write a reahstic novel about the life and 
death of a utopian commumty. He started by recalhng 
his experiences at Brook Farm, which he compared with 
Fourier’s projects for ideal “phalansteries” and with 
Coleridge’s plans for a “pantisocracy” on the banks of 
the Susquehanna Then his mind began to work on an- 
other theme that had always obsessed him the essential 
heartlessness of reformers and their wilhngness to sac- 
rifice hving beings to an impersonal cause 'The result 
was that Hollingsworth, the reformer in the novel, finally 
received more emphasis than the community as a whole 
Notwithstanding the shift m Hawthorne’s purpose, which 
made the finished book a httle less interesting than his 
original plan for it, The Bhthedale Romance is a soundly 
built novel that deserves more attention than it has lately 
been receiving But there was not room for all of it in 
the present volume, and I could find no chapters that 
retained their force when pnnted separately 

In The Marble Faun ( 1860) Hawthorne was deahng 
with the old problem of the Fall Donatello was as in- 
nocent as Adam, until the crime that drove him from 
Paradise also awakened his moral consciousness But the 
author had a practical problem, too how to use the long 
descriptive notes on Itahan art and Roman antiquities 
that he had written during his travels More than two- 
thirds of the novel came straight from Hawthorne’s note- 
books, and these descriptive passages now seem dull 
or even quamt But the passages deahng with Dona- 
tello’s crime — especially the two chapters reprmted here 
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— have even more force in this disordered world than 
they had for Hawthorne’s contemporaries 

After The Marble Faun, Hawthorne became obsessed 
with the problem of writing a novel about the search 
for immortahty He did write the novel m 1861 — or at 
least a first draft, pubhshed after his death under the 
title of Septimius Felton — ^but then he laid it aside, 
feehng rightly that he hadn’t found the proper form for 
It In 1 863 he did find the form and set to work on the 
book again, after arranging to have it published serially 
By that time, however, he was physically too weak to 
finish a novel, and only three episodes of "The Dolliver 
Romance” were written before his death The third frag- 
ment, reprinted here as “The Elixir of Life,” stands 
alone as one of his most effective stones 


FROM The House of the Seven Gables 

THE LITTLE SHOP-WINDOW 

I T STILL lacked half an hour of sunnse, when Miss 
Hep7ibah Pyncheon — we will not say awoke, it be- 
ing doubtful whether the poor lady had so much as 
closed her eyes durmg the brief night of midsummer — 
but, at all events, arose from her sohtary pillow, and 
began what it would be mockery to term the adornment 
of her person Far from us be the indecorum of assist- 
ing, even in imagination, at a maiden lady’s toilet' Our 
story must therefore await Miss Hepzibah at the thresh- 
old of her chamber, only presuming, meanwhile, to 
note some of the heavy sighs that labored from her 
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bosom, with httle restraint as to their lugubnous depth 
and volume of sound, inasmuch as they could be audi- 
ble to nobody save a disembodied listener like ourself 
The Old Maid was alone in the old house Alone, except 
for a certain respectable and orderly young man, an 
artist in the daguerreotype hne, who, for about three 
months back, had been a lodger in a remote gable — 
quite a house by itself, indeed — with locks, bolts, and 
oaken bars on all the intervemng doors Inaudible, con- 
sequently, were poor Miss Hepzibah’s gusty sighs In- 
audible the creaking joints of her stifiened knees, as she 
knelt down by the bedside. And inaudible, too, by mor- 
tal ear, but heard with all-comprehending love and pity 
in the farthest heaven, that almost agony of prayer — 
now whispered, now a groan, now a struggling silence 
— wherewith she besought the Divine assistance through 
the day! Evidently, this is to be a day of more than or- 
dinary trial to Miss Hepzibah, who, for above a quarter 
of a century gone by, has dwelt in strict seclusion, tak- 
ing no part in the business of life, and just as little in 
its intercourse and pleasures Not with such fervor prays 
the torpid recluse, looking forward to the cold, sunless, 
stagnant calm of a day that is to be hke innumerable 
yesterdays! 

The maiden lady’s devohons are concluded Will she 
now issue forth over the threshold of our storyi^ Not yet, 
by many moments First, every drawer in the tall, old- 
fashioned bureau is to be opened, with difficulty, and 
with a succession of spasmodic jerks, then, all must close 
again, with the same fidgety reluctance There is a rus- 
thng of stiff silks, a tread of backward and forward foot- 
steps to and fro across the chamber We suspect Miss 
Hepzibah, moreover, of taking a step upward into a 
chair, in order to give heedful regard to her appearance 
on all sides, and at full length, in the oval, dingy-framed 
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toilet-glass, that hangs above her table Trulyl well, in- 
deed I who would have thought itl Is all this precious bme 
to be lavished on the matutinal repair and beautifying 
of an elderly person, who never goes abroad, whom no- 
body ever visits, and from whom, when she shall have 
done her utmost, it were the best charity to turn one’s 
eyes another way? 

Now she IS almost ready Let us pardon her one other 
pause, for it is given to the sole sentiment, or, we might 
better say — heightened and rendered intense, as it has 
been, by sorrow and seclusion — to the strong passion of 
her hfe We heard the tunung of a key m a small lock, 
she has opened a secret drawer of an escritoire, and is 
probably looking at a certain miniature, done in Mal- 
bone’s most perfect style, and representing a face worthy 
of no less delicate a pencil It was once our good for- 
tune to see this picture It is a hkeness of a young man, 
in a silken dressing-gown of an old fashion, the soft rich- 
ness of which IS well adapted to the countenance of 
reverie, with its full, tender lips, and beautiful eyes, that 
seem to indicate not so much capacity of thought, as 
gentle and voluptuous emotion Of the possessor of such 
features we shall have a right to ask nothing, except that 
he would take the rude world easily, and make himself 
happy in it Can it have been an early lover of Miss 
Hepzibah’’ No, she never had a lover — poor thing, how 
could she? — nor ever knew, by her own experience, 
what love technically means And yet, her undying faith 
and trust, her fresh remembrance, and continual de- 
votedness towards the original of that miniature, have 
been the only substance for her heart to feed upon 

She seems to have put aside the mimature, and is 
standing again before the toilet-glass There are tears to 
be wiped off A few more footsteps to and fro, and here, 
at last — with another pitiful sigh, hke a gust of chiU, 
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damp wind out of a long-closed vault, the door of which 
has accidentally been set ajar — here comes Miss Hep- 
zabah pyncheonl Forth she steps into the dusky, time- 
passage, a tall figure, clad in black silk, with a long and 
shrunken waist, feehng her way towards the stairs like 
a near-sighted person, as in truth she is 

The sun, meanwhile, if not already above the horizon, 
was ascending nearer and nearer to its verge A few 
clouds, floating high upward, caught some of the earhest 
hght, and threw down its golden gleam on the windows 
of all the houses in the street, not forgetting the House 
of the Seven Gables, which — many such sunrises as it 
had witnessed — looked cheerfully at the present one 
The reflected radiance served to show, pretty distinctly, 
the aspect and arrangement of the room which Hepzibah 
entered, after descending the stairs It was a low-studded 
room, with a beam across the ceihng, panelled with dark 
wood, and having a large chimney-piece, set round with 
pictured tiles, but now closed by an iron fire-board, 
through which ran the funnel of a modern stove There 
was a carpet on the floor, originally of nch texture, but 
so worn and faded in these latter years that its once 
bnlhant figure had quite vanished into one indistinguish- 
able hue In the way of furmture, there were two tables 
one, constructed with perplexing intricacy and exhibit- 
ing as many feet as a centipede, the other, most deh- 
cately wrought, with four long and slender legs, so 
apparently frail that it was almost incredible what a 
length of time the ancient tea-table had stood upon 
them Half a dozen chairs stood about the room, straight 
and shfi, and so mgeniously contrived for the discomfort 
of the human person that they were irksome even to 
sight, and conveyed the ugliest possible idea of the state 
of society to which they could have been adapted One 
exception there was, however, m a very antique elbow- 
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chair, with a high back, carved elaborately in oak, and 
a roomy depth within its arms, that made up, by its 
spacious comprehensiveness, for the lack of any of those 
artistic curves which abound in a modern chair 

As for ornamental articles of furniture, we recollect 
but two, if such they may be called One was a map of 
the Pyncheon territory at the eastward, not engraved, but 
the handiwork of some skilful old draughtsman, and gro- 
tesquely illuminated with pictures of Indians and wild 
beasts, among which was seen a lion, the natural his- 
tory of the region being as httle known as its geography, 
which was put do\s n most fantastically awry The other 
adornment was the portrait of old Colonel Pyncheon, at 
two-thirds length, representing the stern features of a 
Piiritanic-looking personage, in a skull-cap, with a laced 
band and a grizzly beard, holding a Bible with one hand, 
and in the other upbfting an iron swordhilt The latter 
object, being more successfully depicted by the artist, 
stood out m far gieater prominence than the sacred vol- 
ume Face to face with this picture, on entering the 
apartment. Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon came to a pause, 
regarding it with a singular scowl, a strange contortion 
of the brow, which, by people who did not know her, 
would probably have been interpreted as an expression 
of bitter anger and ill-will But it was no such thing 
She, m fact, felt a reverence for the pictured visage, of 
which only a far-descended and time-stricken virgin 
could be susceptible, and this forbidding scowl was the 
innocent result of her near-sightedness, and an effort so 
to concentrate her powers of vision as to substitute a 
firm outline of the object instead of a vague one 

We must linger a moment on this unfortunate expres- 
sion of poor Hepzibah's brow Her scowl — as the world, 
or such part of it as sometimes caught a transitory 
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glimpse of her at the window, wickedly persisted in call- 
ing It — her scowl had done Miss Hepzibah a very ill 
ofiBce, in establishing her character as an ill-tempered 
old maid, nor does it appear improbable that, by often 
gazing at herself in a dim looking-glass, and perpetually 
encountering her own frown within its ghostly sphere, 
she had been led to interpret the expression almost as 
unjustly as the world did “How miserably cross I looki’’ 
she must often have whispered to herself, and ulbmately 
have fancied herself so, by a sense of inevitable doom 
But her heart never frowned It was naturally tender, 
sensibve, and full of httle tremors and palpitabons, all 
of which weaknesses it retained, while her visage was 
growing so perversely stem, and even fierce Nor had 
Hepzibah ever any hardihood, except what came from 
the very warmest nook in her affecbons 
All this time, however, we are loitering faint-heartedly 
on the threshold of our story In very truth, we have an 
invincible reluctance to disclose what Miss Hepzibah 
Pyncheon was about to do 

It has already been observed, that, in the basement 
story of the gable fronbng on the street, an unworthy 
ancestor, nearly a century ago, had fitted up a shop 
Ever since the old gentleman retired from bade, and 
fell asleep under his coflin-hd, not only the shop-door, 
but the inner arrangements, had been suffered to remain 
unchanged, while the dust of ages gathered inch-deep 
over the shelves and counter, and partly filled an old 
pair of scales, as if it were of value enough to be 
weighed It treasured itself up, too, m the half-open hll, 
where there sbll lingered a base sixpence, worth neither 
more nor less than the hereditary pride which had been 
put to shame Such had been the state and condibon of 
the httle shop in old Hepzibah’s childhood, when she 
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and her brother used to play at hide-and-seek in its for- 
saken precincts So it had remained, until within a few 
days past 

But now, though the shop-window was still closely 
curtained from the pubhc gaze, a remarkable change 
had taken place in its interior The rich and heavy fes- 
toons of cobweb, which it had cost a long ancestral suc- 
cession of spiders their hfe’s labor to spin and weave, 
had been carefully brushed away from the ceihng The 
counter, shelves, and floor had all been scoured, and 
the latter was strewn with fresh blue sand The brown 
scales, too, had evidently undergone rigid discipline, in 
an unavaihng effort to rub off the rust, which, alas' had 
eaten through and through their substance Neither was 
the httle old shop any longer empty of merchantable 
goods A curious eye, privileged to take an account of 
stock, and investigate behind the counter, would have 
discovered a barrel — ^yea, two or three barrels and half 
ditto — one containing flour, another apples, and a third, 
perhaps, Indian meal There was likewise a square box 
of pine-wood, full of soap in bars, also, another of the 
same size, in which were tallow-candles, ten to the 
pound A small stock of brown sugar, some white beans 
and spht peas, and a few other commodities of low price, 
and such as are constantly in demand, made up the 
bulkier porhon of the merchandise It might have been 
taken for a ghostly or phantasmagoric reflection of the 
old shop-keeper Pyncheon’s shabbily provided shelves, 
save that some of the articles were of a descnption and 
outward form which could hardly have been known in 
his day For instance, there was a glass pickle-jar, filled 
with fragments of Gibraltar rock, not, indeed, sphnters 
of the veritable stone foundation of the famous fortress, 
but bits of delectable candy, neatly done up in white 
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paper Jim Crow, moreover, was seen execuhng his 
world-renowned dance, m gmgerbread A party of leaden 
dragoons were galloping along one of the shelves, m 
equipments and uniform of modern cut, and there were 
some sugar figures, with no strong resemblance to the 
humanity of any epoch, but less unsatisfactorily repre- 
senting our own fashions than those of a hundred years 
ago Another phenomenon, stall more strikingly modem, 
was a package of lucifer matches, which, m old tunes, 
would have been thought actually to borrow then m- 
stantaneous flame from the nether fires of TopheL 

In short, to bring the matter at once to a point, it was 
incontrovertibly evident that somebody had taken the 
shop and fixtures of the long-retired and forgotten Mr. 
Pyncheon, and was about to renew the enterprise of that 
departed worthy, with a different set of customers Who 
could this bold adventurer be? And, of all places m the 
world, why had he chosen the House of the Seven 
Gables as the scene of his commercial speculations? 

We return to the elderly maiden She at length with- 
drew her eyes from the dark countenance of the Colo- 
nel’s portrait, heaved a sigh — ^indeed, her breast was a 
very cave of yEolus that mormng — and stept across the 
room on tiptoe, as is the customary gait of elderly 
women Passing through an intervening passage, she 
opened a door that commumcated with the shop, ]ust 
now so elaborately described Owing to the projection 
of the upper story — and stall more to the thick shadow 
of the Pyncheon Elm, which stood almost directly in 
front of the gable — the twihght, here, was stall as much 
akin to night as morning Another heavy sigh from Miss 
Hepzibah! After a moment’s pause on the threshold, 
peenng towards the window with her near-sighted scowl, 
as if frowning down some bitter enemy, she suddenly 
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projected herself into the shop The haste, and, as it 
were, the galvanic impulse of the movement, were really 
quite startbng 

Nervously — in a sort of frenzy, we might almost say — 
she began to busy herself in arranging some children’s 
playthings, and other little wares, on the shelves and at 
the shop-window In the aspect of this dark-arrayed, 
pale-faced, lady-like old figure there was a deeply tragic 
character that contrasted irreconcilably with the ludi- 
crous pettiness of her employment It seemed a 
queer anomaly, that so gaunt and dismal a personage 
should take a toy in hand, a miracle, that the toy did 
not vanish in her grasp, a miserably absurd idea, that 
she should go on perplexing her stiff and sombre intel- 
lect with the question how to tempt httle boys into her 
premises! Yet such is undoubtedly her object Now she 
places a gingerbread elephant against the window, but 
with so tremulous a touch that it tumbles upon the floor, 
with the dismemberment of three legs and its trunk, it 
has ceased to be an elephant, and has become a few 
bits of musty gingerbread There, again, she has upset 
a tumbler of marbles, all of which roll different ways, 
and each individual marble, devil-directed, into the most 
difficult obscunty that it can find Heaven help our poor 
old Hepzibah, and forgive us for taking a ludicrous view 
of her position' As her ngid and rusty frame goes down 
upon its hands and knees, in quest of the absconding 
marbles, we positively feel so much the more inclined 
to shed tears of sympathy, from the very fact that we 
must needs turn aside and laugh at her For here — and 
if we fail to impress it suitably upon the reader, it is our 
own fault, not that of the theme — here is one of the 
truest points of melancholy interest that occur m ordi- 
nary life It was the final throe of what called itself old 
gentihty A lady — who had fed herself from childhood 
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with the shadowy food of anstocratic reminiscences, and 
whose religion it was that a lady’s hand soils itself irre- 
mediably by doing aught for bread — this born lady, 
after sixty years of narrowing means, is fain to step 
down from her pedestal of imaginary rank Poverty, 
treading closely at her heels for a hfebme, has come up 
with her at last She must earn her own food, or starve! 
And we have stolen upon Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon, too 
irreverently, at the instant of time when the patrician 
lady IS to be transformed into the plebeian woman 
In this repubhcan country, amid the fluctuating waves 
of our social hfe, somebody is always at the drowmng- 
pomt The tragedy is enacted with as continual a repeti- 
tion as that of a popular drama on a holiday, and, never- 
theless, IS felt as deeply, perhaps, as when an hereditary 
noble sinks below his order More deeply, since, with 
us, rank is the grosser substance of wealth and a splen- 
did establishment, and has no spiritual existence after 
the death of these, but dies hopelessly along with them 
And, therefore, since we have been unfortunate enough 
to introduce our heroine at so inauspicious a juncture, 
we would entreat for a mood of due solemnity m the 
spectators of her fate Let us behold, in poor Hepzibah, 
the immemorial lady — two hundred years old, on this 
side of the water, and thrice as many on the other — with 
her antique portraits, pedigrees, coats of arms, records 
and traditions, and her claim, as joint heiress, to that 
pnncely territory at the eastward, no longer a wilder- 
ness, but a populous ferbhty — bom, too. in Pyncheon 
Street, under the Pyncheon Elm, and in the Pyncheon 
House, where she has spent all her days — reduced now, 
in that very house, to be the hucksteress of a cent-shop 
This business of setting up a petty shop is almost the 
only resource of women, in circumstances at all similar 
to those of our unfortunate recluse With her near- 
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sightedness, and those tremulous fingers of hers, at once 
inflexible and dehcate, she could not be a seamstress, 
although her sampler, of fifty years gone by, exhibited 
some of the most recondite specimens of ornamental 
needlework A school for little children had been often 
in her thoughts, and, at one time, she had begun a re- 
view of her early studies m the New England Primer, 
with a view to prepare herself for the office of instruc- 
tress But the love of children had never been quickened 
m Hepzibah’s heart, and was now torpid, if not extinct, 
she watched the httle people of the neighborhood from 
her chamber-window, and doubted whether she could 
tolerate a more mbmate acquaintance with them Be- 
sides, in our day, the very ABC has become a science 
greatly too abstruse to be any longer taught by pointing 
a pm from letter to letter A modern child could teach 
old Hepzibah more than old Hepzibah could teach the 
child So — with many a cold, deep heart-quake at the 
idea of at last coming into sordid contact with the world, 
from which she had so long kept aloof, while every 
added day of seclusion had rolled another stone against 
the cavern-door of her hermitage — the poor thing be- 
thought herself of the ancient shop-window, the rusty 
scales, and dusty till She might have held back a httle 
longer, but another circumstance, not yet hinted at, had 
somewhat hastened her decision Her humble prepara- 
tions, therefore, were duly made, and the enterprise was 
now to be commenced Nor was she enbtled to complain 
of any remarkable singulanty m her fate, for, in the 
town of her nativity, we might point to several little 
shops of a similar descnpbon, some of them in houses as 
ancient as that of the Seven Gables, and one or two, it 
may be, where a decayed gentlewoman stands behind 
the counter, as grim an image of faimly pride as Miss 
Hepzibah Pyncheon herself 
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It was overpoweringly ridiculous — we must honestly 
confess it — the deportment of the maiden lady while 
setting her shop in order for the pubhc eye She stole on 
tiptoe to the window, as cautiously as if she conceived 
some bloody-minded villain to be watching behmd the 
ehn-tree, with intent to take her hfe Stretdung out her 
long, lank arm, she put a paper of pearl buttons, a jew’s- 
harp, or whatever the small article might be, in its 
desbned place, and straightway vanished back into the 
dusk, as if the world need never hope for another 
glimpse of her It might have been fancied, indeed, that 
she expected to nlinister to the wants of the community 
unseen, hke a disembodied divinity or enchantress, hold- 
ing forth her bargains to the reverential and awe-stricken 
purchaser in an invisible hand But Hepzibah had no 
such flattermg dream She was well aware that she must 
ultimately come forward, and stand revealed in her 
proper indmduahty, but, hke other sensitive persons, 
she could not bear to be observed m the gradual process, 
and chose rather to flash forth on the world’s astomshed 
gaze at once 

The inevitable moment was not much longer to be de- 
layed The sunshine might now be seen steabng down 
the front of the opposite house, from the windows of 
which came a reflected gleam, struggling through the 
boughs of the elm-tree, and enhghtening the interior of 
the shop more distinctly than heretofore The town ap- 
peared to be waking up A baker’s cart had already rat- 
tled through the street, chasmg away the latest vestige 
of night’s sanctity with the jingle-jangle of its dissonant 
bells A milkman was distributing the contents of his 
cans from door to door, and the harsh peal of a fisher- 
man’s conch-shell was heard far ofi, around the corner. 
None of these tokens escaped Hepzibah’s notice ’The 
moment had arrived To delay longer would be only 



504 ROMANCES 

to lengthen out her misery Nothing remained, except 
to take down the bar from the shop-door, leaving the 
entrance free — more than free — welcome, as if all 
were household friends — to every passer-by, whose eyes 
might be attracted by the commodities at the window 
This last act Hepzibah now performed, letting the bar 
fall with what smote upon her excited nerves as a most 
astounding clatter Then — as if the only barrier betwixt 
heiself and the world had been thrown down, and a 
flood of evil consequences would come tumbhng through 
the gap — she fled into the inner parlor, threw herself 
into the ancestral elbow-chair, and wept 

Our miserable old Hepzibahl It is a heavy annoyance 
to a writer, who endeavors to represent nature, its vari- 
ous attitudes and circumstances, in a reasonably correct 
outline and true coloring, that so much of the mean and 
ludicrous should be hopelessly mixed up with the purest 
pathos which hfe anywhere supplies to him What tragic 
dignity, for example, can be wrought into a scene like 
this’ Ho's can we elevate our history of retiibution for 
the sin of long ago, when, as one of our most prominent 
figures, we are compelled to introduce — not a young and 
lovely woman, nor even the stately remains of beauty, 
storm-shattered by affliction — but a gaunt, sallow, rusty- 
jointed maiden, in a long-waisted silk gown, and with 
the strange horror of a turban on her head’ Her visage 
IS not even ugly It is redeemed from insignificance only 
by the contraction of her eyebrows into a near-sighted 
scowl And, finally, her great life-tnal seems to be, that, 
after sixty years of idleness, she finds it convenient to 
earn comfortable bread by setting up a shop in a small 
way Nevertheless, if we look through all the heroic for- 
tunes of mankind, we shall find this same entanglement 
of somethmg mean and trivial with whatever is noblest 
m joy or sorrow Life is made up of marble and mud 
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And, without all the deeper trust m a comprehensive 
sympathy above us, we might hence be led to suspect 
the insult of a sneer, as well as an immitigable frown, 
on the iron countenance of fate. What is called poetic 
msight is the gift of discerning, in this sphere of 
strangely mingled elements, the beauty and the majesty 
which are compelled to assume a garb so sordid 
1851 


HAWTHORNE S PREFACE 

When a writer calls his work a Romance, it need 
hardly be observed that he wishes to claim a certam 
latitude, both as to its fashion and matenal, which 
he would not have felt himself enbtled to assume had 
he professed to be writing a Novel The latter form of 
composition is presumed to aim at a very minute fidehty, 
not merely to the possible, but to the probable and ordi- 
nary course of man’s experience The former — while, as 
a work of art, it must rigidly subject itself to laws, and 
while It sins unpardonably so far as it may swerve aside 
from the truth of the human heart — has fairly a right to 
present that truth under circumstances, to a great extent, 
of the writer’s own choosing or creation If he think fit, 
also, he may so manage his atmospherical medium as to 
bnng out or mellow the fights and deepen and enrich 
the shadows of the picture He will be wise, no doubt, to 
make a very moderate use of the privileges here stated, 
and, especially, to mingle the Marvellous rather as a 
slight, delicate, and evanescent flavor, than as any por- 
tion of the actual substance of the dish offered to the 
public He can hardly be said, however, to comrmt a 
literary crime even if he disregard this caution 

In the present work, the author has proposed to him- 
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self — but with what success, fortunately, it is not for him 
to judge — to keep undeviatingly within his immumties 
The point of view in which this tale comes under the 
Romanbc definibon lies m the attempt to connect a by- 
gone time with the very present that is flitting away 
from us It is a legend prolonging itself, from an epoch 
now gray in the distance, down into our own broad day- 
light, and bringing along with it some of its legendary 
mist, which the reader, according to his pleasure, may 
either disregard, or allow it to float almost imperceptibly 
about the characters and events for the sake of a pic- 
turesque efi^ect The narrative, it may be, is woven of so 
humble a texture as to reqmre this advantage, and, at 
the same time, to render it the more difficult of attam- 
ment 

Many writers lay very great stress upon some defimte 
moral purpose, at which they profess to aim their works 
Not to be deficient in this particular, the author has pro- 
vided himself with a moral — the truth, namely, that the 
wrong-doing of one generation hves into the successive 
ones, and, divesbng itself of every temporary advantage, 
becomes a pure and uncontrollable mischief, and he 
would feel it a singular gratification if this romance 
might effectually convince mankind — or, indeed, any 
one man — of the folly of tumbhng down an avalanche 
of ill-gotten gold, or real estate, on the heads of an un- 
fortunate posterity, thereby to maim and crush them, 
until the accumulated mass shall be scattered abroad in 
its ongmal atoms In good faith, however, he is not suffi- 
ciently imaginative to flatter hunself with the shghtest 
hope of this land When romances do really teach any- 
thing, or produce any effective operabon, it is usually 
through a fai more subble process than the ostensible 
one The author has considered it hardly worth his 
while, therefore, relentlessly to impale the story with its 
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moral as with an iron rod— or, rather, as by sticking a 
pm through a butterfly — thus at once depnvmg it of 
hfe, and causing it to sbffen in an ungainly and unnat- 
ural attitude A high truth, indeed, fairly, finely, and 
skilfully wrought out, brightening at every step, and 
crowmng the final development of a work of ficbon, 
may add an artistic glory, but is never any truer, and 
seldom any more evident, at the last page than at the 
first 

The reader may perhaps choose to assign an actual 
locality to the imaginary events of this narrabve If per- 
mitted by the historical connecbon — which, though 
slight, was essenbal to his plan — the author would very 
willingly have avoided anything of this nature Not to 
speak of other objecbons, it exposes the romance to an 
inflexible and exceedingly dangerous species of cribcism, 
by bringing his fancy-pictures almost into posibve con- 
tact widi the reahbes of the moment. It has been no 
part of his object, however, to descnbe local maimers, 
nor m any way to meddle with the charactensbcs of a 
community for whom he cherishes a proper respect and 
a natural regard He trusts not to be considered as un- 
pardonably offending by laying out a street that in- 
fringes upon nobody’s private rights, and appropnabng 
a lot of land which had no visible owner, and building a 
house of materials long m use for construcbng castles m 
the air The piersonages of the tale — though they give 
themselves out to be of ancient stabihty and consider- 
able prommence — are really of the author’s own making, 
or, at all events, of his own mixing, their virtues can 
shed no lustre, nor their defects redound, in the re- 
motest degree, to the discredit of the venerable town of 
which they profess to be inhabitants He would be glad, 
therefore, if — especially m the quarter to which he al- 
ludes — the book may be read strictly as a Romance, hav- 
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mg a great deal more to do with the clouds overhead 
than with any portion of the actual soil of the County of 
Essex 

Lenox, January 27, 1851 




FROM The Marble Faun 

ON THE EDGE OF A PRECIPICE 

“TET US settle it,” said Kenyon, stamping his foot 
firmly down, "that this is precisely the spot 
where the chasm opened, into which Curtius precipi- 
tated his good steed and himself Imagine the great, 
dusky gap, impenetrably deep, and with half-shaped 
monsters and hideous faces looming upward out of it, 
to the vast affright of the good citizens who peeped 
over the bnml There, now, is a subject, hitherto un- 
thought of, for a grim and ghastly story, and, methinks, 
with a moral as deep as the gulf itself Within it, beyond 
a question, there were prophetic visions — intimations 
of all the future calamities of Rome — shades of Goths, 
and Gauls, and even of the French soldiers of today It 
was a pity to close it up so soon! I would give much for 
a peep into such a chasm ” 

‘T fancy,” remarked Minam, “that every person takes 
a peep into it m moments of gloom and despondency, 
that IS to say, m his moments of deepest insight ” 

“Where is it, then?” asked Hilda “1 never peeped mto 
it" 

“Wait, and it will open for you," rephed her friend 
“The chasm was merely one of the orifices of that pit of 
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blackness that hes beneath us, everywhere The firmest 
substance of human happiness is but a thm crust spread 
over it, with just reahty enough to bear up the illusive 
stage-scenery amid which we tread It needs no earth- 
quake to open the chasm A footstep, a htde heavier 
than ordmary, will serve, and we must step very daint- 
ily, not to break through the crust at any moment By 
and by, we inevitably sinkl It was a foohsh piece of 
heroism m Curtius to precipitate himself there, in ad- 
vance, for all Rome, you see, has been swallowed up in 
that gulf, in spite of him The Palace of the Caesars has 
gone down thither, with a hollow, nimbbng sound of its 
fragments! AU the temples have tumbled into it, and 
thousands of statues have been thrown after! All the 
armies and the triumphs have marched into the great 
chasm, with their martial music playing, as they stepped 
over the bnnk All the heroes, the statesmen, and the 
poets! All piled upon poor Curbus, who thought to have 
saved them all! 1 am loath to smile at the self-conceit of 
that gallant horseman, but cannot well avoid it ” 

“It grieves me to hear you speak thus, Miriam," said 
Hilda, whose natural and cheerful piety was shocked by 
her friend’s gloomy view of human desbnies “It seems 
to me that there is no chasm, nor any hideous emptmess 
under our feet, except what the evil within us digs If 
there be such a chasm, let us bndge it over with good 
thoughts and deeds, and we shall bead safely to the 
other side It was the guilt of Rome, no doubt, that 
caused this gulf to open, and Curbus filled it up with 
his heroic self-sacrifice and pabnobsm, which was the 
best virtue that the old Romans knew Every wrong 
thing makes the gulf deeper, every nght one helps to 
fill It up As the evil of Rome was far more than its good, 
the whole commonwealth finally sank mto it, mdeed, 
but of no ongmal necessity ” 
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“Well, Hilda, it came to the same thing at last," an- 
swered Miriam, despondingly 

"Doubtless, too,” resumed the sculptor (for his imagi- 
nabon was greatly excited by the idea of this wondrous 
chasm), "all the blood that the Romans shed, whether 
on battle-fields, or in the Cohsenm, or on the cross — in 
whatever pubhc or private murder — ran into this fatal 
gulf, and formed a mighty subterranean lake of gore, 
right beneath our feet The blood from the thirty 
wounds in CiEsar’s breast flowed hitherward, and that 
pure httle nvulet from Virginia’s bosom, tool Virgima, 
beyond all queshnn, was stabbed by her father, precisely 
where we are standing ” 

"Then the spot is hallowed foreverl” said Hilda 
"Is there such blessed potency m bloodshed?" asked 
Minam “Nay, Hilda, do not protest! I take your mean- 
ing rightly " 

They again moved forward And sbll, from the Forum 
and the Via Sacra, from beneath the arches of the 
Temple of Peace on one side, and the accLvity of the 
Palace of the CiEsars on the other, there arose singmg 
voices of paities that were strolhng through the moon- 
light Thus, the air was full of kindred melodies that en- 
countered one another, and twined themselves mto a 
broad, vague music, out of which no single strain could 
be disentangled These good examples, as well as the 
harmonious influences of the hour, mcited our arbst- 
fnends to make proof of their own vocal powers With 
what skill and breath they had, they set up a choral 
sbain — "Had, Columbial” we beheve — ^which those old 
Roman echoes must have found it exceedmg difficult to 
repeat aright Even Hilda poured the slender sweetness 
of her note into her country’s song Mmam was at first 
sdent, bemg perhaps unfamiliar with the an and burden 
But, suddenly, she threw out such a swell and gush of 
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sound, that it seemed to pervade the whole choir of 
other voices, and then to rise above them aU, and be- 
come audible in what would else have been the silence 
of an upper region That volume of melodious voice was 
one of the tokens of a great trouble There had long been 
an impulse upon her — amounting, at last, to a necessity 
— to shriek aloud, but she had struggled against it, till 
the thunderous anthem gave her an opportimity to re- 
lieve her heart by a great cry 

They passed the solitary Column of Phocas, and 
looked down into the excavated space, where a con- 
fusion of pillars, arches, pavements, and shattered blocks 
and shafts — the crumbs of various rum dropped from 
the devouring maw of Time — stand, or he, at the base 
of the Capitohne Hill That renowned hillock (for it is 
httle more) now arose abruptly above them The pon- 
derous masonry, with which the hiU-side is built up, is as 
old as Rome itself, and looks likely to endure while the 
world retams any substance or permanence It once sus- 
tained the Capitol, and now bears up the great pile 
which the mediaeval builders raised on the antique 
foundation, and that still loftier tower, which looks 
abroad upon a larger page of deeper histone mterest 
than any other scene can show On the same pedestal 
of Roman masonry, other structures wiU doubtless rise, 
and vamsh like ephemeral thmgs 

To a spectator on the spot, it is remarkable that the 
events of Roman history, and Roman hfe itself, appear 
not so distant as the Gothic ages which succeeded them. 
We stand in the Forum, or on the height of the Capitol, 
and seem to see the Roman epoch close at hand We 
forget that a chasm extends between it and ourselves, 
in which he all those dark, rude, unlettered centuries, 
around the birth- time of Chnsbamty, as well as the age 
of chivalry and romance, the feudal system, and the m- 
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fancy of a better civilization than that of Rome Or, if 
we remember these mediseval times, they look further 
off than the Augustan age The reason may be, that the 
old Roman literature survives, and creates for us an in- 
timacy with the classic ages, which we have no means 
of forming with the subsequent ones 

The Itaban cbmate, moreover, robs age of its rev- 
erence and makes it look newer than it is Not the Coli- 
seum, nor tile tombs of the Appian Way, nor the oldest 
pillar in the Forum, nor any other Roman nun, be it as 
dilapidated as it may, ever give the impression of vener- 
able antiquity which we gather, along with the ivy, from 
the gray walls of an English abbey or castle And yet 
every bnck or stone, which we pick up among the 
former, had fallen ages before the foundation of the lat- 
ter was begun This is owing to the kindliness with 
which Nature takes an Engbsh rum to her heart, cover- 
mg it with ivy, as tenderly as Robin Redbreast covered 
the dead babes with forest leaves She strives to make 
It a part of herself, gradually obliterating the handiwork 
of man, and supplanting it with her own mosses and 
trailing verdure, till she has won the whole structure 
back But, in Italy, whenever man has once hewn a 
stone. Nature forthwith rebnquishes her nght to it, and 
never lays her finger on it again Age after age finds it 
bare and naked, in the barren sunshine, and leaves it so 
Besides this natural disadvantage, too, each succeeding 
century, in Rome, has done its best to rum the very 
rums, so far as their picturesque effect is concerned, by 
steabng away the marble and hewn stone, and leaving 
only yellow bricks, which never can look venerable 
The party ascended the winding way that leads from 
the Forum to the Piazza of the Campidogbo on the sum- 
mit of the Capitobne Hill They stood awhile to con- 
template the bronze equestrian statue of Marcus Aure- 
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lius The moonlight ghstened upon traces of the gilding 
which had once covered both rider and steed, these 
were almost gone, but the aspect of dignity was stJl 
perfect, clothing the figure as it were with an imperial 
robe of light It is the most majestic representation of 
the kingly character that ever the world has seen A 
sight of the old heathen emperor is enough to create an 
evanescent sentiment of loyalty even m a democratic 
bosom, so august does he look, so fit to rule, so worthy 
of man’s profoundest homage and obedience, so inevi- 
tably attractive of his love He stretches forth his hand 
with an air of grand beneficence and unlimited author- 
ity, as if uttering a decree from which no appeal was 
permissible, but in which the obedient subject would 
find his highest interests consulted, a command that was 
m itself a benediction 

“The sculptor of this statue knew what a king should 
be,” observed Kenyon, “and knew, hkewise, the heart 
of mankind, and how it craves a true ruler, under what- 
ever title, as a child its father ” 

“Oh, if there were but one such man as thisl” ex- 
claimed Miriam "One such man m an age, and one in 
all the world, then how speedily would the stnfe, 
wickedness, and sorrow of us poor creatures be reheved 
We would come to him with our griefs, whatever they 
might be — even a poor, frail woman burdened with her 
heavy heart — and lay them at his feet, and never need 
to take them up again The nghtful king would see to 
aU” 

“What an idea of the regal ofiice and dutyl” said Ken- 
yon, with a smile “It is a woman’s idea of the whole 
matter to perfection It is Hilda’s, too, no doubt?” 

“No,” answered the quiet Hilda, "I should never look 
for such assistance from an earthly king ” 

“Hilda, my rehgious Hilda," whispered Miriam, sud- 
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denly drawing the girl close to her, “do you know how 
it IS with me? I would give all I have or hope — my hfe, 
oh how freely — for one mstant of your trust in God! You 
httle guess my need of it You really think, then, that He 
sees and cares for us?” 

"Mmam, you frighten me ” 

“Hush, hush! do not let them hear youl” whispered 
Minam “1 frighten you, you say, for Heaven’s sake, 
hov/? Am I strange? is there anything wild m my be- 
havior?” 

“Only for that moment,” replied Hilda, "because you 
seemed to doubt God’s providence ” 

“We will talk of that another time,” said her fnend 
Just now it IS very dark to me ” 

On the left of the Piazza of the Campidogbo, as you 
face cityward, and at the head of the long and stately 
flight of steps descendmg from the Capitoline Hill to the 
level of lower Rome, there is a narrow lane or passage 
Into this the party of our friends now turned The path 
ascended a httle, and ran along under the walls of a 
palace, but soon passed through a gateway, and termi- 
nated in a small paved court-yard It was bordered by a 
low parapet 

The spot, for some reason or other, impressed them as 
exceedingly lonely On one side was the great height of 
the palace, with the moonshine falhng over it, and 
showing all the windows barred and shuttered Not a 
human eye could look down into the little court-yard, 
even if the seemingly deserted palace had a tenant On 
all other sides of its narrow compass there was nothmg 
but the parapet, which as it now appeared was built 
nght on the edge of a steep precipice Gazing from its 
imminent brow, the party beheld a crowded confusion 
of roofs spreadmg over the whole space between them 
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and the hne of hiUs that lay beyond the Tiber A long, 
misty wreath, ]ust dense enough to catch a htde of the 
moonshine, floated above the houses, midway towards 
the hilly hne, and showed the course of the unseen river 
Far away on the right, the moon gleamed on the dome 
of St Peter's as well as on many lesser and nearer domes 

“What a beautiful view of the cityl” exclaimed Hilda, 
“and I never saw Rome from this point before ’’ 

“It ought to afi^ord a good prospect,” said the sculp- 
tor, “for it was from this point — at least we are at liberty 
to think so, if we choose — that many a famous Roman 
caught his last ghmpse of his native city, and of all other 
earthly things This is one of the sides of the Tarpeian 
Rock Look over the parapet, and see what a sheer tum- 
ble there might sbll be for a traitor, in spite of the thirty 
feet of soil that have accumulated at the foot of the 
precipice ” 

They all bent over, and saw that the cliff fell perpen- 
dicularly downward to about the depth, or rather more, 
at which the tall palace rose m height above then heads 
Not that it was still the natural, shaggy front of the origi- 
nal precipice, for it appeared to be cased in ancient 
stone-work, through which the primeval rock showed its 
face here and there grimly and doubtfully Mosses grew 
on the slight projections, and httle shrubs sprouted out 
of the crevices, but could not much soften the stern as- 
pect of the cliff Brightly as the Italian moonhght fell 
a-down the height, it scarcely showed what portion of 
It was man’s work, and what was nature’s, but left it all 
m very much the same kind of ambiguity and half- 
knowledge in which antiquanans generally leave the 
identity of Roman remams 

The roofs of some poor-Iookmg houses, which had 
been built against the base and sides of the cliff, rose 
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nearly midway to the top, but from an angle of the para- 
pet there was a precipitous plunge straight downward 
into a stone-paved court 

“I prefer this to any other site as having been veritably 
the Traitor’s Leap,” said Kenyon, "because it was so con- 
venient to the Capitol It was an admirable idea of those 
stem old fellows to fling their pobtical criminals down 
from the very summit on which stood the Senate House 
and Jove's Temple, emblems of the institutions which 
they sought to violate It symbohzes how sudden was 
the fall in those days fiom the utmost height of ambition 
to its profoundest min ” 

“Come, come, it is rmdnight,” cried another artist, 
“too late to be morahzmg here We are hterally dream- 
ing on the edge of a precipice Let us go home ” 

"It IS time, indeed,” said Hilda 

The sculptor was not without hopes that he might 
be favored with the sweet charge of escorbng Hilda to 
the foot of her tower Accordingly, when the party pre- 
pared to turn back, he offered her his arm Hilda at first 
accepted it, but when they had partly threaded the pas- 
sage between the little court-yard and the Piazza del 
Campidogbo, she discovered that Miriam had remained 
behind 

“I must go back,” said she, withdrawing her arm from 
Kenyon’s, "but pray do not come with me Several times 
this evening I have had a fancy that Miriam had some- 
thing on her mind some sorrow or perplexity, which, 
perhaps, it would reheve her to tell me about No, no, 
do not turn back^ Donatello will be a sufficient guardian 
for Mmam and me ” 

Tbe sculptor was a good deal mortified, and perhaps 
a httle angry, but he knew Hilda’s mood of gentle de- 
cision and mdependence too well not to obey her He 
therefore suffered the fearless maiden to return alone 
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Meanwhile Miriam had not noticed the departure of 
the rest of the company, she remained on the edge of 
the precipice and Donatello along with her 

“It would be a fatal fall, still,” she said to herself, 
looking over the parapet, and shuddering as her eye 
measured the depth "Yes, surely yes! Even without the 
weight of an overburdened heart, a human body would 
fall heavily enough upon those stones to shake all its 
joints asunder How soon it would be over!” 

Donatello, of whose presence she was possibly not 
aware, now pressed closer to her side, and he, too, hke 
Miriam, bent over the low parapet and trembled vio- 
lently Yet he seemed to feel that perilous fascinabon 
which haunts the brow of precipices, tempting the un- 
wary one to fling himself over for the very horror of the 
thing, for, after drawing hastily back, he again looked 
down, thrusting himself out farther than before He then 
stood silent a brief space, struggling, perhaps, to make 
himself conscious of the historic associataons of the 
scene 

“What are you thinking of, Donatello?” asked Miriam 
“Who are they,” said he, looking earnestly in her face, 
“who have been flung over here in days gone by?” 

"Men that cumbered the world,” she rephed “Men 
whose lives were the bane of their fellow-creatures Men 
who poisoned the air, which is the common breath of 
all, for their own selfish purposes There was short work 
with such men m old Roman times Just m the moment 
of their triumph, a hand, as of an avenging giant, 
clutched them, and dashed the wretches down this prec- 
ipice ” 

“Was It well done?” asked the young man 
“It was well done,” answered Minam, “mnocent per- 
sons were saved by the destruction of a guilty one, who 
deserved his doom ” 
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While this brief conversation passed, Donatello had 
once or twice glanced aside with a watchful air, just as 
a hound may often be seen to take sidelong note of some 
suspicious object, while he gives his more direct atten- 
bon to something nearer at hand Miriam seemed now 
first to become aware of the silence that had followed 
upon the cheerful talk and laughter of a few moments 
before 

Looking round, she perceived that all her company 
of merry friends had retired, and Hilda, too, in whose 
soft and quiet presence she had always an indescnbable 
feeling of security All gone, and only herself and Dona- 
tello left hanging over the brow of the ominous prec- 
ipice 

Not so, however, not entirely alonel In the basement 
wall of the palace, shaded from the moon, there was a 
deep, empty niche, that had probably once contained a 
statue, not empty, either, for a figure now came forth 
from it and approached Miriam She must have had 
cause to dread some unspeakable evil from this strange 
persecutor, and to know that this was the very crisis of 
her calamity, for, as he drew near, such a cold, sick 
despair crept over her, that it impeded her breath, and 
benumbed her natural promptitude of thought Miriam 
seemed dreamily to remember falhng on her knees, but, 
m her whole recollection of that wild moment, she be- 
held herself as m a dim show, and could not well distin- 
guish what was done and sufiered, no, not even whether 
she were really an actor and sufferer in the scene 

Hilda, meanwhile, had separated herself from the 
sculptor, and turned back to rejom her friend At a dis- 
tance, she still heard the mirth of her late compamons, 
who were gomg down the cityward descent of the Cap- 
itohne Hill, they had set up a new stave of melody, m 
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which her own soft voice, as well as the powerful sweet- 
ness of Miriam’s, was sadly missed 

The door of the httle court-yard had swung upon its 
hinges, and partly closed itself Hilda (whose native 
gentleness pervaded all her movements) was quietly 
opening it, when she was startled, midway, by the noise 
of a struggle within, beginning and ending all in one 
breathless instant Along with it, or closely succeeding 
it, was a loud, fearful cry, which quivered upward 
through the air, and sank quivering downward to the 
earth Then, a silencel Poor Hilda had looked into the 
court-yard, and saw the whole quick passage of a deed, 
which took but that little time to grave itself m the 
eternal adamant 

The door of the court-yard swung slowly, and closed 
itself of its own accord Miriam and Donatello were now 
alone there She clasped her hands, and looked wildly at 
the young man, whose form seemed to have dilated, 
and whose eyes blazed with the fierce energy that had 
suddenly inspired him It had kindled him into a man, 
it had developed within him an intelligence which was 
no native characteristic of the Donatello whom we have 
heretofore known But that simple and joyous creature 
was gone forever 

"V^at have you done?" said Minam, in a horror- 
stricken whisper 

The glow of rage was still lund on Donatello's face, 
and now flashed out again from hlS eyes 

“I did what ought to be done to a traitor!” he replied 
“I did what your eyes bade me do, when I asked them 
with mine, as I held the wretch over the precipice!” 

These last words struck Minam hke a bullet Could it 
be so? Had her eyes provoked or assented to this deed? 
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She had not known it But, alas) looking back into the 
frenzy and turmoil of the scene just acted, she could not 
deny — she was not sure whether it might be so, or no — 
that a wild joy had flamed up in her heart, when she be- 
held her persecutor in his mortal peril Was it horror? — 
or ecstasy? — or both in one? Be the emotion what it 
might, it had blazed up more madly, when Donatello 
flung his victim off the cliff, and more and more, while 
his shriek went quivering downward With the dead 
thump upon the stones below, had come an unutterable 
horror 

“And my eyes bade you do itl” repeated she 
They both leaned over the parapet, and gazed down- 
ward as earnestly as if some inestimable treasure had 
fallen over, and were yet recoverable On the pavement, 
below, was a dark mass, lying in a heap, with little or 
nothing human m its appearance, except that the hands 
were stretched out, as if they might have clutched, for 
a moment, at the small square stones But there was no 
mobon m them now Miriam watched the heap of mor- 
tahty while she could count a hundred, which she took 
pains to do No stir, not a finger movedi 

“You have killed him, Donatello' He is quite deadl” 
said she “Stone deadl Would I were so, tool” 

“Did you not mean that he should die?” sternly asked 
Donatello, sbll in the glow of that intelligence which 
passion had developed in him “There was short time to 
weigh the matter, but he had his trial in that breath or 
two while I held him over the cliff, and his sentence m 
that one glance, when your eyes responded to mine' 
Say that I have slam him against your will — say that 
he died without your whole consent — and, in another 
breath, you shall see me lying beside him ” 

“Oh, neverl” cried Miriam “My one, own friend! 
Never, never, never'” 
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She turned to him — the guilty, blood-stained, lonely 
woman — she turned to her fellow-cnminal, the youth, 
so lately innocent, whom she had drawn into her doom 
She pressed him close, close to her bosom, with a chng- 
ing embrace that brought their two hearts together, till 
the horror and agony of each was combined into one 
emotion, and that a kind of rapture 

“Yes, Donatello, you speak the truth!” said she, “my 
heart consented to what you did We two slew yonder 
wretch The deed knots us together, for hme and eter- 
nity, hke the coil of a serpent!” 

They threw one other glance at the heap of death 
below, to assure themselves that it was there, so like a 
dream was the whole thing Then they turned from that 
fatal precipice, and came out of the court-yard, arm in 
arm, heart m heart Insbncbvely, they were heedful not 
to sever themselves so much as a pace or two from one 
another, for fear of the terror and deadly chill that would 
thenceforth wait for them in sohtude Their deed — the 
crime which Donatello wrought, and Miriam accepted 
on the instant — had wreathed itself, as she said, like a 
serpent, in inextricable hnks about both their souls, and 
drew them into one, by its terrible contractile power It 
was closer than a marriage-bond So intimate, in those 
first moments, was the union, that it seemed as if their 
new sympathy annihilated all other ties, and that they 
were released from the chain of humanity, a new sphere, 
a special law, had been created for them alone The 
world could not come near them, they were safe! 

When they reached the flight of steps leadmg down- 
ward from the Capitol, there was a far-off noise of sing- 
ing and laughter Swift, indeed, had been the rush of 
the cnsis that was come and gone! This was still the 
merriment of the party that had so recently been their 
companions They recognized the voices which, a httle 
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while ago, had accorded and sung in cadence with their 
own But they were famihar voices no more, they 
sounded strangely, and, as it were, out of the depths of 
space, so remote was all that pertained to the past hfe 
of these guilty ones, m the moral seclusion that had sud- 
denly extended itself around them But how close, and 
ever closer, did the breath of the immeasurable waste, 
that lay between them and all brotherhood or sister- 
hood, now press them one within the other! 

“O friend!” cried Miriam, so putting her soul into the 
word tliat it took a heavy richness of meaning, and 
seemed never to have been spoken before — “O friend, 
are you conscious, as I am, of this companionship that 
knits our heart-strings together?” 

"I feel It, Miriam,” said Donatello “We draw one 
breath, we hve one hfe'” 

“Only yesterday,” continued Miriam, “nay, only a 
short half-hour ago, I shivered in an icy sohtude No 
friendship, no sisterhood, could come near enough to 
keep the warmth within my heart In an instant, all is 
changed! There can be no more lonehness!” 

"None, Minaml” said Donatello 

“None, my beautiful one!” responded Mmam, gazing 
in his face, which had taken a higher, almost an heroic 
aspect, from the strength of passion “None, my innocent 
one' Surely, it is no crime that we have committed One 
wretched and worthless hfe has been sacrificed to ce- 
ment two other hves for evermore ” 

“For evermore, Miriam!” said Donatello, "cemented 
with his blood!” 

The young man started at the word which he had 
himself spoken, it may be that it brought home, to the 
simplicity of his imagmation, what he had not before 
dreamed of — the ever-increasing loathsomeness of a 
umon that consists m guilt Cemented with blood, which 
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would corrupt and grow more noisome forever and for- 
ever, but bind them none the less stnctly for that 
"Forget itl Cast it all behmd you'” said Miriam, de- 
tecbng, by her sympathy, the pang that was in his heart. 
“The deed has done its office, and has no eiastence any 
more ” 

They flung the past behmd them, as she counselled, 
or else distilled from it a fiery intoxicabon, which suf- 
ficed to carry them triumphantly through those first 
moments of their doom For, guilt has its moment of 
rapture too The foremost result of a broken law is ever 
an ecstabc sense of freedom And thus there exhaled 
upward (out of their dark sympathy, at the base of 
which lay a human corpse) a bhss, or an insamty, which 
the unhappy pair imagined to be well worth the sleepy 
mnocence that was forever lost to them 

As their spirits rose to the solemn madness of the occa- 
sion, they went onward — not stealthily, not fearfully — 
but with a stately gait and aspect Passion lent them (as 
it does to meaner shapes) its brief nobility of carnage 
They trod through the streets of Rome, as if they, too, 
were among the majesbc and guilty shadows, that, from 
ages long gone by, have haunted the blood-stained city 
And, at Miriam’s suggesbon, they turned aside, for the 
sake of treading lofbly past the old site of Pompey’s 
Forum 

“For there was a great deed done herel” she said — 
“a deed of blood like oursi Who knows, but we may 
meet the high and ever-sad fraternity of C®sar’s mur- 
derers, and exchange a salutabon?” 

“Are they our brethren, now?” asked Donatello, 

“Yes, all of them,” said Minam, “and many another, 
whom the world httle dreams of, has been made our 
brother or our sister, by what we have done within this 
hour!” 
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And, at the thought, she shivered Where, then, was 
the seclusion, the remoteness, the strange, lonesome 
Paradise, into which she and her one companion had 
been transported by their crime? Was there, indeed, no 
such refuge, but only a crowded thoroughfare and jos- 
tbng throng of criminals? And was it true, that whatever 
hand had a blood-stain on it — or had poured out poison 
— or strangled a babe at its birth — or clutched a grand- 
sire’s throat, he sleeping, and robbed him of his few last 
breaths — had now the right to offer itself in fellowship 
with their two hands^ Too certainly, that right existed 
It IS a terrible thought, that an individual wrong-doing 
melts into the great mass of human crime, and makes us 
— who dreamed only of our own httle separate sin — 
makes us guilty of the whole And thus Miriam and her 
lover were not an insulated pair, but members of an 
innumerable confraternity of guilty ones, all shuddering 
at each other 

“But not now, not yet,” she murmured to herself 
“Tonight, at least, there shall be no remorse'” 

Wandering without a purpose, it so chanced that they 
turned into a street, at one extremity of which stood 
Hilda’s tower There was a light in her high chamber, 
a hght, too, at the Virgin’s shrine, and the glimmer of 
these two was the loftiest light beneath the stars Miriam 
drew Donatello’s arm, to make him stop, and while they 
stood at some distance looking at Hilda’s wondow, they 
beheld her approach and throw it open She leaned far 
forth, and extended her clasped hands towards the sky. 

"The good, pure child! She is praying, Donatello,” 
said Miriam, with a kind of simple joy at witnessing the 
devoutness of her friend Then her own sin rushed upon 
her, and she shouted, with the rich strength of her voice, 
“Pray for us, Hilda, we need it!" 

Whether Hilda heard and recogmzed the voice we 
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cannot tell The window was immediately closed, and 
her form disappeared from behind the snowy curtain 
Minam felt this to be a token that the cry of her con- 
demned spirit was shut out of heaven. 

1860 




FROM "The Dolliver Romance” 

THE ELIXm OF LIFE 

“TJE SECRETI‘' and he kept his stern eye fixed 
AJ upon him, as the coach began to move 
“Be secret!” repeated the apothecary “I know not any 
secret that he has confided to me thus far, and as for 
his nonsense ( as I will be bold to style it now he is gone ) 
about a medicine of long hfe, it is a thing I forget in 
spite of myself, so very empty and trashy it is I wonder, 
by the by, that it never came into my head to give the 
Colonel a dose of the cordial whereof I partook last 
night I have no faith that it is a valuable medicine — ht- 
tie or none — and yet there has been an unwonted brisk- 
ness in me all the mommg ” 

Then a simple joy broke over his face — a flickering 
sunbeam among his wrinkles — as he heard the laughter 
of the little girl, who was r unnin g rampant with a kitten 
m the kitchen 

“Pansie! Pansie!” cackled he, “grandpapa has sent 
away the ugly man now Come, let us have a frohc in 
the garden ” 

And he whispered to himself agam, “That is a cordial 
yonder, and I will take it according to the prescnption. 
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knowing all the ingredients ” Then, after a moment s 
thought, he added, "All, save one ” 

So, as he had declared to himself his intention, that 
night, when httle Pansie had long been asleep, and his 
small household was m bed, and most of the quiet, old- 
fashioned townsfolk likewise, this good apothecary went 
into his laboratory, and took out of a cupboard in the 
wall a certain ancient-looking bottle, which was cased 
over with a net-work of what seemed to be woven silver, 
like the wicker-woven bottles of our days He had previ- 
ously provided a goblet of pure water Before opemng 
the bottle, however, he seemed to hesitate, and pon- 
dered and babbled to himself, having long since come 
to that period of life when the bodily frame, having lost 
much of its value, is more tenderly cared for than when 
it was a perfect and inestimable machme 

"I tnturated, I infused, I disblled it myself in these 
very rooms, and know it — know it all — all the ingredi- 
ents, save one They are common thmgs enough — com- 
fortaole things — some of them a httle queer — one or two 
that folks have a prejudice against — and then there is 
that one thing that I don’t know It is foohsh in me to 
be dallymg with such a mess, which I thought was a 
piece of quackery, while that strange visitor bade me 
do It — and yet, what a strength has come from itl He 
said It was a rare cordial, and, methinks, it has bright- 
ened up my weary life all day, so that Fansie has found 
me the fitter playmate And then the dose — it is so ab- 
surdly smalll I will try it agam " 

He took the silver stopple from the bottle, and with 
a pracbsed hand, temulous as it was with age, so that 
one would have thought it must have shaken the hquor 
into a perfect shower of misappLed drops, he dropped — 
1 have heard it said — only one single drop into the goblet 
of water It fell mto it with a dazzhng brightness, like 
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a spark of ruby flame, and subtly diffusing itself through 
the whole body of water, turned it to a rosy hue of great 
bnlhancy He held it up between his eyes and the hght, 
and seemed to admire and wonder at it 

“It is very odd,” said he, “that such a pure, bright 
hquor should have come out of a parcel of weeds that 
mingled their juices here The thing is a folly — it is one 
of those composibons m which the chemists — the caba- 
lists, perhaps — used to combine what they thought the 
virtues of many plants, thinking that something would 
result m the whole, which was not in either of them, and 
a new efficacy be created Whereas, it has been the 
teaching of my eicpenence that one virtue counteracts 
another, and is the enemy of it I never beheved the 
former theory, even when that strange madman bade 
me do It And what a thick, turbid matter it was, until 
that last ingredient — that powder which he put in with 
his own handl Had he let me see it, I would first have 
analy2ed it, and discovered its component parts The 
man was mad, undoubtedly, and this may have been 
poison But its effect is good Poh^ I wiU taste agam, 
because of this weak, argued, miserable state of mine, 
though it IS a shame in me, a man of decent skill in my 
way, to beheve m a quack’s nostrum But it is a comfort- 
able kind of thing ” 

Meantime, that single drop (for good Dr Dolhver had 
immediately put a stopper into the bottle) diffused a 
sweet odor through the chamber, so that the ordinary 
fragrances and scents of apothecaries’ stuff seemed to be 
controlled and influenced by it, and its bright potency 
also dispelled a certain dimness of the antiquated room 

The Doctor, at the pressure of a great need, had given 
incredible pains to the manufacture of this medicine, so 
that, reckonmg the pains rather than the mgredients 
(all except one, of which he was not able to estimate the 
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cost nor value), it was reaUy worth its weight in gold 
And, as it happened, he had bestowed upon it the hard 
labor of his poor life, and the time that was necessary 
for the support of his family, without return, for the 
customers, after playmg ofi this cruel joke upon the old 
man, had never come back, and now, for seven years, 
the bottle had stood in a comer of the cupboard To be 
sure, the silver-cased bottle was worth a trifle for its 
silver, and still more, perhaps, as an antiquarian knick- 
knack But, all things considered, the honest and simple 
apothecary thought that he might make free with the 
hquid to such small extent as was necessary for himself 
And there had been somethmg m the concoction that 
had struck him, and he had been fast breaking lately, 
and so, m the dreary fantasy and lonely recklessness of 
his old age, he had suddenly bethought himself of this 
medicine (cordial — as the strange man called it, which 
had come to him by long inheritance m his family) and 
he had determined to try it And again, as the night 
before, he took out the receipt — a roll of antique parch- 
ment, out of which, provokingly, one fold had been 
lost — and put on his spectacles to puzzle out the pas- 
sage 

Guttam unicam in aquam puram, two gills “If the 
Colonel should hear of this," said Dr Dolhver, “he might 
fancy it his nostrum of long life, and insist on having 
the bottle for his own use The foohsb, fierce old gentle- 
man I He has grown very earthly, of late, else he would 
not desire such a thing And a strong desire it must be 
to make him feel it desirable For my part, I only wish 
for something that, for a short time, may clear my eyes, 
so that I may see httle Pansies beauty, and quicken my 
ears, that I may hear her sweet voice, and give me nerve, 
while God keeps me here, that I may hve longer to earn 
bread for dear Pansie She provided for, I would gladly 
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he down yonder with Bessie and our children Ahl the 
vanity of desiring lengthened daysl — There! — have 
drunk it, and methinks its final, subtle flavor hath 
strange potency in it ” 

The old man shivered a httle, as those shiver who 
have just swallowed good liquor, while it is permeating 
their vitals Yet he seemed to be m a pleasant state of 
feeling, and, as was frequently the case with this simple 
soul, in a devout frame of mind He read a chapter in the 
Bible, and said his prayers for Pansie and himself, be- 
fore he went to bed, and had much better sleep than 
usually comes to people of his advanced age, for, at that 
period, sleep is diffused through their wakefulness, and 
a dim and tiresome half-perception through their sleep, 
so that the only result is weariness 

Nothing very extraordinary happened to Dr Dolliver 
or his small household for some time afterwards He was 
favored with a comfortable winter, and thanked Heaven 
for it, and put it to a good use { at least he intended it 
so) by concocting drugs, which perhaps did a httle 
towards peopling the graveyard, into which his windows 
looked, but that was neither his purpose nor his fault 
None of the sleepers, at all events, interrupted their 
slumbers to upbraid him He had done according to his 
own artless conscience and the recipes of hcensed phy- 
sicians, and he looked no further, but pounded, tritu- 
rated, infused, made electuanes, boluses, juleps, or 
whatever he termed his productions, with skill and dih- 
gence, thanking Heaven that he was spared to do so, 
when his contemporaries generally were getting inca- 
pable of similar efforts It struck him with some surpnse, 
but much gratitude to Providence, that his sight seemed 
to be growing rather better than worse He certamly 
could read the crabbed handwribng and hieroglyphics 
of the physicians with more readiness than he could a 
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year earlier But he had been originally near-sighted, 
with large, projecting eyes, and near-sighted eyes al- 
ways seem to get a new lease of hght as the years go on. 
One thing was perceptible about the Doctor’s eyes, not 
only to himself in fhe glass, but to everybody else, 
namely, that they had an unaccustomed gleaming bright- 
ness in them, not so very bright either, but yet so much 
so, that httle Pansie noticed it, and sometimes, m her 
playful, roguish way, chmbed up into his lap, and put 
both her small palms over them, telhng Grandpapa that 
he had stolen somebody else’s eyes, and given away his 
own, and that she bleed his old ones better The poor old 
Doctor did his best to smile through his eyes, and so to 
reconcile Pansie to their brightness but shll she con- 
bnually made the same silly remonstrance, so that he 
was fam to put on a pair of green spectacles when he 
was going to play with Pansie, or took her on his knee 
Nay, if he looked at her, as had always been his custom, 
after she was asleep, in order to see that all was well 
with her, the httle child would put up her hands, as if 
he held a light that was flashing on her eyeballs, and 
unless he turned away his gaze quickly, she would wake 
up in a fit of crying 

On the whole, the apothecary had as comfortable a 
time as a man of his years could expect The air of the 
house and of the old graveyard seemed to suit him 
What so seldom happens in man’s advancing age, his 
night’s rest did him good, whereas, generally, an old 
man wakes up ten times as nervous and dispirited as 
he went to bed, just as if, during his sleep he had been 
working harder than ever he did in the daytime It had 
been so with the Doctor himself till within a few 
months To be sure, he had latterly begun to practise 
various rules of diet and exercise, which commended 
themselves to his approbation He sawed some of his 



FROM "THE DOLLIVER ROMANCE” 531 
own fire-wood, and fancied that, as was reasonable, it 
fatigued him less day by day He took walks with Pansie, 
and though, of course, her httle footsteps, treadmg on 
the elastic air of childhood, far outstripped his own, still 
the old man knew that he was not beyond the recuper- 
ative period of hfe, and that exercise out of doors and 
proper food can do somewhat towards retarding the ap- 
proach of age He was mchned, also, to impute much 
good effect to a daily dose of Santa Cruz rum ( a liquor 
much in vogue in that day), which he was now in the 
habit of quafiBng at the meridian hour. All through the 
Doctor’s hfe he had eschewed strong spirits “But after 
seventy,” quoth old Dr Dolhver, “a man is all the bet- 
ter in head and stomach for a httle sbmulus”, and it 
certainly seemed so in his case Likewise, I know not 
precisely how often, but complying punctihously with 
the recipe, as an apothecary naturally would, he took 
his drop of the mystenous cordial 

He was mchned, however, to impute httle or no effi- 
cacy to this, and to laugh at himself for having ever 
thought otherwise The dose was so very minutel and he 
had never been sensible of any remarkable effect on 
taking it, after all A genial warmth, he sometimes fan- 
cied, diffused itself throughout him, and perhaps con- 
bnued during the next day A quiet and refreshing 
night’s rest followed, and alacritous waking m the morn- 
ing, but all this was far more probably owing, as has 
been aheady hinted, to excellent and well-considered 
habits of diet and exercise Nevertheless he still con- 
tinued the cordial with tolerable regularity — ^the more, 
because on one or two occasions, happening to omit it, 
it so chanced that he slept wretchedly, and awoke m 
strange aches and pains, torpors, nervousness, shaking 
of the hands, blearedness of sight, lowness of spirits and 
other ills, as is the misfortune of some old men — ^who 
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are often threatened by a thousand evil symptoms that 
come to nothing, foreboding no particular disorder, and 
passing away as unsatisfactorily as they come At an- 
other time, he took two or three drops at once, and was 
alarmingly feverish in consequence Yet it was very true, 
that the feverish symptoms were pretty sure to disap- 
pear on his renewal of the medicine “Sbll it could not 
l>e that,” thought the old man, a hater of empincism (in 
which, however, is contained all hope for man), and 
disinclined to believe in anything that was not accord- 
ing to rule and art And then, as aforesaid, the dose was 
so ridiculously small! 

Sometimes, however, he took, half laughingly, another 
view of It, and felt disposed to think that chance might 
really have thrown in his way a very remarkable mix- 
ture, by which, if it had happened to him earher in hfe, 
he might have amassed a larger fortune, and might even 
have raked together such a competency as would have 
prevented his feeling much uneasiness about the future 
of little Pansie Feeling as strong as he did nowadays, 
he might reasonably count upon ten years more of life, 
and m that time the precious liquor might be exchanged 
for much gold “Let us seel” quoth he, “by what attrac- 
tive name shall it be adverbsed? 'The old man’s cordial?’ 
That promises too httle Poh, pohl I would stain my 
honesty, my fair reputation, the accumulabon of a hfe- 
bme, and befool my neighbor and the public, by any 
name that would make them imagine I had found that 
ridiculous talisman that the alchemists have sought The 
old man’s cordial — that is best And five shiUings ster- 
hng the bottle That surely were not too costly, and 
would give the medicine a better reputabon and higher 
vogue (so foolish is the world) than if I were to put it 
lower I will think further of this But pshaw, pshawl” 
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“What IS the matter. Grandpapa,” said httle Pansie, 
who had stood by him, wishmg to speak to him at least 
a minute, but had been deterred by his absorption, “why 
do you say ‘Pshaw’?” 

“Pshaw!” repeated Grandpapa, "there is one ingredi- 
ent that I don’t know ” 

So this very hopeful design was necessarily given up, 
but that it had occurred to Dr Dolliver was perhaps a 
token that his mind was in a very vigorous state, for 
it had been noted of him through life, that he had little 
enterprise, httle activity, and that, for the want of these 
things, his very considerable skill in his art had been 
almost thrown away, as regarded his private affairs, 
when It might easily have led him to fortune Whereas, 
here m his extreme age, he had first bethought himself 
of a way to grow rich Somehmes this latter spring 
causes — as blossoms come on the autumnal tree — a spurt 
of vigor, or untimely greenness, when Nature laughs at 
her old child, half in kindness and half in scorn It is 
observable, however, I fancy, that after such a spurt, age 
comes on with redoubled speed, and that the old man 
has only run forward with a show of force, m order to 
fall into his grave the sooner 

Sometimes, as he was waDang briskly along the street, 
with httle Pansie clasping his hand, and perhaps frisking 
rather more than became a person of his venerable years, 
he had met the grim old wreck of Colonel Dabney, 
moving goutily, and gathering wrath anew with every 
touch of his painful foot to the ground, or driving by in 
his carnage, showing an ashen, angry, wrinkled face 
at the window, and frownmg at him — the apothecary 
thought — ^with a pecuhar fury, as if he took umbrage 
at his audacity in being less broken by age than a gentle- 
man hke himself The apothecary could not help feehng 
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as if there were some unsettled quarrel or dispute be- 
tween himself and the Colonel, he could not tell what 
or why The Colonel always gave him a haughty nod 
of half-recogmtion, and the people in the street, to 
whom he was a famihar object, would say, “The wor- 
shipful Colonel begins to find himself mortal like the 
rest of us He feels his years ” “He’d be glad, I warrant,” 
said one, "to change with you. Doctor It shows what 
difference a good hfe makes in men, to look at him and 
you You are half a score of years his elder, methinks, 
and yet look what temperance can do for a man By my 
credit, neighbor, seeing how brisk you have been lately, 
I told my wife you seemed to be growmg younger It 
does me good to see it We are about of an age, I thmk, 
and I like to notice how we old men keep young and 
keep one another in heart I myself — ahem — ahem — ^feel 
younger this season than for these five years past ” 

“It rejoices me that you feel so,” quoth the apothe- 
cary, who had just been thinking that this neighbor of 
his had lost a great deal, both m mind and body, within 
a short period, and rather scorned him for it “Indeed, 
I find old age less uncomfortable than I supposed Little 
Pansie and I make excellent companions for one an- 
other ” 

And then, dragged along by Pansies httle hand, and 
also impelled by a certam alacrity that rose with him 
m the mommg, and lasted till his healthy rest at mght, 
he bade farewell to his contemporary, and hastened on, 
while the latter, left behmd, was somewhat irritated as 
he looked at the vigorous movement of the apothecary’s 
legs 

“He need not make such a show of briskness neither,” 
muttered he to himself ‘This touch of rheumatism trou- 
bles me a bit just now, but try it on a good day, and I’d 
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walk with him for a shilhng Pshaw! I’ll walk to bis 
funeral yet ” 

One day, while the Doctor, with the activity that be- 
shrred itself in him nowadays, was muong and manu- 
facturing certain medicaments that came in frequent 
demand, a carriage stopped at his door, and he recog- 
mzed the voice of Colonel Dabney, talking in his cus- 
tomary stern tone to the woman who served him And, 
a moment afterwards, the coach drove away, and he 
actually heard the old dignitary lumbering up stairs, 
and bestowing a curse upon each particular step, as if 
that were the method to make them soften and become 
easier when he should come down again, ‘Tray, your 
worship,” said the Doctor from above, “let me attend 
you below stairs ” 

“No,” growled the Colonel, “I’ll meet you on your 
own ground I can chmb a stair yet, and be hanged to 
you ” 

So saying, he painfully finished the ascent, and came 
into the laboratory, where he let himself fall into the 
Doctor’s easy-chair, with an anathema on the chair, 
the Doctor, and himself, and, staring round through the 
dusk, he met the wide-open, startled eyes of htde Pansie, 
who had been reading a gilt picture-book in the corner 

"Send away that child, DoUiver,” cried the Colonel, 
angrily “Confound her, she makes my bones ache I 
hate everythmg young.” 

“Lord, Colonel,” the poor apothecary ventured to say, 
“there must be young people in the world as well as 
old ones T is my mind, a man’s grandchildren keep him 
warm round about him ” 

“I have none, and want none,” sharply responded 
the Colonel, "and as for young people, let me be one 
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of them, and they may exist, otherwise not It is a cursed 
bad arrangement of Ae world, that there are young and 
old here together ” 

When Pansie had gone away, which she did with 
anything but reluctance, having a natural anbpathy to 
this monster of a Colonel, the latter personage tapped 
with his crutch-handled cane on a chair that stood near, 
and nodded in an authontabve way to the apothecary 
to sit down in it Dr Dolhver complied submissively, 
and the Colonel, with dull, unkindly eyes, looked at him 
sternly, and with a kind of intelligence amid the aged 
stohdity of his aspect, that somewhat puzzled the Doc- 
tor In this way he surveyed him all over, hke a judge, 
when he means to hang a man, and for some reason or 
none, the apothecary felt his nerves shake, beneath this 
steadfast look 

“Ahal Doctorl” said the Colonel at last, with a doltish 
sneer, "you bear your years well ” 

"Decently weU, Colonel, I thank Providence for it,” 
answered the meek apothecary 

“I should say,” quoth the Colonel, “you are younger 
at this moment than when we spoke together two or 
three years ago I noted then that your eyebrows were 
a handsome snow-white, such as befits a man who has 
passed beyond his threescore years and ten, and five 
years more Why, they are getting dark again, Mr 
Apothecary ” 

“Nay, your worship must needs be mistaken there,” 
said the Doctor, with a timorous chuckle “It is many a 
year since I have taken a dehberate note of my wretched 
old visage in a glass, but I remember they were white 
when I looked last ” 

“Come, Doctor, I know a thing or two,” said the 
Colonel, with a bitter scoff, "and what’s this, you old 
rogue? Why, you’ve rubbed away a wnnkle since we 
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met Take off those infernal spectacles, and look me in 
the face Hal I see the devil m your eye How dare you 
let It shine upon me so?” 

"On my conscience. Colonel," said the apothecary, 
strangely struek with the coincidence of this accusabon 
with httle Pansie’s complaint, “I know not what you 
mean My sight is pretty well for a man of my age We 
near-sighted people begin to know our best eyesight, 
when other people have lost theirs ” 

"Ahl ahl old rogue,” repeated the insufferable Colo- 
nel, gnashing his ruined teeth at him, as if, for some 
incomprehensible reason, he wished to tear him to pieces 
and devour him "I know you You are taking the hfe 
away from me, villainl and I told you it was my in- 
heritance And I told you there was a Bloody Footstep, 
bearing its back down through my race ” 

“I remember nothing of it,” said the Doctor, in a 
quake, sure that the Colonel was in one of his mad fits 
‘‘And on the word of an honest man, I never wronged 
you m my life. Colonel” 

“We shall see,” said the Colonel, whose wrinkled 
visage grew absolutely temble with its hardness, and 
his dull eyes, without losing their dulness, seemed to 
look through him 

“Listen to me, sir Some ten years ago, there came 
to you a man on a secret busmess He had an old musty 
bit of parchment, on which were wntten some words, 
hardly legible, m an anbque hand — an old deed, it 
might have been — ^some family document, and here and 
there the letters were faded away But this man had 
spent his hfe over it, and he had made out the meamng, 
and he interpreted it to you, and left it with you, only 
there was one gap— one torn or obhterated place. Well, 
sir — and he bade you, with your poor little skill at the 
mortar, and for a certam sum — ample repayment for 
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such a service — to manufacture this medicine — this cor- 
dial It was an affair of months And just when you 
thought it finished, the man came again, and stood over 
your cursed beverage, and shook a powder, or dropped 
a lump mto it, or put in some ingredient, in which was 
all the hidden virtue — or, at least, it drew out all the 
hidden virtue of the mean and common herbs, and 
married them into a wondrous efficacy This done, the 
man bade you do certain other things with the potation, 
and went away” — the Colonel hesitated a moment — 
"and never came back agam.” 

"Surely, Colonel, you are correct,” said the apothe- 
cary, much startled, however, at the Colonel’s showing 
himself so well acquainted with an mcident which he 
had supposed a secret with himself alone Yet he had 
a httle reluctance in owmng it, although he did not ex- 
actly understand why, since the Colonel had, appar- 
ently, no rightful claim to it, at all events 

“That medicme, that receipt,” continued his visitor, 
"is my hereditary property, and I challenge you, on your 
penl, to give it up ” 

"But what if the original owner should call upon me 
for it,” objected Dr. Dolhver 

“I’ll warrant you against that,” said the Colonel, and 
the apothecary thought there was something ghastly in 
his look and tone “Why, ’t is ten year, you old fool, and 
do you think a man with a treasure hke that in his pos- 
session would have waited so long''” 

“Seven years it was ago,” said the apothecary “Sep- 
tem annis passatis so says the Latin ” 

“Curse your Latin,” answers the Colonel “Produce 
the stuff You have been violating the first rule of your 
trade — taking your own drugs — ^your own, in one sense, 
mme by the right of three hundred years Brmg it forth, 
I sayl” 
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“Pray excuse me, worthy Colonel,” pleaded the apoth- 
ecary, for though convinced that the old gentleman was 
only in one of his insane fits, when he talked of the 
value of this concoction, yet he really did not bke to 
give up the cordial, which perhaps had wrought him 
some benefit Besides, he had at least a claim upon it for 
much trouble and skill expended in its composition This 
he suggested to the Colonel, who scornfully took out of 
his pocket a net-work purse, with more golden guineas 
in it than the apothecary had seen in the whole seven 
years, and was rude enough to fling it in his face “Take 
that,” thundered he, "and give up the thing, or I will 
have you in prison before you are an hour older Nay,” 
he continued, growing pale, which was his mode of 
showing terrible wrath, since all through hfe, till ex- 
treme age quenched it, his ordinary face had been a 
blazing red, "111 put you to death, you villain, as I’ve 
a right'” And thnisting his hand into his waistcoat- 
pocket, lo! the madman took a small pistol from it, which 
he cocked, and presented at the poor apothecary The 
old fellow quaked and cowered m his chair, and would 
indeed have given his whole shopful of better concocted 
medicines than this, to be out of this danger Besides, 
there were the guineas, the Colonel had paid him a 
princely sum for what was probably worth nothing 
“Holdl holdl” cried he as the Colonel, with stem eye 
pointed the pistol at his head “You shall have it ” 

So he rose all trembhng, and crept to that secret 
cupboard, where the precious bottle — since precious it 
seemed to be — ^was reposited In all his hfe, long as it 
had been, the apothecary had never before been threat- 
ened by a deadly weapon, though many as deadly a 
thing had he seen poured into a glass, without winlong 
And so It seemed to take his heart and hfe away, and he 
brought the cordial forth feebly, and stood tremulously 
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before the Colonel, ashy pale, and looking ten years 
older than his real age, instead of five years younger, 
as he had seemed just before this disastrous mterview 
with the Colonel 

"You look as if you needed a drop of it yourself,” 
said Colonel Dabney, with a great scorn "But not a drop 
shall you have Aheady have you stolen too much,” said 
he, hfting up the bottle, and marking the space to which 
the hquor had subsided in it in consequence of the 
minute doses with which the apothecary had made free 
"Fool, had you taken your glass hke a man, you might 
have been young again Now, creep on, the few months 
you have left, poor, torpid knave, and die! Come — a 
goblet! quick!” 

He clutched the bottle meanwhile voraciously, mi- 
serly, eagerly, funously, as if it were his hfe that he held 
in his grasp, angry, impabent, as if something long 
sought were within his reach, and not yet secure — ^with 
longing thirst and desire, suspicious of the world and 
of fate, feeling as if an iron hand were over him, and 
a crowd of violent robbers round about him, struggling 
for It. At last, unable to wait longer, just as the apothe- 
cary was tottering away in quest of a drmking-glass, the 
Colonel took out the stopple, and hfted the flask itself 
to his bps 

"For Heaven’s sake, no!” cried the Doctor. “The dose 
is one single drop! — one drop. Colonel, one drop!” 

"Not a drop to save your wretched old soul," re- 
sponded the Colonel, probably thinking that the apothe- 
cary was pleading for a small share of the precious liq- 
uor He put it to his lips, and, as if quenching a hfelong 
thirst, swallowed deep draughts, sucking it in with des- 
peration, till, void of breath, he set it down upon the 
table The nch, poignant perfume spread itself through 
the air. 
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The apothecary, with an instinctive carefulness that 
was rather ludicrous under the circumstances, caught 
up the stopper, which the Colonel had let fall, and 
forced it mto the bottle to prevent any further escape of 
virtue. He then fearfully watched the result of the mad- 
man’s potation 

The Colonel sat a moment m his chair, panbng for 
breath, then started to his feet with a prompt vigor that 
contrasted widely with the infirm and rheumabc move- 
ments that had heretofore characterized him He struck 
his forehead violendy with one hand, and smote his 
chest with the other he stamped his foot thunderously 
on the ground, then he leaped up to the ceihng, and 
came down with an elastic bound Then he laughed, a 
wild, exultmg hal hal with a strange triumphant roar 
that filled the bouse and reechoed dirough it, a sound 
fuU of fierce, ammal rapture — enjoyment of sensual hfe 
mixed up with a sort of horror. After all, real as it was. 
It was like the sounds a man makes in a dream And 
this, while the potent draught seemed stdl to be making 
its way through his system, and the frightened apothe- 
cary thought that he intended a revengeful onslaught 
upon himself Finally, he uttered a loud unearthly 
screech, in the midst of which his voice broke, as if some 
unseen hand were throtthng hun, and, starting forward, 
he fought frantically, as if he would clutch the life that 
was being rent away — and fell forward with a dead 
thump upon the floor. 

“Colonel! Colonel!” cned the terrified Doctor. 

The feeble old man, with difficulty, turned over the 
heavy frame, and saw at once, with practised eye, that 
he was dead. He set him up, and the corpse looked at 
him with angry reproach He was so startled, that his 
subsequent recollections of the moment were neither 
distinct nor steadfast, but he fancied, though he told 
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the strange impression to no one, that on his first ghmpse 
of the face, with a dark flush of what looked like rage 
still upon it, it was a young man’s face that he saw — 
a face with all the passionate energy of early manhood — 
the capacity for furious anger which the man had lost 
half a century ago, crammed to the brim with vigor tiU 
it became agony But the next moment, if it were so 
(which It could not have been), the face grew ashen, 
withered, shrunken, more aged than in hfe, though still 
the murderous fierceness remamed, and seemed to be 
petrified forever upon it 
Written 1863-64 
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Editor's Note 

Although Hawthorne was almost always silent when 
among strangers, he was a voluble person when left to 
his own company He conducted, so it seems, an endless 
unspoken conversahon, a monologue addressed by one 
self to another of his selves, as if he were addressing 
the pubhc at large When new ideas for stories occurred 
to him, they were rolled over and over in that stream 
of silent words, until they were smoothed and rounded 
hke pebbles by the waves Many but not all of the ideas 
— since we hear of others from the few fnends in whom 
he confided — ^were jotted down in his notebooks, one 
at a time in the midst of other observations, or some- 
hmes, in his fruitful periods, a dozen or more on the 
same day 

It would be a mistake to judge Hawthorne’s plots 
and projects by their bareness of outhne as we find them 
in his journals He was notmg them down, not for a 
future pubhc, but merely as a reminder to himself that 
he should continue thinkmg about them “Much may be 
made of this idea,” he would say, or agam, "It might be 
made emblematical of something " The best of the ideas 
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were then returned to his inner monologue, there to be 
further pohshed and umted with other ideas into a sort 
of aggregate, which was polished in its turn When he 
came to write the stones, he seems to have made few 
changes in manuscnpt, most of his work had been com- 
pleted while he was pacing back and forth under the 
Concord pines 

In the following bnef selections from his Amencan 
notebooks will be found the seeds or kernels of a dozen 
stories he wrote after 1835, together with a number of 
themes and observations that went into his first three 
novels Here too are the germs of many other tales and 
romances that were never set down on paper, although 
some of them came to be fully elaborated in his mind. 
The notion somehow persists that Hawthorne’s was a 
meager talent, having its own thin integrity but lacking 
m variety or scope It is of course true that he had little 
knowledge of the practical world, at least in his early 
years, so that some of his tales lacked earthly substance, 
but he showed a continual rich inventiveness m plots 
and situations and angles for approaching them His 
notebooks are additional proof of something we know 
from other sources that his pubhshed work is only a 
segment of what he was prepared to write 

The selections are drawn from two sources Mrs 
Hawthorne pubhshed a book of Passages from the Amer- 
ican Notebooks m 1868, making a great many changes 
m the text m order to present her late husband m the 
most favorable hght and to satisfy the wish for a sort of 
bloodless refinement that prevailed in the years after the 
Civil War The notebooks themselves were finally ac- 
quired by the Morgan Library, and m 1932 Randall 
Stewart pubhshed a faithful transcription of the text, 
this I have followed wherever possible But one or more 
of the notebooks had been lost m the intervemng years. 
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and for the entries they contained I have been forced 
to follow Mrs Hawthorne’s version. 


The American Notebooks 


1835 

A HINT of a story — ^some incident which should 
bring on a general war, and the chief actor in the 
incident to have something corresponding to the mis- 
chief he had caused. 

A sketch to be given of a modem reformer — a type 
of the extreme doctrmes on the subject of slaves, cold 
water, and other such topics He goes about the streets 
haranguing most eloquently, and is on the point of mak- 
ing many converts, when his labors are suddenly in- 
terrupted by the appearance of the keeper of a mad- 
house, whence he has escaped Much may be made of 
this idea 

A change from a gay young girl to an old woman, 
the melancholy events, the effects of which have clus- 
tered around her character, and gradually imbued it 
with their influence, hll she becomes a lover of sick- 
chambers, taking pleasure in receiving dying breaths 
and in laying out the dead, also having her imnd full 
of funeral reminiscences, and possessing more acquaint- 
ances beneath the burial turf than above it 

A well-concerted train of events to be thrown into 
confusion by some misplaced circumstance, unsuspected 
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till the catastrophe, yet exerting its influence from be- 
ginning to end 

The world is so sad and solemn, that things meant in 
jest are hable, by an overpowering influence, to become 
dreadful earnest — gayly dressed fantasies turning to 
ghostly and black-clad images of themselves 

A story, the hero of which is to be represented as 
naturally capable of deep and strong passion, and look- 
ing forward to the time when he shall feel passionate 
love, which is to be the great event of his existence But 
it so chances that he never falls in love, and although he 
gives up the expectation of so doing, and marries calmly, 
yet it IS somewhat sadly, with senhments merely of 
esteem for his bride The lady might be one who had 
loved him early in hfe, but whom then, in his expecta- 
tion of passionate love, he had scorned 

The scene of a story or sketch to be laid within the 
hght of a street-lantern, the tune, when the lamp is 
near going out, and the catastrophe to be simultaneous 
with the last flickering gleam 

Two persons might be bitter enemies through hfe, 
and mutually cause the ruin of one another, and of all 
that were dear to them Finally, meeting at the funeral 
of a grandchild, the offspring of a son and daughter 
married without their consent — and who, as well as the 
child, had been the victims of their hatred — they might 
discover that the supposed ground of the quarrel was 
altogether a mistake, and then be wofully reconciled 


The story of a man, cold and hard-hearted, and ac- 
knowledging no brotherhood with mankind At his death 
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they might try to dig him a grave, but, at a httle space 
beneath the ground, strike upon a rock, as if the earth 
refused to receive the unnatural son into her bosom. 
Then they would put him into an old sepulchre, where 
the coffins and corpses were all turned to dust, and so 
he would be alone Then the body would petrify, and 
he having died m some charactenstic act and expres- 
sion, he would seem, through endless ages of death, to 
repel society as m Me, and no one would be buned in 
that tomb forever 

In an old house, a mysterious knocking might be 
heard on the wall, where had formerly been a doorway, 
now bricked up. 

A young man to win the love of a girl, without any 
serious mtenbons, and to find that in that love, which 
might have been the greatest blessing of his life, he had 
conjured up a spirit of mischief which pursued him 
throughout his whole career — and this without any re- 
vengeful purposes on the part of the deserted girl 

Two lovers, or other persons, on the most private 
business, to appoint a meeting in what they supposed 
to be a place of the utmost solitude, and to find it 
thronged with people 

To make one’s own reflection m a mirror the subject of 
a story 

In a dream to wander to some place where may be 
heard the complamts of all the miserable on earth 

A person to consider himself as the prune mover of 
certain remarkable events, but to discover that his ac- 
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tions have not contributed in the least thereto Another 

person to be the cause, without suspecting it. 

A person or family long desires some particular good 
At last It comes in such profusion as to be the greatest 
pest of their hves 

A person to be writing a tale, and to find that it shapes 
itself against his intentions, that the characters act other- 
wise than he thought, that unforeseen events occur, and 
a catastrophe comes which he strives in vain to avert 
It might shadow forth his own fate — ^he having made 
himself one of the personages 

Four precepts To break off customs, to shake off 
spirits ill-disposed, to meditate on youth, to do nothing 
against one’s gemus. 

1836 

In this dismal chamber fame was won ( Salem, Union 
Street ) 

The race of mankind to be swept away, leaving all 
their cities and works Then another human pair to be 
placed in the world, with nabve mteUigence hke Adam 
and Eve, but knowing nothmg of their predecessors or 
of their own nature and destiny They, perhaps, to be 
described as working out this knowledge by their sym- 
pathy with what they saw, and by their own feehngs 

A snake taken mto a man’s stomach and nourished 
there from fifteen years to thirty-five, tormentmg him 
most horribly A type of envy or some other evil passion 


A new classificabon of society to be insbtuted In- 
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Stead of rich and poor, high and low, they are to be 
classed — First, by their sorrows, for instance, whenever 
there are any, whether in fair mansion or hovel, who are 
mourning the loss of relations and friends, and who wear 
black, whether the cloth be coarse or superfine, they are 
to make one class Secondly, all who have the same 
maladies, whether they he under damask canopies or on 
straw pallets or in the wards of hospitals, they are to 
form one class Thirdly, all who are guilty of the same 
sins, whether the world knows them or not, whether 
they languish in prison, looking forward to the gallows, 
or walk honored among men, they also form a class 
Then proceed to generahze and classify the whole world 
together, as none can claim utter exemption from either 
sorrow, sin or disease, and if they could, yet Death, hke 
a great parent, comes and sweeps them all through one 
darksome portal — all his children 

Fortune to come hke a pedlar with his goods — as 
wreaths of laurel, diamonds, crowns, selling them, but 
asking for them the sacrifice of health, of integrity, per- 
haps of life in the battlefield, and of the real pleasures 
of existence Who would buy, if the price were to be 
paid down? 

The various guises under which Ruin makes his ap- 
proaches to his victims to the merchant, in the guise of 
a merchant offering speculations, to the young heir, a 
jolly compamon, to the maiden, a sighing, sentimentahst 
lover 

To think, as the sun goes down, what events have 
happened in the course of the day— events of ordinary 
occurrence as, the clocks have struck, the dead have 
been buried 
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A recluse, Lke myself, or a prisoner, to measure tune 
by the progress of sunshine through his chamber 

Famel Some very humble persons in a town may be 
said to possess it — as, the penny-post, the town-cner, 
the constable — and they are known to everybody, while 
many richer, more mteUectual, worthier persons are un- 
known by the majority of their fellow-citizens Some- 
thing analogous in the world at large 

To picture a virtuous family, the different members 
examples of vutuous dispositions in their way, then in- 
troduce a vicious person, and trace out the relations 
that arise between him and them, and the manner in 
which all are affected 

What would a man do, if he were compelled to hve 
always in the sultry heat of society, and could never 
bathe himself m cool sohtude? 

A girl’s lover to be slain and buried in her flower- 
garden, and the earth levelled over him That particular 
spot, which she happens to plant with some pecuhar 
variety of flowers, produces them of admuable splendor, 
beauty, and perfume, and she delights, with an inde- 
scribable impulse, to wear them in her bosom, and scent 
her chamber with them Thus the classic fantasy would 
be reahzed, of dead people transformed to flowers 

To show the effect of gratified revenge As an m- 
stance, merely, suppose a woman sues her lover for 
breach of promise, and gets the money by instalments, 
through a long senes of years At last, when the nusera- 
ble victim were utterly trodden down, the triumpher 
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would have become a very devil of evil passions — they 
having overgrown his whole nature, so that a far greater 
evil would have come upon himself than on his victim 

Our body to be possessed by two difiFerent spirits, so 
that half of the visage shall express one mood, and the 
other half another 

A nch man left by will his mansion and estate to a 
poor couple They remove into it, and find there a dark- 
some servant, whom they are forbidden by will to turn 
away He becomes a torment to them, and, in the finale, 
he turns out to be the former master of the estate 

Two persons to be expecting some occurrence, and 
watching for the two principal actors in it, and to find 
that the occurrence is even then passing, and that they 
themselves are the two actors 

There is evil in every human heart, which may re- 
main latent, perhaps, through the whole of life, but cir- 
cumstances may rouse it to activity To imagine such 
circumstances A woman, tempted to be false to her 
husband, apparently through mere whim — or a young 
man to feel an instinctive thirst for blood, and to comimt 
murder 

The good deeds in an evil hfe— the generous, noble, 
and excellent actions done by people habitually wicked 
— to ask what is to become of them 

A sabrical article might be made out of the idea of 
an imagmary museum, contaming such articles as Aar- 
on’s rod, the petticoat of General Hawion, the pistol 
with which Benton shot Jackson — and then a diorama. 
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consisting of pobtical or other scenes and done in wax- 
work The idea is to be wrought out and extended Per- 
haps it might be the museum of a deceased old man. 

An article on fire, on smoke Diseases of the mmd and 
soul — even more common than bodily diseases 

1837 

A young man and girl meet together, each in search 
of a person to be known by some peculiar sign They 
watch and wait a great while for that person to pass At 
last some casual circumstance discloses that each is the 
one that the other is waibng for Moral — that what we 
need for our happiness is often close at hand, if we knew 
but how to seek for it 

The journal of a human heart for a single day in 
ordinary circumstances The hghts and shadows that flit 
across it, its mtemal vicissitudes 

Distrust to be thus exemphfied Various good and 
desirable things to be presented to a young man, and 
offered to his acceptance — as a friend, a wife, a fortune, 
but he to refuse them all, suspecting that it is merely a 
delusion Yet all to be real, and he to be told so, when 
too late 

A man tries to be happy in love, he cannot sincerely 
give his heart, and the affair seems all a dream In do- 
meshc hfe, the same, in pohtics, a seeming patriot, but 
stdl he IS sincere, and all seems hke a theatre 

An idle man’s pleasures and occupations and thoughts 
during a day spent by the sea-shore among them, that 
of sitting on top of a cliff, and throwing stones at his 
own shadow, far below. 
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To well consider the characters of a family of persons 
in a certain condition — m poverty, for instance — and 
endeavor to judge how an altered condition would af- 
fect the character of each 

A person conscious that he was soon to die, the humor 
m which he would pay his last visit to familiar persons 
and things 

A person to be m the possession of something as 
perfect as mortal man has a right to demand, he tries to 
make it better, and rums it enbrely 

A person to spend all his life and splendid talents in 
trying to achieve something naturally impossible — as to 
make a conquest over Nature 

Meditations about the mam gas-pipe of a great city 
— if the supply were to be stopped, what would happen? 
How many different scenes it sheds hght on? It might 
be made emblematical of something 

Insincerity m a man’s own heart must make all his 
enjoyments, all that concerns him, unreal, so that his 
whole life must seem like a merely dramatic represen- 
tation And this would be the case, even though he were 
surrounded by true-hearted relatives and friends. 

A story to show how we are all wronged and wrongers, 
and avenge one another 

A man hvmg a wicked life m one place, and simul- 
taneously a virtuous and religious one m another. 
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An ornament to be worn about the person of a lady — 
as a jewelled heart After many years, it happens to be 
broken or unscrewed, and a poisonous odor comes out 

A company of persons to drink a certain medicinal 
preparation, which would prove a poison, or the con- 
trary, according to their different characters 

A cloud in the shape of an old woman kneehng, with 
arms extended towards the moon 

An old looking-glass Somebody finds out the secret 
of making all the images that have been reflected in it 
pass back again across its surface 

Men of cold passions have quick eyes 

A virtuous but giddy girl to attempt to play a tnck 
on a man He sees what she is about, and contrives mat- 
ters so that she throws herself completely into his power, 
and is ruined — all m jest 

A dreadful secret to be communicated to several peo- 
ple of various characters — grave or gay, and they all to 
become insane, according to their characters, by the m- 
fluence of the secret 

Stories to be told of a certain person’s appearance m 
public, of his having been seen in various situations, 
and of his making visits in private circles, but finally, 
on looking for this person, to come upon his old grave 
and mossy tombstone 

The influence of a pecubar mind, m close communica- 
tions with another, to drive the latter to insamty 
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1838 

The situation of a man in the midst of a crowd, yet 
as completely in the power of another, life and all, as 
if they two were in the deepest sohtude 

A senes of strange, mysterious, dreadful events to 
occur, wholly destructive of a person’s happiness He 
to impute them to various persons and causes, but ulti- 
mately finds that he is himself the sole agent Moral, 
that our welfare depends on ourselves 

The strange incident m the court of Charles IX, of 
France he and five other maskers being attired in coats 
of hnen covered with pitch and bestuck with flax to 
represent hairy savages They entered the hall dancing, 
the five being fastened together, and the king m front 
By accident the five were set on fire with a torch Two 
were burned to death on the spot, two afterwards died, 
one fled to the buttery, and jumped into a vessel of 
water It might be represented as the fate of a squad 
of dissolute men 

Mem — On the road to Northampton, we passed a 
tame crow, which was sitting on the peak of a barn This 
crow flew down from its perch, and followed us a con- 
siderable distance, hopping along the road, and flying, 
with Its great black flapping wings, from post to post of 
the fence, or from tree to tree The driver said, perhaps 
correctly, that the crow had scented some salmon which 
was in a basket under the seat, and that this was the 
secret of his pursuing us This would be a terrific inci- 
dent, if It were a dead body that the crow scented, in- 
stead of a basket of salmon Suppose, for instance, a 
coach traveling along — that one of the passengers sud- 
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denly died — and that one of the indications of his death 

was the deportment of the crow 

A steam engine in a factory to be supjiosed to possess 
a mahgnant spirit, it catches one man’s arm, and pulls 
It off, seizes another by the coat-tails, and almost grap- 
ples him bodily, catches a girl by the hair, and scalps 
her, and finally draws a man, and crushes him to death 

AU the dead that had ever been drowned in a certain 
lake to arise 

An autumnal feature — boys had swept together the 
fallen leaves from the elms along the street in one huge 
pile, and had made a hollow, nest-shaped, in this pile, 
in which three or four of them lay curled, hke young 
birds 

Character of a man who, in himself and his external 
circumstances, shall be equally and totally false his 
fortune resting on baseless credit — his patriotism as- 
sumed — his domestic affecbons, his honor and honesty, 
all a sham His own misery in the midst of it — it making 
the whole universe, heaven and earth alike, an unsub- 
stantial mockery to him 

Dr Johnson’s penance in Utoxeter Market A man 
who does penance in what might appear to lookers-on 
the most glorious and triumphal circumstance of his hfe 
Each circumstance of the career of an apparently suc- 
cessful man to be a penance and torture to him on 
account of some fundamental error in early hfe 

A person to catch fire-flies, and try to kmdle his house- 
hold fire with them It would be symbohcal of some- 
thing 
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A person, while awake and m the business of life, to 
think highly of another, and place perfect confidence m 
him, but to be troubled with dreams in which this seem- 
ing friend appears to act the part of a most deadly 
enemy Finally it is discovered that the dream-character 
IS the true one The explanabon would be — the soul’s 
instinctive perception 

Pandora’s box for a child’s story 

Moonlight is sculpture, sunlight is painting 

H L C heard from a French Canadian a story 

of a young couple in Acadie On their marriage day, all 
the men of the Province were summoned to assemble 
in the church to hear a proclamation When assembled, 
they were all seized and shipped off to be distributed 
through New England — among them the new bride- 
groom His bnde set off in search of him — wandered 
about New England all her lifetime, and at last, when 
she was old, she found her bridegroom on his death-bed 
The shock was so great that it killed her likewise ^ 

1839 

When scattered clouds are resting on the bosoms of 
hills, it seems as if one might climb into the heavenly 
region, earth being so intermixed with sky, and gradu- 
ally transformed into it 

A stranger, dying, is buried, and after many years 
two strangers come in search of his grave, and open it 


^ This IS of course the plot of ‘‘Evangeline " Hawthorne turned it 
over to Longfellow, saying that his friend could make better use of 
It— Ed 
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The strange sensation of a person who feels himself an 
object of deep mterest, and close observation, and vari- 
ous construcbon of all his actions, by another person 

A very fanciful person, when dead, to have his burial 
m a cloud 

"A story there passeth of an Indian king that sent 
unto Alexander a fair woman, fed with aconite and other 
poisons, with this intent either by converse or copula- 
tion complexionally to destroy him !” — Sir T Browne 

A mortal symptom for a person being to lose his own 
aspect and to take the family hneaments, which were 
hidden deep m the healthful visage Perhaps a seeker 
might thus recogmze the man he had sought, after long 
intercourse with him unknowingly 

To have ice in one’s blood 

To make a story of all strange and impossible things 
— as the Salamander, the Phoenix 

The semblance of a human face to be formed on the 
side of a mountain, or in the fracture of a small stone, 
by a lusus naturae The face is an object of curiosity for 
years or centunes, and by and by a boy is bom, whose 
features gradually assume the aspect of that portrait 
At some critical juncture, the resemblance is found to 
be perfect A prophecy may be connected 

A person to be the death of his beloved in tiymg to 
raise her to more than mortal perfection, yet this should 
be a comfort to him for having aimed so highly and 
hohly 
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1840-1841 

A man, unknown, conscious of temptation to secret 
crimes, puts up a note in church, desiring the prayers 
of the congregabon for one so tempted 

Some most secret thmg, valued and honored between 
lovers, to be hung up m public places, and made the 
subject of remark by the city — remarks, sneers, and 
laughter 

To represent a man as spending Lfe and the intensest 
labor in the accomphshment of some mechanical trifle 
— as in making a miniature coach to be drawn by fleas, 
or a dinner-service to be put mto a cherry-stone 

A bonfire to be made of the gallows and of all symbols 
of evil 

The love of posterity is a consequence of the necessity 
of death If a man were sure of hving forever here, he 
would not care about his ofi^spring 

A phantom of the old royal governors, or some such 
shadowy pageant, on the night of the evacuabon of 
Boston by the British 

Selfishness is one of the quahbes apt to inspire love 
This might be thought out at great length 

To symbolize moral or spiritual disease by disease of 
the body, thus, when a person committed any sm, it 
might cause a sore to appear on the body, this to be 
wrought out 
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A man with the right perception of things — a feeling 
within him of what is true and what is false It might 
be symbolized by the tahsman, with which, m fairy 
tales, an adventurer was enabled to distinguish enchant- 
ments from reahties 

1842-1843 

Some man of powerful character to command a per- 
son, morally subjected to him, to perform some act The 
commanding person to suddenly die, and, for all the 
rest of his hfe, the subjected one continues to perform 
that act 

To trace out the influence of a frightful and disgrace- 
ful crime, in debasing and destroying a character nat- 
urally high and noble — the guilty person being alone 
conscious of the crime 

A man to swallow a small snake — and it to be a sym- 
bol of cherished sin 

Questions as to unsettled points of History, and Mys- 
teries of Nature, to be asked of a mesmerized person 

A gush of violets along a wood-path 

Imaginary diseases to be cured by impossible reme- 
dies — as, a dose of the Grand Elixir, in the yolk of a 
Phoenix’s egg The diseases may be either moral or 
physical. 

A Father Confessor — his reflections on character, and 
the contrast of the inward man with the outward, as he 
looks round on his congregabon — all whose secret sms 
are known to him 
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A person with an ice-cold hand — ^his right hand, 
which people ever afterwards remember, when once 
they have grasped it 

A physician for the cure of moral diseases 

The case quoted in Combe’s Physiology, from Pinel, 
of a young man of great talents and profound knowledge 
of chemistry, who had m view some new discovery of 
importance In order to put his mind into the highest 
possible activity, he shut himself up, for several succes- 
sive days, and used various methods of excitement, he 
had a singing girl with him, he drank spirits, smelled 
penetrating odors, sprinkled cologne-water round the 
room &c &c Eight days thus passed, when he was 
seized with a fit of frenzy, which terminated m mama 

A stray leaf from the book of Fate, picked up in the 
street 

A moral philosopher to buy a slave, or otherwise get 
possession of a human being, and to use him for the 
sake of experiment, by trying the operation of a certain 
vice on him 

When the reformation of the world is complete, a fire 
shall be made of the gallows, and the Hangman shall 
come and sit down by it, in sohtude and despair To 
him shall come the Last Thief, the Last Prostitute, the 
Last Drunkard, and other representatives of past crime 
and vice, and they shall hold a dismal merry-making, 
quaffing the contents of the Drunkard’s last Brandy 
Bottle 
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The human Heart to be allegorized as a cavern, at 
the entrance there is sunshine, and flowers growing 
about it You step within, but a short distance, and begin 
to find yourself surrounded with a terrible gloom, and 
monsters of divers kinds, it seems like HeU itself You 
are bewildered, and wander long without hope At last 
a hght strikes upon you You peep towards it, and find 
yourself in a region that seems, in some sort, to repro- 
duce the flowers and sunny beauty of the entrance, but 
all perfect These are the depths of the heart, or of 
human nature, bright and peaceful, the gloom and ter- 
ror may he deep, but deeper still is the eternal beauty 

Madame Calderon de la B[arca] (in Life in Mexico) 
speaks of persons who have been inoculated with the 
venom of rattlesnakes, by pricking them in various 
places with the tooth These persons are thus secured 
forever after against the bite of any venomous repble 
They have the power of calhng snakes, and feel great 
pleasure in playing with and handhng them Their own 
bite becomes poisonous to people not inoculated in the 
same manner Thus a part of the serpent’s nature ap- 
pears to be transfused into them 

A young girl inherits a family grave-yard — that being 
all that remains of rich hereditary possessions 

The print in blood of a naked foot to be traced 
through the streets of a town 

The majesty of death to be exemplified m a beggar, 
who, after being seen, humble and cringing, in the 
streets of a city, for many years, at length, by some 
means or other, gets admittance into a nch man’s man- 
sion, and there dies — assuming state, and striking awe 
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into the breasts of those who had looked down upon 
him 

To write a dream, which shall resemble the real 
course of a dream, with all its inconsistency, its eccen- 
tricities and aimlessness — ^with nevertheless a leadmg 
idea running through the whole Up to this old age of 
the world, no such thing has ever been written. 

To allegorize hfe with a masquerade, and represent 
mankind generally as masquers Here and there, a natu- 
ral face may appear 

Sketch of a personage with the mahgnity of a witch, 
and doing the mischief attributed to one — but by natu- 
ral means, breaking oflF love-affairs, teaching children 
vices, ruining men of wealth, &c 

With an emblematical divimng-rod to seek for em- 
blematic gold — that IS for Truth — for what of Heaven 
IS left on earth 

The emerging from their lurking-places of evil char- 
acters, on some occasion suited to their action — they 
having been quite unknown to the world hitherto. 
For instance, the French Revolution brought out such 
wretches 

The advantages of a longer hfe than is allotted to mor- 
tals — the many things that might then be accomplished 
— to which one hfetime is inadequate, and for which the 
time spent is therefore lost, a successor being unable to 
take up the task when we drop it 

The history of an almshouse in a country village, from 
the eve of its foundation downward — a record of the 
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remarkable occupants of it, and extracts from interesting 
portions of its annals TTie rich of one generation might, 
in the next, seek for a home there, either in their own 
persons or those of their representabves. Perhaps the son 
and heir of the founder might have no better refuge 
There should be occasional sunshine let into the story, 
for instance, the good fortune of some nameless infant, 
educated there, and discovered finally to be the child 
of wealthy parents 

Pearl — the Enghsh of Margaret — a pretty name for 
a girl in a story 

A man seeks for something excellent, and seeks it in 
the wrong way, and in a wrong spirit, and finds some- 
thing horrible — as for instance, he seeks for treasure, 
and finds a dead body — for the gold that somebody has 
hidden, and brings to hght his accumulated sms 

The Magic Play of Sunshine, for a child’s story — the 
sunshine crrchng round through a prisoner’s cell, from 
his high and narrow window He keeps his soul ahve 
and cheerful by means of it, it typifying cheerfulness, 
and when he is released, he takes up the ray of sun- 
shine and carries it away with him, and it enables him to 
discover treasures all over the world, m places where 
nobody else would think of looking for any 

For the Virtuoso’s Collection — the pen with which 
Faust signed away his salvation, with a drop of blood 
dried on it. 

In moods of heavy despondency, one feels as if it 
would be dehghtful to sink down m some quiet spot, 
and he there forever, lettmg the soil gradually accumu- 
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late and form a little hillock over us, and the grass and 
perhaps flowers gather over it At such times, death is 
too much of an event to be wished for — ^we have not 
spirits to encounter it, but choose to pass out of exist- 
ence m this sluggish way 

A dream, the other mght, that the world had become 
dissatisfied with the maccurate manner in which facts 
are reported, and had employed me, with a salary of a 
thousand dollars, to relate things of pubhc importance 
exactly as they happen 

A person who has aU the quahties of a friend, except 
that he invariably fails you at the pinch 

1844-1846 

To typify our mature review of our early prospects 
Ad delusions, by represenbng a person as wandering, 
m manhood, through and among the various castles-in- 
the-air that he had reared in his youth, and describing 
how they look to him — their dilapidation, etc Possibly 
some small portion of these structures may have a cer- 
tain reality, and suffice him to build a humble dwelhng 
to pass his hfe in 

The search of an invesbgator for the Unpardonable 
Sin — he at last finds it in his own heart and pracbce 

The bees reflected m the nver — they are unconscious 
of a spiritual world so near them So are we 

The Unpardonable Sin nught consist in a want of love 
and reverence for the Human Soul, in consequence of 
which the invesbgator pned into its dark depths, not 
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with a hope or purpose of making it better, but from a 
cold philosophical curiosity — content that it should be 
wicked in whatever kind or degree, and only desiring to 
study it out Would not this, in other words, be the 
separation of the intellect from the heart? 

To represent the influence which Dead Men have 
among hving affairs — for instance, a Dead Man controls 
the disposition of wealth, a Dead Man sits on the judg- 
ment seat, and the hving judges do but respect his de- 
cisions, Dead Men’s opinions in all things control the 
hving truth, we beheve in Dead Men’s religion, we 
laugh at Dead Men’s jokes, we cry at Dead Men’s 
pathos, everywhere and in all matters, Dead Men tyran- 
nize inexorably over us 

Sketch of a person who, by strength of character or 
assistant circumstances, has reduced another to absolute 
slavery and dependence on him Then show, that the 
person who appeared to be the master, must inevitably 
be as much a slave, if not more, than the other All 
slavery is reciprocal, on the supposition most favorable 
to the rulers 

People who write about themselves and their feehngs, 
as Byron did, may be said to serve up their own hearts, 
duly spiced, and with brain-sauce out of their own 
heads, as a repast for the pubhc 

To represent a man in the midst of all sorts of cares 
and annoyances — with impossibihties to perform — and 
almost driven distracted by his inadequacy Then quietly 
comes Death, and releases him from all his troubles, and 
at his last gasp, he smiles, and congratulates himself on 
escaping so easily — 



AMERICAN NOTEBOOKS 


509 


The life of a woman, who, by the old colony law, was 
condemned always to wear the letter A, sewed on her 
garment, m token of her having committed adultery 


In the eyes of a young child, or other innocent per- 
son, the image of a cherub or an angel to be seen peep- 
ing out, in those of a vicious person, a devil 

It was believed by the Cathohcs that children might 
be begotten by intercourse between demons and 
witches Luther was said to be a bastard of this helhsh 
breed 

Instances of two ladies, who vowed never agam to 
see the bght of the sun, on account of disappointments 
in love Each of them kept their vow, hving thenceforth, 
and dying after many years, in apartments closely shut 
up, and lighted by candles One appears to have hved 
in total darkness 

In a garden, a pool of perfectly transparent water, the 
bed of which should be paved with marble, or perhaps 
with mosaic-work — images and various figures, which 
through the clear water, would look wondrously beau- 
tiful 

1847-1849 

A story of the effects of revenge, m diabohzmg him 
who indulges in it. 

A story of the life, domestic and external, of a family 
of birds in a martin-house — for children 
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Among the survivors of a wreck are two bitter ene- 
mies The parties (having remained many days without 
food) cast lots to see who shall be killed as food for 
the rest The lot falls on one of the enemies The other 
may hterally eat his hearti 

A man, arriving at the extreme point of old age, grows 
young again, at the same pace at which he has grown 
old, returning upon his path, throughout the whole of 
hfe, and thus taking the reverse view of matters Me- 
thinks It would give rise to some odd concatenations 

Little gnomes dwelhng in hollow teeth, they find a 
tooth that has been plugged with gold, and it serves 
them as a gold mine 

“Pixilated” — a Marblehead word, meaning bewil- 
dered — ^wdd about any matter — etc , etc Probably de- 
rived from Pixy — a fairy 

Sir Walter Raleigh, Sir Thomas More, Algernon Syd- 
ney, or some other great man, on the eve of execution, 
to make reflections on his own Head — considering and 
addressing it m a looking-glass 

A story, the principal personage of which shall seem 
always on the point of entering the scene, but shall never 
appear 

A modem magician to make the semblance of a hu- 
man being, with two laths for legs, a pumpkin for a 
head, etc — of the rudest and most meagre materials 
Then a tailor helps him to finish his work, and trans- 
forms the scarecrow into qiute a fashionable figure 
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. . . At the end of the story, after deceiving the world 
for a long time, the spell should be broken, and the 
gray dandy discovered to be nothing but a suit of 
clothes, with these few sbcks inside of it All through 
his seeming existence as a human being, there should be 
some characteristics, some tokens, that, to a man of close 
observation and insight, betray him to be a mere thing 
of laths and clothes, without heart, soul, or intellect And 
so this wretched old thing shall become the symbol of 
a large class 

The golden sands that may sometimes be gathered 
(always, perhaps, if we know how to seek for them) 
along the dry bed of a torrent, adown which passion and 
feeling have foamed, and passed away It is good, there- 
fore, m mature hfe, to trace back such torrents to their 
source 

To inherit a great fortune To inhent a great mis- 
fortune 


1850-1853 

The sunbeam that comes through a round hole m the 
shutter of a darkened room, where a dead man sits in 
sobtude 

The hoary penwig of a dandehon gone to seed 

The queer gestures and sounds of a hen, looking 
about for a place to deposit her egg, her self-important 
gait, the side-way turn of her head, and cock of her eye, 
as she pnes mto one and another nook, croaking ah the 
while-^vidently with the idea that the egg m quesbon 
IS the most important tfamg that has been brought to 
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pass since the world began A speckled black and white 
tufted hen of ours does it to most ludicrous perfection, 
and there is something laughably womanish in it, too 

A ray of sunshine, searching for an old blood-spot, 
through a lonely room 

Representative — misrepresentabve 

To contrive a story of a man building a house, and 
locating It over the pit of Acheron The [breathi^] of hell 
shall breathe up from the furnace that warms it, and 
over which Satan himself shall preside Devils and 
damned souls shall continually be rising through the 
registers Possibly an angel may now and then peep 
through the ventilators 

In a grim, weird story, a figure of a gay, laughing 
handsome youth, or young lady, all at once, in a natural, 
unconcerned way, takes off its face Lke a mask, and 
shows the grinning bare skeleton face beneath 

Caresses, expressions of one sort or another, are neces- 
sary to the life of the affections, as leaves are to the hfe 
of a tree If they are wholly restrained, love will die at 
the roots 

A family, consisting of father, mother, and two chil- 
dren, are out on a walk, and sitting together in a wood 
The httle girl rambles away into the wood — they call for 
her — ^within a brief time, she comes back At first, they 
notice no difference m her, but by degrees they begin to 
see something odd — they notice it more and more, bU, 
in the course of years, they almost suspect it was not 
their own child, but a sbange child, who came back 




There is a gradual change in Hawthorne’s journals that 
begins to be noticeable even before his marriage in 1842 
Year by year there are fewer of the plots and projects 
that had been the most interesting feature of the early 
volumes, and also fewer ghmpses of the dark world 
beneath his conscious mind Year by year there is a 
sharper, more detailed observabon of the exterior world, 
with more descriptions of persons and places It is as 
if, even in his private journals, he had chosen to form a 
crust over his emcrtions, hke the tough sod over a quag- 
mire, and as if the crust grew thicker every year, unbl 
It was firm enough to support the foundabons of his 
new life as a respectable householder 

The change m his character revealed by his notebooks 
IS especially marked during his years in Europe, from 
1853 to 1860 These English and Itahan entries might 
have been written by another Hawthorne a kmdly and 
even convivial skepbc, fond of beef and burgundy 
and pretty women, shrewd in his judgment of persons 
and caubous m business matters, so that somebmes he 
writes as if he were reporting confidenbally to a board of 
573 
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directors As a bterary personality the second Hawthorne 
IS less individual and less of a pioneer than his younger 
brother the recluse Still, he is a capital entertainer, full 
of good humor and malicious humor, the best of com- 
pany when the ladies have retired and the gentlemen are 
growing mellow over whiskey and cigars Later, when 
he descnbes the other guests m his notebook, he resem- 
bles a novehst hke Trollope much more than he suggests 
the author of The Scarlet Letter 

Hawthorne wrote no fiction while he was the Ameri- 
can consul at Liverpool, but he did work faithfully on 
his journals After four years they formed a manuscript 
of 300,000 words, the fullest and hvehest commentary 
on English hfe by any American of his bme He felt 
that It was “much too good and true to bear pubhcation. 
It would bnng a terrible hornet’s nest about my ears ” 
Still, he used some of the material m Our Old Home 
(1863) and Mrs Hawthorne used more of it m the Pas- 
sages from the English Notebooks (1870), while omit- 
ting everything that seemed to her bitter or indecorous 
The notebooks themselves were acquired by the Morgan 
Library, hke the American notebooks, and in 1941 the 
text was at last pubhshed integrally, in an edition pre- 
pared by Randall Stewart, this I hate used in the ex- 
tracts that follow As for my extracts from the French 
and Itahan notebooks, they are taken from a faithful text 
prepared by Norman Holmes Pearson, which is stiU m 
manuscript 
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The English Notebooks 

THE LIVERPOOL SLUMS 

August 24th [1853] — From one o’clock bll two, today, 
I have spent in rambling along the streets, Tithe Bam 
Street, Scotland Road, and that vicimty I never saw, 
of course, nor imagined from any description, what 
squalor there is in the inhabitants of these streets, as 
seen along the sidewalks All these avenues (the quota- 
tion occurs to me contmually, and I suppose I have 
made it two or three times already) are “with dreadful 
faces thronged ” Women with young figures, but old 
and wrinkled countenances, young girls, without any 
maiden neatness and trimness, barefooted, with dirty 
legs 

Women of all ages, even elderly, go along with great, 
bare, ugly feet, many have baskets and other burthens 
on their heads All along the street, with their wares at 
the edge of the sidewalk, and their own seats fairly m 
the camage-way, you see women with fruit to sell, or 
combs and cheap jewelry, or coarse crockery, or oysters, 
or the devil knows what, and sometimes the woman is 
sewing, meanwhile This hfe and domestic occupahon 
in the street is very striking, m all these meaner quarters 
of the city — nursmg of babies, sewing and lotting, 
sometimes even reading In a drama of low hfe, the 
street might fairly and truly be the one scene where 
everything should take place — courtship, quarrels, plot 
and counter-plot, and what not besides My God, what 
duty, dirty children! And the grown people are the 
flowers of these buds, physically and morally. At every 
ten steps, too, there are “Spirit Vaults,” and often “Beds” 
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are advertised on a placard, m connection with the 

hquor-trade 

Little children are often seen taking care of httle chil- 
dren, and It seems to me that they take good and faith- 
ful care of them Today, I heard a dirty mother laugh- 
ing and priding herself on the pretty ways of her dirty 
infant — just as a Christian mother might in a nursery or 
drawing-room I must study this street-hfe more, and 
think of It more deeply 


A MUBDEB ON SHIPBOABD 

September 22nd [JS53] — Nothing very important has 
happened lately Some days ago, an American captain 
came to the office, and told how he had shot one of his 
crew, shortly after saihng from New Orleans, and while 
the ship was still in the river As he descnbed the event, 
he was in peril of his hfe from this man, who was an 
Inshman, and he only fired his pistol, when the man was 
coming upon him with a knife in one hand, and some 
other weapon of offence in the other, — the captain, at 
the same time, struggling with one or two more of the 
crew At the time, he was weak, having just recovered 
from the yellow fever The shot struck him in the pit 
of the stomach, and he only hved about a quarter of an 
hour 

No magistrate in England has a right to arrest or 
examine the captain, unless by a warrant from the Secre- 
tary of State on the charge of murder After his state- 
ment to me, the mother of the slam man went to the 
pohce-officer, and accused him of killing her son Two 
or three days since, moreover, two of the sailors came 
before me, and gave their account of the matter, and it 
looked very different from that of the captain Accord- 
mg to them, the man had no idea of attackmg the cap- 
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tain, and was so drunk that he could not keep himself 
upright, without assistance One of these two men was 
actually holding him up, when the captain fired two 
barrels of his pistol, one immediately after the other, and 
lodged two balls in the pit of his stomach The man 
immediately sank down, saying, “Jack, Tm killed,” — 
and died very shortly Meanwhile, the captain drove 
this man away, under threat of shooting him likewise. 
Both the seamen described the captain’s conduct, both 
then and during the whole voyage, as outrageous, and 
I do not much doubt that it was so They gave their 
evidence (under oath) hke men who wished to tell the 
truth, and were moved by no more than a natural in- 
dignation at the captain’s wrong 

I did not much like the captain, from the first, a hard, 
rough man, with httle education — nothing of the gen- 
tleman about him, a red face, a loud voice He seemed 
a good deal excited, and talked fast and much about 
the event, but yet not as if it had sunk deeply into hun 
He observed that he would not have had it happen for 
a “thousand dollars” — that being the amount of detri- 
ment which he conceives himself to suffer by the m- 
effaceable blood-stain on his hand In my opmion, it 
IS httle short of murder, if at all, but then what would 
be murder, on shore, is almost a natural occurrence, 
when done m such a hell on earth as one of these ships, 
m the first hours of her voyage The men are then all 
drunk, some of them often in delirium tremens, and the 
captain feels no safety for his hfe, except m making 
himself as terrible as a fiend It is the umversal testi- 
mony, that there is a worse set of sailors in these short 
voyages between Liverpool and America, than m any 
other trade whatever 

There is no probabihty that the captain will ever be 
called to account for this deed He gave, at the bme. 
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his own version of the afiair in his log-book, and this 
was signed by the entire crew, with the exception of 
one man, who had hidden himself in the hold in terror 
of the captain His mates will sustain his side of the 
question, and none of the sailors would be within reach 
of the American courts, even should they be sought for. 


THE ENGUSH DOWAGER 

September 24th [-Z853] — The women of England are 
capable of being more atrociously ugly than any other 
human beings, and I have not as yet seen one whom we 
should distinguish as beautiful in America They are 
very apt to be dowdy Ladies often look hke cooks and 
housemaids, both m figure and complexion — at least, 
to a superficial observer, although a closer inspection 
shows a kind of digmty, resulting from then- quiet good 
opimon of themselves and consciousness of ^eir posi- 
tion m society I do not find in them those characteris- 
tics of robust health, in which they are said so much 
to exceed our countrywomen Some have that appear- 
ance, and thereby are well repaid for the coarseness 
which It gives their figures and faces, others, however, 
are yellow and haggard, and evidently aihng women 
As a general rule, they are not very desirable objects m 
youth, and, in many mstances, become perfectly gro- 
tesque after middle-age — so massive, not seemmgly with 
pure fat, but with sohd beef, making an awful ponder- 
osity of frame You think of them as composed of sir- 
loins, and with broad and thick steaks on their immense 
rears They sit down on a great round space of God’s 
footstool, and look as if nothing could ever move them, 
and mdeed they must have a vast amount of physical 
strength to be able to move themselves Nothing of the 
gossamer about them, they are elephantine, and create 
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awe and respect by the muchness of then personahbes. 
Then as to their faces, they are stern, not always posi- 
tively forbidding, yet calmly terrible not merely by their 
breadth and weight of feature, but because they show 
so much self-rehance, such acquaintance with the world, 
its trials, troubles, dangers, and such internal means of 
defence — such aplomb — can’t get at my exact idea, 
but without anythmg sahent and offensive, or unjustly 
terrible to their neighbors they seem hke seventy-four 
gun ships in tune of peace — ^you know that you are m 
no danger from them, but cannot help thinkmg how 
perilous would be their attack, if pugnaciously mchned 
— and how hopeless the attempt to mjuie them Really 
riiey are not women at all — not that they are mascuhne, 
either, though more formidable than any man I ever 
saw They are mvariably, I think, clad in black I have 
not happened to see any thin, ladyhke old women, such 
as are so frequent among ourselves, but sometimes, even 
in these broadly developed old persons, you see a face 
that mdicates culbvabon, and even refinement, al- 
though, even in such cases, I am generally disturbed by 
the absence of sex. They certainly look much better able 
to take care of themselves than our women, but I see no 
reason to suppose that they really have greater sbength 
of character than they They are only sbong, 1 suspect, 
m society, and in the common route of things 

I have not succeeded m getting my view of the Eng- 
lish dowager mto the above — beefy, not pulpy 


BESPONDING TO A TOAST 

October 5th [1854 ] — I sat between two ladies, one of 
them a Mrs Schomberg, a pleasant young woman, who, 
I beheve is of American provincial nabvity, and whom I 
therefore regarded as half a coimtrywoman. We talked 
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a good deal together, and I confided to her my annoy- 
ance at the prospect of being called up to answer a 
toast, but she did not pity me at all, though she felt 
much alarm about her husband. Captain Schomberg, 
who was in the same predicament Seriously, it is the 
most awful part of my official duty, this necessity of 
makmg dinner-speeches, at the Mayor’s and other pub- 
hc or semi-public tables However, my neighborhood to 
Mrs Schomberg was good for me, inasmuch as, by 
laughing over the matter with her, I came to regard it 
in a hght and ludicrous way, and so, when the time 
actually came, I stood up with a careless, dare-devil 
feeling, being indeed, rather pot-vahant with cham- 
pagne The chairman toasted the President immediately 
after the Queen, and did me the honor to speak of my- 
self m a most flattering manner, something like this — 
“great by his position under the Republic — greater still, 
I am bold to say, m the Republic of letters"” I made no 
reply at all to this dole of soft-sodder, m truth, I forgot 
all about it when I began to speak, and merely thanked 
the company, in behalf of the President and my coun- 
trymen, and made a few remarks, with no very decided 
point to them However, they cheered and applauded, 
and I took advantage of the applause to sit down, and 
Mrs Schomberg assured me that I had succeeded ad- 
rmrably It was no success at all, to be sure, neither was 
it a failure, for I had aimed at nothing, and had exactly 
hit It But, after sitting down, I was conscious of an en- 
joyment m speaking to a pubhc assembly, and felt as if 
I should hke to nse again, it is something hke being 
under fire — a sort of excitement, not exactly pleasure, 
but more piquant than most pleasures I have felt this 
before, m the same circumstances, but, while on my 
legs, my impulse is to get through with my remarks and 
sit down ag^n, as quickly as possible 
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A SINGXnAR DREAM 

December 28th [2854] — 1 think I have been happier, 
this Christmas, than ever before — by our own fireside, 
and with my wife and children about me More content 
to enjoy what I had, less anxious for anything beyond it, 
m this life My early life was perhaps a good prepara- 
tion for the dechmng half of Me, it having been such a 
blank that any possible thereafter would compare favor- 
ably with it For a long, long while, I have occasionally 
been visited with a singular dream, and I have an im- 
pression that I have dreamed it, even since I have been 
in England It is, that I am sbll at college — or, some- 
times, even at school — and there is a sense that I have 
been there unconscionably long, and have quite failed 
to make such progress in life as my contemporaries have, 
and I seem to meet some of them with a feehng of shame 
and depression that broods over me, when 1 think of it, 
even at this moment This dream, recurrmg all through 
these twenty or thirty years, must be one of the effects 
of that heavy seclusion in which I shut myself up, for 
twelve years, after leaving college, when everybody 
moved onward and left me behind How strange that 
It should come now, when I may call myself famous, and 
prosperous' — when I am happy, too! — sbll that same 
dream of life hopelessly a failure! 


CONSUL FOR THE COUNTHTLESS 

May 23d [2855] — The men, whose appeals to the Con- 
sul’s charity are the hardest to be demed, are those who 
have no country — Hungarians, Poles, Cubans, Spanish 
Americans, French republicans All exiles for hberty 
come to me, as if the representabve of America were 



582 JOURNALS AND LETTERS 

their representative Yesterday came an old French sol- 
dier, and showed his wounds, today, a Spamard, a 
friend of Lopez, bringing his little daughter with him 
He said he was starving, and looked so The httle girl 
was m good case enough, and decently dressed 

THE SWORD BETWEEN 

December 26th [JS56] — There are some English whom 
I hke — one or two for whom, I might almost say, I have 
an affection, but still there is not the same union be- 
tween us, as if they were Americans A cold, thin me- 
dium mtervenes betwixt our most intimate approaches. 
It puts me in mind of Alnaschar, when he went to bed 
with the princess, but placed the cold steel blade of his 
scimitar between Perhaps, if I were at home, I might 
feel differently, but, in this foreign land, I can never 
forget the distinction between English and American 

DINNER AT THE REFORM CLUH 

April Sth [1856] — The coffee-room occupies one whole 
side of the edifice, and is provided with a great many 
tables, calculated for three or four persons to dine at, 
and we sat down at one of these, and Doctor Mackay 
ordered some mulligatawny soup and a bottle of white 
French wine The waiters m the coffee-room were very 
numerous, and most of them dressed in the livery of the 
club, comprising plush-breeches and white silk stock- 
ings, for these Enghsh reformers do not seem to include 
Repubhcan sunphcity of manners m their system Nei- 
ther, perhaps, is it anywise essential After the soup, we 
had turbot, and by-and-by a bottle of Chateau Margaux, 
very delectable, and then some lambs’ feet, dehcately 
done, and some cutlets of I know not what pecuhar 
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type, and finally a ptarmigan, which is of the same race 
of birds as the grouse, but feeds high up towards the 
summits of the Scotch mountams Then, some cheese, 
and a bottle of Chambertm It was a very pleasant din- 
ner, and my companions were both very agreeable men, 
both taking a shrewd, satirical, yet not ill-natured view 
of hfe and people, and as for Mr Douglas Jerrold he 
often reminded me of Ellery Chanmng, in the richer 
veins of the latter, both by his face and expression, and 
by a bncture of something at once wise and humorously 
absurd in what he said But I think he has a kmder, 
more gemal, wholesomer nature than Ellery, and under 
a very thin crust of outward acerbity, I grew sensible of 
a very warm heart, and even of much simphcity of char- 
acter m this man, bom in London, and accustomed al- 
ways to London hfe 

I wish 1 had any faculty whatever of remembeiing 
what people say, but though I appreciate anything 
good, at the moment, it never stays m my memory, nor 
do I think, in fact, that anything defimte, rounded, 
pointed, separable, and transferable from the general 
lump of conversation, was said by anybody I recollect 
that they laughed at Mr S C Hall, and at his sheddmg 
a tear into a Scottish river, on occasion of some hterary 
festival The great Tupper too (when I told them that 
the Queen gave the Proverbial Philosophy to each of her 
children, as they arrived at a proper age) came m for 
a smile, Douglas Jerrold mbmating that he thought 
Solomon might have answered as good a purpose They 
spoke approvingly of Bulwer, as valuing his hterary 
posibon, and holding himself one of the brotherhood of 
authors, and not so approvmgly of Charles Dickens, 
who, bom a plebeian, aspires to anstocrabc society. But 
I said that it was easy to condescend, and that Bulwer 
knew he could not put off his rank, and that he would 
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have all the advantages of it m spite of his authorship 
We talked about the posibon of men of letters in Eng- 
land, and they said that the aristocracy hated, and de- 
spised, and feared them, and I asked why it was that 
hterary men, having really so much power in their 
hands, were content to hve unrecognized in the state 
Douglas Jerrold talked of Thackeray and his success in 
Amenca, and said that he himself purposed going, and 
had been invited thither to lecture I asked Douglas Jer- 
rold whether it was pleasant to a writer of plays to see 
them performed, and he said it was intolerable, the 
presentation of the author’s idea being so imperfect, 
and Doctor Mackay observed that it was excruciating to 
hear one of his own songs sung Jerrold spoke of the 
Duke of Devonshire with great warmth, as a true, 
honest, simple, most kind-hearted man, from whom he 
himself had received great courtesies and kindnesses, 
(not, as I understood, in the way of patronage, or es- 
sential favors,) and I (Heaven forgive mel) queried 
within myself, whether this Enghsh reforming author 
would have been quite so sensible of the Duke’s excel- 
lence, if he had not been a Duke But, indeed, a noble- 
man, who IS at the same time a true and whole-hearted 
man, feeling his brotherhood with men, does really de- 
serve some credit for it In the course of the evening, 
Jerrold spoke with high appreciabon of Emerson, and 
of Longfellow, whose Hiawatha he considered a won- 
derful performance, and of Lowell, whose “Fable for the 
Cnbcs,” he especially admired 

I menboned Thoreau, and proposed to send his works 
to Di Mackay, who, being connected with the Illus- 
trated News, and otherwise a cribc, might be inclined 
to draw attenbon to them Douglas Jerrold asked why 
he should not have them, too I hesitated a httle, but as 
he pressed me, and would have an answer, I said that 
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I dad not feel qmte so sure of his kindly judgment on 
Thoreau’s books, and it so chanced that I used the word 
“acrid,” for lack of a better, in endeavoring to express 
my idea of Jerrold’s way of looking at men and books 
It was not quite what I meant, but, in fact, he often ts 
acnd, and has written pages and volumes of acridity, 
though, no doubt, with an honest purpose, and from a 
manly disgust at the cant and humbug of the world 
Jerrold said no more, and I went on talking with Dr. 
Mackay, but, in a moment or two, I became aware that 
something had gone wrong, and looking at Douglas Jer- 
rold, there was an expression of pain and emotion in his 
face By this time, we had begun upon a second bottle 
of Burgundy (Clos Vougeot, the best the club could pro- 
duce, and far richer than the Chambertin), and that 
warm and potent wine may have had something to do 
with the depth and vivacity of Mr Jerrold’s feehngs But 
he was indeed greatly hurt by that httle word “acrid”, 
he knew, he said, that the world considered him a sour, 
bitter, ill-natured man, but that such a man as I should 
have the same opinion, was almost more than he could 
bear As he spoke, he threw out his arms, sank back m 
his seat, and I was really a httle apprehensive of his 
actual dissolution into tears Hereupon, I spoke, as was 
good need, and (though, as usual, I have forgotten 
everything I said ) I am quite sure it was to the purpose, 
and went to this good fellow’s heart, as it came warmly 
from my own I do remember saying that I felt him to 
be as genial as the glass of Burgundy which I held m my 
hand, and I think that touched the very rightest spot, 
for he smiled, and said he was afraid the Burgundy was 
better than he, but yet was comforted Dr Mackay said 
that he himself hkewise had a reputation for bitterness, 
and I assured them, if I might venture to join myself m 
the brotherhood of two such men, that I was considered 
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a very lU-nahired person by many people in my own 
country Douglas Jerrold said he was glad of it 

We were now in sweetest harmony, and Jerrold spoke 
more than it would become me to say in praise of my 
own books, which he said he admired, and that he found 
the man more admirable than his books I hope so, cer- 
tamly The Clos Vougeot, alas' being now exhausted, 
we went to the Haymarket Theatre, where Douglas Jer- 
rold IS on the free hst, and after seeing a ballet by some 
Spanish dancers, we separated, and betook ourselves, I 
suppose, to our several homes or lodgings I hke Douglas 
Jerrold very much. 


MHS OAXUM 

May 24th [1856] — If an Enghshman were individually 
acquainted with all our twenty-five milhons of Ameri- 
cans — and hked every man of them, and believed that 
each man of those miUions was a Christian, honest, up- 
nght, and kind — he would doubt, despise and hate them 
m the aggregate, however he might love and honor the 
mdividuals 

Captain Devereux and his wife Oakum — ^they spent 
an evenmg at Mrs Blodget’s. The Captam is a Marble- 
head man by birth, not far from sixty years old, very 
talkative, and anecdobc in regard to his adventures, 
funny, good-humored, and full of vanous nautical ex- 
perience Oakum (it is a mckname which he gives bis 
wife) IS an inconceivably tall woman — taller than he — 
SIX feet at least, and with a well-proportioned largeness 
m all respects, but looks land and good, gentle, smihng 
— a fine old girl, and almost any other woman might sit 
like a baby on her lap She does not look at all awful and 
belhgerent, hke the massive Englishwomen whom one 
often sees You at once feel her to be a benevolent 
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giantess, and apprehend no harm from her She is a 
lady, and perfectly well-mannered, but with a sort of 
naturalness and sunphcity that becomes her well; for any 
but the slightest affectabon would be so magmfied m 
her vast personahty, that it would be absolutely tiie 
height of the ndiculous This wedded pair have no chil- 
dren, and Oalnim has so long accompanied her husband 
on his voyages that, I suppose, by this tune, she could 
command a ship as well as he In case of a mutiny, she 
would be a host by herself * . They sat with us till 

pretty late, diffusing cheerfulness all about them, and 
then, “Come, Oakum,” cried the Captain, "we must hoist 
sail!” — and uprose Oakum to the ceiling, and moved 
towerhke to the door, lookmg down with a benignant 
smile on the poor httle pigmy women around her “Six 
feet,” did I say? Why she must be seven, eight, nine — 
and whatever be her size, she is good as she is great. 

HERMAN MELVILLE 

November 20th [1856 ] — A week ago last Monday, Her- 
man Melville came to see me at the Consulate, lookmg 
much as he used to do (a httle paler, and perhaps a ht- 
tle sadder), in a rough outside coat, and with his char- 
acterisbc gravity and reserve of manner He had crossed 
from New York to Glasgow in a screw steamer, about a 
fortnight before, and had since been seemg Edmburgh 
and other Interesbng places I felt rather awkward at 
first, because this is the first bme I have met him since 
my meffectual attempt to get him a consular appomt- 
ment from General Pierce However, I faded only from 

'At this point four lines were inked out of the notebook, pre- 
sumably by Mrs Hawthorne, who liked to destroy evidence of her 
husband's sometimes earthy tastes Randall Stewart, in editing the 
English notebooks, deciphered eight of the blotted-out words “What 
a vast amount of connubial bliss sbe ” — Ed 
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real lack of power to serve him, so there was no reason 
to be ashamed, and we soon found ourselves on pretty 
much our former terms of sociabihty and confidence 
Melville has not been well, of late, he has been affected 
with neuralgic complaints in his head and hmbs, and 
no doubt has suffered from too constant hterary occupa- 
tion, pursued without much success, latterly, and his 
writings, for a long while past, have indicated a morbid 
state of mind So he left his place at Pittsfield, and has 
established his wife and family, I believe, with his fa- 
ther-in-law m Boston, and is thus far on his way to 
Constantinople I do not wonder that he found it neces- 
sary to take an airing through the world, after so many 
years of toilsome pen-labor and domestic life, following 
upon so wild and adventurous a youth as his was I in- 
vited him to come and stay with us at Southport, as 
long as he might remain in this vicinity, and accord- 
ingly, he did come, the next day, taking with him, by 
way of baggage, the least httle bit of a bundle, which, he 
told me, contained a night-shirt and a tooth-brush He 
is a person of very gentlemanly instincts in every re- 
spect, save that he is a httle heterodox in the matter of 
clean hnen 

He stayed with us from Tuesday till Thursday, and, 
on the intervening day, we took a pretty long walk to- 
gether, and sat down in a hollow among the sand hills 
(sheltering ourselves from the high, cool wind) and 
smoked a cigar Melville, as he always does, began to 
reason of Providence and futurity, and of everything 
that lies beyond human ken, and informed me that he 
had “pretty much made up his mind to be annihilated”, 
but still he does not seem to rest in that anticipation, 
and, I think, will never rest until he gets hold of a defi- 
nite bebef It is strange how he persists — and has per- 
sisted ever smce I knew him, and probably long before 
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— m wandering to-and-fro over these deserts, as dismal 
and monotonous as the sand hiUs amid which we were 
sitting He can neither beheve, nor be comfortable in 
his unbehef, and he is too honest and courageous not 
to try to do one or the other If he were a rehgious man, 
he would be one of the most truly rehgious and reveren- 
tial, he has a very high and noble nature, and better 
worth immortahty than most of us 


92nd STBEET, PHILADELPHIA 

Septernher 6th [1857 ] — There has come a-begging to 
me, two or three times, at the Consulate, a very ragged 
and pitiable old fellow, who professes to be an Ameri- 
can, shabby beyond all descnpbon, lean, depressed, hun- 
giy-looking, but with a large and somewhat red nose. 
He says he is a printer, born in Philadelphia (at 92nd 
Street, or some such locahty), but that he came to Eng- 
land seventeen years ago, and has never been able to 
get back again He wishes very much to go home, and 
says, with great apparent simphcity, “Sir, I would ra- 
ther be there than here ” His manner and accent do not 
convince me that he is an American, and I tell him so, 
but he still says, “Sir, I was bom and have hved in 92nd 
Street, Philadelphia”, and goes on to mention some pub- 
lic edifice, or other local objects, with which he used to 
be famihar If I speak harshly to him, he takes no of- 
fence, still replying with the same mild depression, and 
insisting sbll on 92nd Street I give him a tnfie, and he 
goes away, appeanng again, after an interval of months, 
telling me of wandenngs hither and thither, and of his 
getting now and then a httle work, and perhaps how 
an Amencan gentleman told him that if he could only 
have spared time he would have found him a passage 
home, hkewise that he had nothing to eat yesterday. 
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and how earnestly he wishes that he had never left 92nd 
Street, Philadelphia Nevertheless, I do not half beheve 
that he ever saw America m his hfe, he is only one of 
the shapes of English vagabondism — ^perhaps now, how- 
ever, and then how sad and how queer a fatel — home- 
less on this foreign shore, looking always toward his 
country, coming agam and again to the point whence so 
many set sail for it — so many that will soon tread in 
92nd Street — losing, in all these years, the distinctive 
characterisbcs of an American, and at last dying and 
giving his clay to be a portion of the soil from which he 
could not escape in his hfetime 


SPIRITUALISM 

December 20th [1857 ] — Here we are still m London, 
at least a month longer than we expected, and at the 
very dreariest and dullest season of the year Had I 
thought of It sooner, I might have found mteresbng peo- 
ple enough to know, even when all London is said to 
be out of town, but meditating a stay only of a week or 
two, it did not seem worth while to seek acquaintances 
I have been out only for one evening, and that was to 
Dr Wilkinson’s, who had been attending the children 
in the measles He is a Homeopathist, and is, I think, 
somehow known either in scientific or general hterature, 
though I do not know precisely in what way, at all 
events, a sensible and enhghtened man, with an un- 
Enghsh freedom of mind, on some points For example, 
he IS a Swedenborgian, and a behever In the whole sub- 
ject of modern Spintuahsm He showed me some draw- 
mgs that had been made under the spmtual influence, 
by a miniature-pamter, who possesses no imagmative 
power of his own, and is merely a good mechamcal and 
hteral artist, but these drawings, representmg angels 
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and allegorical people, were done by an influence which 
duected the artist's hand, he not knowing what his next 
touch would be, nor what the final result The sketches 
certainly did — if examined in a trustful mood — show 
a high and fine expressiveness Dr Wilkinson also spoke 
of Mr Harris, the Amencan poet of spuituabsm, as 
being the best poet of the day, and he produced his 
works, m several volumes, and showed me songs, and 
paragraphs of longer poems, in support of his opinion. 
They seemed to me to have a certain hght and splendor, 
but not to possess much power, either passionate or in- 
tellectual Mr Harris is the medium of deceased poets, 
Milton among the rest, and Lord Byron, and Dr Wilkin- 
son said that Lady Byron (who is a devoted admuer 
of her husband, m spite of then conjugal troubles) pro- 
nounced some of these posthumous strains to be worthy 
of his hvmg genius Then the Doctor spoke of various 
strange experiences which he himself has had, in these 
spiritual matters, for he has witnessed the miraculous 
performances of Hume, the American medium, and he 
has seen, with his own eyes, and felt with his own 
touch, those ghosdy hands and arms, the reahty of 
which has been certified to me by other beholders Dr, 
Wilkinson tells me that they are cold to the touch, and 
that it is a somewhat awful matter to see and feel them 
I should think so, indeed Do I beheve in these wonders? 
Of course, for how is it possible to doubt either the 
solemn word or the sober observation of a learned and 
sensible man like Dr Wilkinson But, agam, do I really 
beheve it? Of course not, for I cannot consent to let 
Heaven and Earth, this world and the next, be beaten 
up together hke the white and yolk of an egg, merely 
out of respect to Dr Wilkinson’s samty and integrity 
I would not beheve my own sight or touch of the spir- 
itual hands, and it would take deeper and higher strains 
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than those of Mr Hams to convince me I think I might 
yield to higher poetry or heavenher wisdom than mortals 
m the flesh have ever sung or uttered Meanwhile, this 
matter of Spintuahsm is surely the strangest that ever 
was heard of, and yet I feel unaccountably httle interest 
in it — a sluggish disgust, and repugnance to meddle 
with it — ^insomuch that I hardly feel as if it were worth 
this page or two in my not very eventful journal . . 

The shops in London begin to show some tokens of 
approachmg Chnstmas, especially the toy-shops and the 
confectioners, the latter ornamenhng their windows with 
a profusion of bonbons and all manner of pigmy figures 
m sugar, the former exhibihng Chnstmas trees hung 
with rich and gaudy fruit At the butchers’ shops, there 
IS a great display of fat carcasses, and abundance of 
game at the poulterers We think of going to the Crystal 
Palace to spend the festival-day and eat our Chiistmas- 
dinner, but, do what we may, we shall have no home- 
feehng nor fireside enjoyment I am weary, weary of 
London, and of England, and can judge now how the 
old Loyahsts must have felt, condemned to pine out 
their hves here when the Revolution had robbed them 
of their nahve country And yet there is sbll a pleasure 
m being m this dmgy, smoky, midmost haunt of men, 
and I trudge through Fleet Street, and Ludgate Street, 
and along Cheapside, with a kind of enjoyment as great 
as I ever felt m a wood-path at home, and I have come 
to know these streets as well, I beheve, as I ever knew 
Washington Street, m Boston, or even Essex Street m 
my stupid old nabve-town For Piccadilly, or for Regent 
Street, though more brilhant promenades, I do not care 
nearly so much 
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The French and Italian Notebooks 

THE COUNTESS MARGARET 

April 3d [I85S], Rojne — A few days ago, my wife and 
I visited the studio of Mr Mozier, an American, who 
seems to have a good deal of vogue as a sculptor We 
found a figure of Pocahontas, which he has repeated 
several times, another which he calls the "Wept of Wish- 
ton-Wish”, a figure of a smiling girl playing with a cat 
and dog, and a school-boy mending a pen These two 
last were the only ones that gave me any pleasure, or 
that really had any merit, for his cleverness and in- 
genuity appear in homely subjects, but are quite lost 
m attempts at a higher ideahty Nevertheless, he has a 
group of the Prodigal Son, possessing more merit than 
I should have expected from Mr Mozier, the son resting 
his hand on his father’s breast, with an expression of 
utter weariness, at length finding perfect rest, while the 
father bends his benign visage over him, and seems to 
receive him calmly into himself This group (the plaster 
cast standing beside it) is now taking shape out of an 
immense block of marble, and will be as indestructible 
as the Laocoon, an idea at once awful and ludicrous, 
when we consider that it is at best but a respectable 
production Miss Lander tells me that Mr Mozier has 
stolen — adopted we will rather say — the attitude and 
general idea of this group from one executed by a stu- 
dent from the French Academy, and to be seen there m 
plaster 

Mr Mozier has now been seventeen years in Italy, 
and, after all this tune, he is still mtensely American m 
eveiythmg but the most external surface of his manners. 



594 JOURNALS AND LETTERS 

scarcely Europeanized, or much modified, even in that 
He IS a native of Ohio, but had his early breeding in 
New York and might — for any polish or refinement that 
I can discern in him — sbU be a country shopkeeper in 
the interior of New York or New England How strangel 
For one expects to find the polish, the close grain, and 
white purity of marble, m the arbst who works in that 
noble material; but after all, he handles clay and, judg- 
ing from the specimens I have seen here is apt to be 
clay, not of the finest, himself Mr Mozier is sensible, 
shrewd, keen, clever, an ingenious workman, no doubt, 
with tact enough, and not destitute of taste, very agree- 
able and hvely m his conversation, talking as fast and 
as naturally as a brook runs, without the shghtest affec- 
tation His naturalness is, m fact, a rather strilong char- 
actensbc, in view of his lack of culture, while yet his 
fife has been concerned with idealities, and a beautiful 
art What degree of taste he pretends to, he seems 
really to possess, nor did I hear a single idea from him 
that struck me as otherwise than sensible 

He called to see us last night, and talked for about 
two hours in a very amusmg and interesting style, his 
topics bemg taken from his own personal experience, 
and shrewdly treated He spoke much of Greenough, 
whom he descnbed as an excellent cntac of art, but 
possessed of not the slightest mventive gemus His statue 
of Washington at the Capitol, is taken precisely from 
the Phidian Jupiter, his Chanting Cherubs are copied 
in marble from two figures m a picture by RaphaeL He 
did nothmg that was original with himself From Green- 
ough, Mr Mozier passed to Margaret Fuller, whom he 
knew well, she havmg been an intimate of his during a 
part of her residence in Italy. His developments about 
poor Margaret were very curious He says that Ossoll’s 
family, though technically noble, is really of no rank 



FRENCH AND ITALIAN NOTEBOOKS 595 
whatever, the elder brother, with the title of marquis, 
being at this very time a workmg bricklayer, and the 
sisters walking the streets without bonnets — that is, be- 
ing in the station of peasant girls, in the female populace 
of Rome. Ossoh himself, to the best of his behef, was 
Margaret’s servant, or had something to do with the 
care of her apartments He was the handsomest man 
whom Mr. Mozier ever saw, but entirely ignorant even 
of his own language, scarcely able to read at all, desti- 
tute of manners, m short, half an idiot, and without any 
pretensions to be a gentleman At Margaret’s request, 
Mr. Mozier had taken him into his studio, with a view 
to ascertam whether he was capable of instruction in 
sculpture, but after four months’ labor, Ossoh produced 
a thing mtended to be a copy of a human foot, but the 
“big toe” was on the wrong side He could not possibly 
have had the least appreciation of Margaret, and the 
wonder is, what attracbon she found in this boor, this 
man without the mtellectual spark — she that had al- 
ways shown such a cruel and bitter scorn of mtellectual 
dehnquency As from her towards him, I do not under- 
stand what feehng there could have been, except it were 
purely sensual, as from hun towards her, there could 
hardly have been even this, for she had not the charm 
of womanhood But she was a woman annous to try all 
thmgs, and fill up her experience in all direcbons, she 
had a strong and coarse nature, too, which she had done 
her utmost to refine, with i nfini te pains, but which of 
course could only be superficially changed The solubon 
of the nddle hes in this direcbon, nor does one’s con- 
science revolt at the idea of thus solvmg it, for — at least, 
thi.«; IS my own experience — Margaret has not left, m 
the heart and mmds of those who knew her, any deep 
witness of her mtegrity and punty. She was a great 
humbug, of course with much talent, and much moral 
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reahty, or else she could not have been so great a hum- 
bug But she had stuck herself full of borrowed quahdes, 
which she chose to provide herself with, but wluch had 
no root in her 

Mr Mozier added, that Margaret had quite lost all 
power of hterary producbon, before she left Rome, 
though occasionally the charm and power of her con- 
versation would reappear To his certain knowledge, she 
had no important manuscripts with her when she sailed 
(she having shown him all she had, with a view to his 
securing their publicabon m America, ) and the History 
of the Roman Revolution, about which there was so 
much lamentation, in the belief that it had been lost 
with her, never had existence Thus there appears to 
have been a total coUapse in poor Margaret, morally 
and intellectually, and tragic as her catasbophe was. 
Providence was, after all, kind m putbng her, and her 
clownish husband, and their child, on board that fated 
ship There never was such a tragedy as her whole story, 
the sadder and sterner, because so much of the ridicu- 
lous was mixed up with it, and because she could bear 
anything better than to be ridiculous It was such an 
awful joke, that she should have resolved — in all sin- 
cerity, no doubt — to make herself the greatest, wisest, 
best woman of the age, and, to that end, she set to work 
on her sbange, heavy, unphable, and, in many respects, 
defectave and evil nature, and adorned it with a mosaic 
of admirable quahbes, such as she chose to possess, put- 
bng in here a splendid talent, and there a moral excel- 
lence, and pohshing each separate piece, and the whole 
together, bU it seemed to shine afar and dazzle all who 
saw It She took credit to herself for having been her 
own Redeemer, if not her own Creator, and, indeed, she 
was far more a work of art than any of Mr Mozier’s 
statues. But she was not working on an mammate sub- 
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stance, bke marble or clay, there was something within 
her that she could not possibly come at, to re-create and 
refine it, and, by and by, this rude old potency bestirred 
Itself, and undid all her labor in the twmkling of an eye. 
On the whole, I do not know but I hke her the better for 
It, — the better, because she proved herself a very 
woman, after all, and fell as the weakest of her sisters 
might 


MISS FHEDERIKA BREMER^ 

Rome, May 22nd [i858] — At seven o’clock. Mamma, 
Miss Shepard, and I, went by invitation to take tea with 
Miss Bremer After much search, and lumbering pain- 
fully up two or three staircases in vain, and at last going 
up stairs and down, m a strange circuity, we found her 
in a httle chamber of a large old building, situated a 
htde way from the brow of the Tarpeian Rock It was 
the smallest and humblest domicile that I have seen in 
Rome, ]ust large enough to hold her narrow bed, her tea- 
table, and a table covered with books, photographs of 
Roman rums, and some pages written by herself — 1 
wonder whether she is poor Probably so, for she told 
us that her expense of living here is only five Pauls a 
day She welcomed us, however, with the greatest cor- 
diahty and lady-hke simphcity, making no allusion to 
the humdity of her envuonment, and making us also 
lose sight of it (only that we had hardly room enough 
to sit down) by the absence of all apology, any more 
than if she were receiving us in a palace 'ITiere is not a 
better-bred woman in the world, and one does not think 


' Miss Bremer was a Swedish novelist, then famous in many 
countnes She had met Hawthorne during her American travels The 
descnption of the Tarpeian Rock was to be used m The Marble 
Faun, see "On the Edge of a Precipice," in this volume — Ed 
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whether she has any breeding or no Her httle bit of a 
round table was already spread for us with some bhie 
earthen-ware tea-cups, and after she had got through 
an interview with the Swedish consul (about her pass- 
port, I believe) and dismissed him with a hearty pres- 
sure of his hand between both her own, she gave us our 
tea, and some bread, and a mouthful of cake Mean- 
while, as the day dechned, there had been the most 
beautiful view over the Campagna, out of one of her 
windows, and from the other, looking towards Samt 
Peter’s, the broad glow of a mildly glonous sunset, not 
so pompous and magnificent as many that I have seen 
m America, but softer and sweeter, m all its changes, 
than I almost ever saw. As its beautiful hues died slowly 
away, the half -moon shone out brighter and brighter, 
for there was not a cloud in the sky, and it seemed like 
the moonlight of my younger days, which has vanished 
for many a long year In the garden beneath her win- 
dow, vergmg upon the Tarpeian Rock, there was shrub- 
bery, and one large tree, softemng the brow of the 
famous precipice adown which the old Romans used to 
fling their traitors, or sometimes their patriots 

Miss Bremer talked plentifully in her strange gibber- 
ish, good Enghsh enough, for a foreigner, but so oddly 
mtonated and accented that it is impossible to be sure 
of more than one word in ten Bemg so httle compre- 
hensible, it IS very singular how she contrives to make 
her auditors so perfectly certain, as they are, that she is 
talking the best sense m the world, and in the kindhest 
spint There is no better heart than hers, and not many 
sounder heads, and a httle touch of sentiment comes de- 
hghtfully in, mixed up with a quick and dehcate sense 
of humour, and the most perfect simphcity There is a 
very pleasant atmosphere of oldmaidishness about her, 
we are sensible of a freshness and smell of the mormng. 
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Still, in this httle withered rose — ^its recompense for 
never havmg been worn m anybody’s bosom, but only 
smelt at on the stem I forget mainly what we talked 
about, a good deal about art, of course, although that is 
a subject of which Miss Bremer evidently knows noth- 
ing Once we talked of fleas, animals that, m Rome, 
come home to everybody’s business and bosom, and are 
so common and inevitable that no delicacy is felt about 
alluding to the sufferings they inflict Poor httle Miss 
Bremer was tormented with one while turning out our 
tea, and positively had to indicate the fact, and the spot 
too, by rubbing it She talked, among other things, of 
the winters in Sweden, and said that she liked them, 
long and severe as they are, and this made me feel 
ashamed of dreading the winters of New England, as I 
did before coming away, and do now still more, after 
five or six mild Enghsh Decembers 

By and by two young ladies came in, her neighbors. 
It seemed, fresh from a long walk on the Campagna — 
fresh and weary at the same tune One apparently was 
German and the other French, and they brought her an 
offering of flowers, and chattered to her with affection- 
ate vivacity, and, as we were about takmg leave. Miss 
Bremer asked them to accompany her and us on a visit 
to the edge of the Tarpeian Rock Before we left the 
room, she took a bunch of roses, that were in a tumbler, 
and gave them to Miss Shepard, who told her that she 
should make each of her six sisters happy by giving 
them one apiece We went down the intncate staus, and 
emergmg into the garden, walked round the brow of 
the hill, which plunges down with exceeding abrupt- 
ness, but, so far as 1 could see in the moonhght, is no 
longer quite a precipice Then we re-entered the house, 
and went up staus and down again, through mtncate 
passages, till we got into the street, which was sbll 
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peopled with the ragamufiBns who infest and burrow in 
that part of Rome We returned through an archway 
and down the broad flight of steps into the piazza of 
the Capitol, and from the extremity of it, just at the 
head of the long descent, where Castor and Pollux and 
the old mile-stones stand, we turned to the left, and 
followed a somewhat windmg way bll we came mto the 
court-yard of a palace This court-yard is bordered by 
a parapet, leanmg over which, we saw a sheer precipice 
of the Tarpeian Rock, about the height of a four-story 
house, not that the precipice was a bare face of rock, 
but appeared to be cased m some sort of ancient stone- 
work, through which the primeval rock, here and there, 
looked grimly and doubtfully Bright as the Roman 
moonhght was, it could not show the front of wall, or 
rock, so well as I should have hked to see it, but left 
It in pretty much the same degree of dubiety and half- 
knowledge, m which the antiquaries leave almost aU the 
Roman rums Perhaps this last precipice may have been 
the traitors’ leap, perhaps the one on which Miss Brem- 
er’s garden verges, possibly, neither of the two At any 
rate, it was a good idea of the stern old Romans, to fling 
pohbcal cnmmals down from the very height of the 
Capitohne Hill, on which stood the temples and public 
edifices, symbok of the msbtubons which they sought 
to violate 

On the edge of the Tarpeian Rock, before we left the 
court-yard of the palace. Miss Bremer bade us farewell, 
kissing my wife most affecbonately on each cheek, "be- 
cause,” she said, “you look so sweetly”, kissing Miss 
Shepard too, and then turmng towards myself I was in 
a state of some httle bemor, not knowing what might be 
about to befall me, but she merely pressed my hand, and 
we parted, probably never to meet again God bless her 
good heart, and every inch of her httle body, not for- 
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getting her red nose, preposterously big as it is in pro- 
portion to the rest of herl She is a most amiable httle 
woman, worthy to be the maiden-aunt of the whole 
human race I suspect, by the by, that she does not hke 
me half so well as I do her, it is my impression that she 
thinks me unamiable, or that there is something or other 
not qmte right about me I am sorry if it be so, because 
such a good, kindly, clear-sighted, and dehcate person 
is very apt to have reason at the bottom of her harsh 
thoughts, when, in rare cases, she allows them to har- 
bour within her 


AN EVENING AT THE BHOWNINGS’ 

Florence, June 9th [1858] — Mamma, Miss Shepard, 
and I went last evening, at eight o’clock, to see the 
Brownings, and after some search and inquiry, we found 
the Casa Guidi, which is a palace in a street not very 
far from our own It being dusk, I could not see the 
exterior, which, if I remember. Browning has celebrated 
in song, at all events, he has called one of his poems the 
“Casa Guidi Windows ” The street is a narrow one, but 
on entering the house, we found a spacious staircase, 
and ample accommodations of vestibule and hall, the 
latter opemng on a balcony, where we could hear the 
chantmg of priests in a church close by Browning told 
us that this was the first church where an oratorio had 
ever been performed He came into the ante-room to 
greet us, as did his httle boy, Robert, whom they mck- 
name Penny for fondness This latter cognomen is a 
diminutive of Appenmm, which was bestowed upon 
him at his first advent into the world, because he was 
so very small, there bemg a statue in Florence nick- 
named Appenmm, because it is so huge I never saw 
such a boy as this before, so slender, fragile, and sprite- 
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like, not as if he were actually m ill-health, but as if he 
had httle or nothing to do with human flesh and blood 
His face is very pretty and most mtelhgent, and exceed- 
mgly hke his mother’s, whose constitutional lack of 
stamina I suppose he inherits He is nme years old, and 
seems at once less childlike and less manly than would 
befit that age 1 should not quite hke to be the father 
of such a hoy, and should fear to stake so much interest 
and aflection on hun as he cannot fail to inspire I won- 
der what IS to become of him — ^whether he wiU ever 
grow to be a man — whether it is desirable that he 
should His parents ought to turn their whole attention 
to making him gross and earthly, and giving him a 
thicker scabbard to sheathe his spirit in He was bom 
m Florence, and prides himself on being a Florenbne, 
and IS indeed as un-£nghsh a production as if he were 
native in another planet 

Mrs Browmng met us at the door of the drawing- 
room and greeted us most kmdly, a pale httle woman, 
scarcely embodied at all, at any rate, only substantial 
enough to put forth her slender fingers to be grasped, 
and to speak with a shrill, yet sweet, tenuity of voice 
Really, I do not see how Mr Browiung can suppose that 
he has an earthly wife, any more than an earthly child, 
both are of the elfin breed, and will flit away from him 
some day, when he least thinks of it She is a good and 
kind fairy, however, and sweetly disposed towards the 
human race, although only remotely akin to it It is 
wonderful to see how small she is, how dimmutive, and 
peaked, as it were, her face, without bemg ugly, how 
pale her cheek, how bright and dark her eyes There is 
not such another figure m this world, and her blade 
nnglets cluster dowm into her neck and make her face 
look the whiter for their sable profusion 1 could not 
form any judgment about her age, it may range any- 
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where within the limits of human hfe, or elfin-hfe When 
1 met her m London, at Mr Milnes’s breakfast-table, she 
did not impress me so strangely, for the mormng hght 
IS more prosaic than the dim illumination of their great, 
tapestried drawmg-room, and besides, sitting next to 
her, she did not then have occasion to raise her voice m 
spealong, and I was not sensible what a slender pipe she 
has. It IS as if a grasshopper should speak It is marvel- 
lous to me how so extraordinary, so acute, so sensitive a 
creature, can impress us as she does, with the certainty 
of her benevolence It seems to me there were a milhon 
diances to one that she would have been a miracle of 
acidity and bitterness 

We were not the only guests Mr and Mrs Eckers, 
Americans, recently from the East, and on intimate 
terms with the Browrungs, arrived after us, also, Miss 
Fanny Haworth, an English hterary lady, whom I have 
met several tunes in Liverpool, and lastly came the 
white head and palmer-hke beard of Mr [Wilham Cul- 
len] Bryant, with his daughter Mr, Browmng was very 
efficient in keeping up conversafaon with everybody, and 
seemed to be m all parts of the room and m every group 
at the same moment, a most vivid and qmck-thoughted 
person, logical and common-sensible, as 1 presume poets 
generally are, in their daily talk Mr Bryant, as usual, 
was homely and plam of maimer, with an old-fashioned 
dignity, nevertheless, and a remarkable deference and 
gendeness of tone, in addressmg Mrs. Browmng. I 
doubt, however, whether he has any high appreciation 
either of her poetry or her husband’s, and it is my im- 
pression that they care as btde about his. 

We had some tea and some strawberries, and passed 
a pleasant evemng. There was no very noteworthy con- 
versation, the most interestmg topic being that disagree- 
able, and now weansome one, of spiritual cammanica- 
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tions, as regards which Mrs Browning is a behever, and 
her husband an infidel. Bryant appeared not to have 
made up his mind on the matter, but told a story of a 
successful communication between Cooper, the novelist, 
and his sister, who had been dead fifty years Browmng 
and his wife had both been present at a spiritual session 
held by Mr. Hume, and had seen and felt the unearthly 
hands, one of which had placed a laurel wreath on Mrs 
Browning’s head Browning, however, avowed his behef 
that these aforesaid hands were affixed to the feet of 
Mr Hume, who lay extended in his chair, with his legs 
stretching far under the table The marvellousness of the 
fact, as I have read of it, and heard it from other eye- 
witnesses, melted strangely away, in his rude, hearty 
grip, and at the sharp touch of his logic, while his wife, 
ever and anon, put in a httle shrill and gentle word of 
expostulation I am rather surprised that Browning’s 
conversation should be so clear, and so much to the 
purpose of the moment, smce his poetry can seldom 
proceed far without running into the high grass of latent 
meanings and obscure allusions 

Mrs Browning’s health does not permit late hours, so 
we began to take leave at about ten o’clock I heard her 
ask Mr Bryant if he did not mean to re-visit Europe, 
and heard him answer, not uncheerfully, takmg hold of 
his white hair, “It is gettmg rather too late in the eve- 
ning now.” If any old age can be cheerful, I should 
think his might be, so good a man, so cool, so calm — so 
bright, too, we may say — ^his hfe has been hke the days 
that end m pleasant sunsets He has a great loss, how- 
ever — or what ought to be a great loss — soon to be 
encountered m the death of his wife, who, I thin k, can 
hardly hve to reach Amenca He is not enunently an 
affecbonate man I take him to be one who cannot get 
closely home to his sorrow, nor feel it so sensibly as he 
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gladly would, and in consequence of that deficiency, the 
world lacks substance to him It is partly the result, 
perhaps, of his not having sufficiently culbvated his ani- 
mal and emotional nature, his poetry shows it, and his 
personal intercourse — though kindly — does not stir one’s 
blood in the least 

Little Penny, during the evemng, somebmes helped 
the guests to cake and strawberries, joined in the con- 
versabon when he had anything to say, or sat down 
upon a couch to enjoy his own meditabons He has long 
curhng hair, and has not yet emerged from his frock 
and drawers It is funny to think of putbng him mto 
breeches His hkeness to his mother is strange to behold 




Like many other dignified and shy New Englanders, 
Hawthorne revealed himself m his letters Indeed, he 
revealed himself more fully than did any of the others, 
partly because he knew himself better, from years of 
lonely introspechon, but chiefly because, more than any 
of his New England contemporaries, he was a profes- 
sional writer, concerned at all tunes with the writer’s 
problem of finding the proper word to express the most 
reveahng detail He seldom talked about himself and m 
fact he scarcely talked, except to a few close friends, 
but he wrote about himself as freely and dispassionately 
as if he were one of his own characters The truth is that 
he was one of those characters, and the chief among 
them, for he projected himself mto most of his stones 
either as the hero or else, more often, as the villain, the 
victim, or the observer In his letters he simply lets him- 
self be seen, as m a minor 

All but a few of the letters written in his early man- 
hood have vamshed, including what seem to have been 
the most intimate, those addressed to Horatio Bndge, 
his college fnend, Bndge burned a great bundle of them 
606 
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at Hawthorne’s request After 1837, however, his letters 
began to be regarded as valuable properties, and most 
of them are now preserved m various collections. To- 
gether they form a sort of autobiography, the hvehest 
and most complete that we possess for any American 
author of his period I am repnnbng a dozen of them, 
in full or in part, for the hght they cast on his sohtude 
in Salem, his courtship, his hterary tastes, his pohtical 
activities, and his struggles with the last novel that re- 
fused to be wntten. 

The first of the letters dates from a turmng pomt in 
his career. In 1837 Hawthorne was trymg to climb out 
of his “owl’s nest,” and apparently he thought of gettmg 
mamed (perhaps to the umdenhfied young woman 
about whom he nearly fought a duel) Meanwhile his 
first book, Twtce-Told Tales, had been published m the 
early spnng and Hawthorne had sent a presentation 
copy to Longfellow, another Bowdom classmate, who 
was already a pretty famous author Longfellow hadn't 
been one of his college fnends, but now he acknowl- 
edged the gift m cordial terms, and Hawthorne an- 
swered by tellmg him what he had been domg in the 
twelve years smce their graduabon When he wrote this 
letter, he didn’t know that Longfellow had already re- 
viewed his Tales in an arbcle that established his hterary 
reputabon 

Salem, June 4th, 1837 

Deab Sir, 

Not to burthen you with my correspondence, I have 
delayed a rejornder to your very kmd and cordial letter, 
unbl now. It gratifies me to find that you have occasion- 
ally felt an mterest m my situabon, but your quotabon 
from Jean Paul, about the “lark’s nest,” makes me smile 
You would have been nearer the truth if you had pic- 
tured me as dwelhng m an owl’s nest, for nune is about 
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as dismal, and, like the owl I seldom venture abroad 
bll after dark By some witchcraft or other — for I really 
cannot assign any reasonable why and wherefore — I 
have been earned apart from the mam current of life, 
and find it impossible to get back again. Since we last 
met — winch, I remember, was in Sawtell’s room, where 
you read a farewell poem to the relics of the class — ever 
smee that time, I have secluded myself from society, 
and yet I never meant any such thing, nor dreamed 
what sort of hfe I was going to lead I have made a cap- 
tive of myself and put me into a dungeon, and now I 
cannot find the key to let myself out — and if the door 
were open, I should be almost afraid to come out You 
tell me that you have met with troubles and changes. I 
know not what they may have been, but I can assure 
you that trouble is the next best thing to enjoyment, and 
that there is no fate in this world so horrible as to have 
no share in either its joys or sorrows For the last ten 
years, I have not lived, but only dreamed about hvmg 
It may be true that there have been some unsubstantial 
pleasures here m the shade, which 1 should have nussed 
m the sunshine, but you caimot conceive how utterly 
devoid of sabsfaction all my retrospects are I have laid 
up no treasure of pleasant remembrances, against old 
age, but there is some comfort m thinkmg that my fu- 
ture years can hardly fail to be more vaned, and there- 
fore more tolerable, than the past 

You give me more credit than I deserve, in supposmg 
that I have led a studious hfe I have, mdeed, turned 
over a good many books, but m so desultory a way that 
it cannot be called study, nor has it left me the frmts 
of study As to my hterary efforts, I do not think much 
of them — ^neither is it worth while to be ashamed of 
them They would have been better, I trust, if wntten 
under more favorable circumstances I have had no ex- 
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temal excitement — no consciousness that the pubhc 
would hke what I wrote, nor much hope nor a very 
passionate desire that they should do so Nevertheless, 
having nothing else to be ambitious of, I have felt con- 
siderably interested in hterature, and if my writings had 
made any decided impression, I should probably have 
been stimulated to greater exertions, but there has been 
no warmth of approbation, so that I have always written 
with benumbed fingers I have another great difficulty, 
in the lack of materials, for I have seen so httle of the 
world, that I have nothing but thin air to concoct my 
stories of, and it is not easy to give a lifehke semblance 
to such shadowy stuff Somebmes, through a peep-hole, 
I have caught a ghmpse of the real world, and the 
two or three articles, m which I have portrayed such 
ghmpses, please me better than the others I have now, 
or shall soon have, one sharp spur to exertion, which I 
lacked at an earher period, for I see httle prospect but 
that I must scribble for a hving But this troubles me 
much less than you would suppose I can turn my pen 
to all sorts of drudgery, such as children’s books, etc , 
and by and by, I shall get some editorship that will an- 
swer my purpose Frank Pierce, who was with us at 
college, offered me his influence to obtain an office m 
the Exploring Expedition, but I beheve that he was 
mistaken in supposing that a vacancy existed If such 
a post were attainable, I should certainly accept it, for, 
though fixed so long to one spot, I have always had a 
desire to run around the world. 

The copy of my Tales was sent to Mr. Owen’s, the 
bookseller’s m Cambndge. I am glad to find that you 
had read and hked some of the stones. To be sure, you 
could not well help flattermg me a httle, but I value 
your praise too highly not to have faith m Its smcenly. 
When I last heard from the publisher — which was not 
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very recently — the book was doing pretty well Six or 
seven hundred copies had been sold 1 suppose, how- 
ever, these awful tunes have now stopped the sale. 

I intend in a week or two to come out of my o^'s 
nest, and not return to it till late in the summer — em- 
ploying the mterval in making a tour somewhere in New 
England You, who have the dust of distant countries 
on your "sandal-shoon,” cannot imagine how much en- 
joyment I shall have m this little excursion. Whenever 
I get abroad, I feel just as young as I did, ten years 
ago What a letter 1 am mflictmg on you! I trust you will 
answer it. Yours sincerely, 

Nath Hawthorne 

Besides establishing his hterary reputabon, Twice- 
Told Tales led induectly to a sbll greater change m 
Hawthorne’s life The redoubtable Miss Elizabeth Pal- 
mer Peabody, friend of all the Boston cranks and re- 
formers, had been excited by reading “The Gentle Boy” 
and other unsigned stones that appeared in the gift- 
books and magazines, she suspected that they were the 
work of a single author Now she learned that the author 
was her neighbor in Salem and she immediately laid 
siege to the Hawthorne fanuly, doing her best to draw 
its members out of their separate monkhke cells Read- 
mg the Peabody correspondence, one suspects that she 
had her designs on Nathamel, but if so she hid her dis- 
appointment when he fell in love with her younger sister 
Sophia The engagement between an uivahd — as Sophia 
was at the bme — and a penniless recluse was kept secret 
for years, while Hawthorne cast about for means to sup- 
port a wife, and Sophia tned to cure her chrome head- 
aches The letter that follows was written while he was 
employed as a weigher and gauger m the Boston custom 
house, but he had already decided to resign from this 
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political post (which he would have lost in any case 
under the Whig administration elected that fall), and 
meanwhile he had returned to Salem for a vacation As 
in other letters of the period he speaks of himself as 
Sophia’s husband, although two more years would pass 
before their marriage 

Salem, October 4th, 1840 — J4 past 10 am 
Mine ownest, 

Here sits thy husband in his old accustomed chamber, 
where he used to sit in years gone by, before his soul 
became acquamted with thine Here I have written 
many tales — many that have been burned to ashes — 
many that doubtless deserved the same fate This de- 
serves to be called a haunted chamber, for thousands 
upon thousands of visions have appeared to me in it, 
and some few of them have become visible to the world 
If ever I should have a biographer, he ought to make 
great menbon of this chamber in my memoirs, because 
so much of my lonely youth was wasted here, and here 
my mind and character were formed, and here I have 
been glad and hopeful, and here I have been despond- 
ent, and here I sat a long, long time, waibng pabently 
for the world to know me, and sometimes wondering 
why it did not know me sooner, or whether it would 
ever know me at all — at least, bll I were in my grave 
And sometimes (for I had no wife then to keep my heart 
warm) it seemed as if I were aheady in the grave, with 
only life enough to be chilled and benumbed But of- 
tener I was happy — at least, as happy as I then knew 
how to be, or was aware of the possibility of being By 
and by, the world found me out in my lonely chamber, 
and called me forth — not, indeed, with a loud roar of 
acclamabon, but rather with a stall, small voice, and 
forth I went, but found nothing m the wwld that I 
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thought preferable to my old sohtude, till at length a 
certain Dove was revealed to me, in the shadow of a 
seclusion as deep as my own had been And I drew 
nearer and nearer to the Dove, and opened my bosom 
to her, and she flitted mto it, and closed her wings there 
— and there she nestles now and forever, keeping my 
heart warm, and renewing my life with her own So now 
I begin to understand why I was imprisoned so many 
years m this lonely chamber, and why I could never 
break through the viewless bolts and bars, for if I had 
sooner made my escape into the world, I should have 
grown hard and rough, and been covered with earthly 
dust, and my heart would have become callous by rude 
encounters with the multitude, so that I should have 
been all unfit to shelter a heavenly Dove in my arms 
But living in sohtude till the fullness of tune was come, 
I still kept the dew of my youth and the freshness of my 
heart, and had these to offer to my Dove 

Well, dearest, I had no notion what I was going to 
write, when I began, and indeed I doubted whether I 
should write anything at all, for after such intimate 
communion as that of our last bhssful evening, it seems 
as if a sheet of paper could only be a veil betwixt us 
Ownest, in the times that I have been speaking of, I 
used to think that I could imagine all passions, all feel- 
ings, all states of the heart and mind, but how httle did 
I know what it is to be mingled with another’s bemgl 
Thou only hast taught me that I have a heart — thou 
only hast thrown a deep hght downward, and upward, 
into my soul Thou only hast revealed me to myself, for 
without thy aid, my best knowledge of myself would 
have been merely to know my own shadow — to watch it 
flickering on the wall, and mistake its fantasies for my 
own real achons Indeed, we are but shadows — ^we are 
not endowed with real life, and aU that seems most real 



A BUNDLE OF LETTERS 613 

about us js but the thinnest substance of a dream — bll 
the heart is touched That touch creates us — then we 
begin to be — thereby we are beings of reahty, and in- 
hentors of etermty Now, dearest, dost thou compre- 
hend what thou hast done for me? And is it not a some- 
what fearful thought, that a few shght circumstances 
might have prevented us from meeting, and then I 
should have returned to my sohtude, sooner or later 
(probably now, when I have thrown down my burthen 
of coal and salt) and never should have been created 
at alll But this is an idle speculation If the whole 
world had stood between us, we must have met — ^if we 
had been born m different ages, we could not have been 
sundered 

Belovedest, how dost thou do? If I mistake not, it was 
a southern ram yesterday, and, next to the sunshine of 
Paradise, that seems to be thy element 

[The last eight lines of the letter are missing ] 

Many of Hawthorne’s letters to his wife have survived 
m a mutilated form Some have been scissored down to 
mere fragments, in others there are phrases or sentences 
inked out by Mrs Hawthorne for fear tliat strangers 
might read them Most of the inked-out passages have 
now been restored, through the efforts of Randall Stew- 
art and the staff of the Huntmgton Library They reveal 
no scandals about Hawthorne, they merely show that 
his love for Sophia was earthly as well as spiritual "You 
looked hke a vision, beaubfuUest wife,” he said in one 
of the letters written durmg the first months of their be- 
trothal, "with the width of the room between us — so 
spiritual that my human heart wanted to be assured 
that you had an earthly vesture on, and your warm 
kisses gave me that assurance " Mrs Hawthorne inked 
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out the kisses, leaving herself and her husband without 
their earthly garments A similar deletion — the sentence 
about creepmg into a cold bed — has been restored ta 
this next letter, which is one of the first that Hawthorne 
wrote after joining a community of earnest spirits at 
Oak Hill, later known as Brook Farm 

Oak Hill, April 13th, 1841 

OVTNEST LOVE, 

Here is thy poor husband in a piolar Paradise' I know 
not how to interpret this aspect of Nature — whether it 
be of good or evil omen to our enterprise But I reflect 
that the Plymouth pilgrims arrived in the midst of storm 
and stept ashore upon mountain snow-drifts, and never- 
theless they prospered, and became a great people — 
and doubtless it wiU be the same with us 1 laud my 
stars, however, that thou wilt not have thy first impres- 
sions of our future home from such a day as this Thou 
wouldst shiver all thy life afterwards, and never reahze 
that there could be bright skies, and green hiUs and 
meadows, and trees heavy with fohage, when now the 
whole scene is a great snow-bank, and the sky full of 
snow likewise Through faith, I persist m believing that 
spring and summer will come m their due season, but 
the unregenerated man shivers withm me, and suggests 
a doubt whether I may not have wandered withm the 
precincts of the Arctic circle, and chosen my heritage 
among everlastmg snows Dearest, provide thyself with 
a good stock of furs, and if thou canst obtam the sldn 
of a polar bear, thou wdt find it a very suitable summer 
dress for this region Thou must not hope ever to walk 
abroad, except upon snow-shoes, nor to find any warmth, 
save m thy husband’s heart 

Belovedest, I have not yet taken my first lesson m 
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agnculture, as thou mayst well suppose — except that 1 
went to see our cows foddered, yesterday afternoon We 
have eight of our own, and the number is now increased 
by a transcendental heifer, belonging to Miss Margaret 
Fuller She is very fractious, I believe, and apt to kick 
over the mdk pail Thou knowest best, whether, m these 
traits of character, she resembles her mistress Thy hus- 
band intends to convert himself into a milk-maid, this 
evenmg, but I pray heaven that Mr Ripley be moved 
to assign him the kindliest cow in the herd — otherwise 
he will perform his duty with fear and trembhng. 

Ovraest wife, I hke my brethren in afflicbon very well, 
and couldst thou see us sitting round our table, at meal- 
bmes, before the great kitchen-fire, thou wouldst call it 
a cheerful sight. Mrs Parker is a most comfortable 
woman to behold, she looks as if her ample person were 
stuffed fuE of tenderness — indeed, as if she were aU one 
great, kind heart Wert thou but here, I should ask for 
nothing more — not even for sunshine and summer 
weather, for thou wouldst be both, to thy husband And 
how is that cough of thine, my belovedest? Hast thou 
thought of me, in my perils and wandermgs? Thou must 
not think how I longed for thee, when I crept into my 
cold bed last mght — my bosom remembered thee — and 
refused to be comforted without thy kisses I trust that 
thou dost muse ufxin me with hope and joy, not with re- 
pining. Think that I am gone before, to prepare a home 
for my Dove, and wiU return for her, aU in good 
tune 

Thy husband has the best chamber in the house, I 
believe, and though not quite so good as the apartment 
I have left, it wiU do very weU I have hung up diy 
two pictures, and they give me a gUmpse of sunrni^ 
and ^ diee. The vase 1 mtended to have brought m my 
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arms, but could not very conveniently do it yesterday, 
so that It still remains at Mrs Hillard’s, together with 
my carpet I shall bring them the next opportunity 
Now farewell, for the present, most beloved I have 
been writing this in my chamber, but the fire is getting 
low, and the house is old and cold, so that the warmth 
of my whole person has retreated to my heart, which 
burns with love for thee I must run down to the kitchen 
or parlor hearth, where thy image shall sit beside me — 
yea, be pressed to my breast At bed-time, thou shalt 
have a few lines more Now I think of it, dearest, wilt 
thou give Mrs Ripley a copy of Grandfather’s Chair and 
Liberty Tree, she wants them for some boys here I have 
several copies of Famous Old People 

April 14th 10 A M Sweetest, I did not milk the cows 
last night, because Mr Ripley was afraid to trust them 
to my hands, or me to their horns — I know not which 
But this morning, I have done wonders Before break- 
fast, I went out to the barn, and began to chop hay for 
the cattle, and with such “righteous vehemence” (as 
Mr Ripley says) did I labor, that, in the space of ten 
minutes, I broke the machine Then 1 brought wood and 
replenished the fires, and finally sat down to breakfast 
and ate up a huge mound of buckwheat cakes After 
breakfast, Mr Ripley put a four-pronged instrument into 
my hands, which he gave me to understand was called 
a pitch-fork, and he and Mr Farley being armed with 
similar weapons, we all three commenced a gallant at- 
tack upon a heap of manure This aSair being con- 
cluded, and thy husband having purified himself, he 
sits down to fimsh this letter to his most beloved wife 
Dearest, I wiU never consent that thou come within half 
a mile of me, after such an encounter as that of this 
morning Pray Heaven that this letter retain none of the 
fragrance with which the writer was imbued As for thy 
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husband himself, he is pecuharly partial to the odor, but 
that whimsical little nose of thine might chance to quar- 
rel with It 

Belovedest, Miss Fuller’s cow hooks the other cows, 
and has made herself ruler of the herd, and behaves in 
a very tyranmcal manner Sweetest, I know not when I 
shall see thee, but I trust it will not be longer than till 
the end of next week I love thee! I love thee' I would 
thou wert with me, for then would my labor be joyful — 
and even now, it is not sorrowful Dearest, I shall make 
an excellent husbandman I feel the origmal Adam re- 
viving within me 

Hawthorne left Brook Farm in the autumn of 1841, 
after deciding, as he wrote to Sophia, "that a man’s soul 
may be buried and perish under a dung-heap or in the 
furrow of a field, just as well as under a pile of money ’’ 
In July of the following year the lovers were married 
They went to live in the Old Manse at Concord, where 
Hawthorne raised a garden and tried to earn a living 
by selling stones to the magazines He seldom had 
trouble m pubhshing his work, but the miserable sums 
he was paid for it were always late m coming, with the 
result that he hated to walk mto the village for fear of 
meeting his creditors The project of makmg a book out 
of Bridge’s voyage to the coast of Africa, discussed m 
the next letter, was partly designed to earn extra money 
— since Hawthorne was to receive the royalties — ^but it 
had another purpose as well Bndge had been feehng 
despondent, and Hawthorne told him that wnbng travel 
sketches "might give your life somewhat of an adequate 
purpose — ^which, at present, it lacks ” It is pleasant to 
add that the sketches were written on the prmciples sug- 
gested in the letter, that Hawthorne did a masterly piece 
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of edibng, and that The Jourrud of an African Cruiser, 
published m 1845, was well received by the critics and 
had a respectable sale 


Concord, May 3, 1843 

Deab Bridge, 

I am almost afraid that you wiU have departed for 
Africa before this letter teaches New York, but I have 
been so much taken up with writing for a living, and 
hkewise with physical labor out of doors, that I have 
hitherto had no bme to answer yours It was perhaps 
as well that you did not visit Concord again, for, by 
comparison of dates, I am led to believe that my wife 
and yourself were in Boston at the same time She had 
gone thither to take leave of her sister Mary, the “gal” 
of your stage-coach story, who is now married, and has 
sailed m the May steamer for Europe 

I formed quite a difiEerent opinion from that which 
you express about your description of the storm It 
seemed to me very graphic and effective, and my wife 
coincides m this judgment Her criticism on such a point 
is better worth having than mme, for she knows all about 
storms, havmg encountered a tremendous one on a voy- 
age to Cuba You must learn to think better of your 
powers They will mcrease by exercise I would advise 
you not to stick too accurately to the bare fact, either 
m your descripbons or narrabons, else your hand will 
be cramped, and the result wiD be a want of freedom 
that will depnve you of a higher buth than that which 
you strive to attain Allow your fancy pretty free hcense, 
and ormt no heightemng touches because they did not 
chance to happen before your eyes If they did not hap- 
pen, they at least ought — which is aU that concems you. 
This is the secret of all entertammg travellers. If you 
meet with any distfnguished characters, give personal 
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sketches of them. Begin to write always before the im- 
pression of novelty has worn off from your mind, else 
you will begin to thmk that the pecuhanties which at 
first attracted you are not worth recording, yet these 
shght pecuhanbes are the very things that make the 
most vivid impression upon the reader Think nothing 
too trifling to write down, so it be m the smallest degree 
characterisbc. You will be surprised to find, on reperus- 
mg your journal, what an importance and graphic power 
these httle parbculars assume After you have had due 
time for observabon, you may then give grave reflecbons 
on nabonal character, customs, morals, rehgion, the in- 
fluence of pecuhar modes of government, etc , and I 
will take care to put these in their proper places and 
make them come in with due effect 1 by no means de- 
spair of putbng you m the way to acquire a very pretty 
amount of literary reputabon, should you ever think it 
worth your while to assume the authorship of these pro- 
piosed sketches. All the ment will be your own, for I 
shall merely arrange them, correct the style, and per- 
form other htde offices as to which only a pracbsed 
scribbler is au fait 

In relabon to your complaints that life has lost its 
charm, that your enthusiasm is dead — and that there is 
nothmg worth hving for — my wife bids me advise you 
to faU m love It is a woman’s prescripbon, but a man 
— videlicet, myself — gives his sancbon to its efficacy You 
would find aU the fresh colormg restored to the faded 
pictures of hfe, it would renew your youth — you would 
be a boy again, with the deeper feeling and purposes 
of a man. Try it — by it — ^first, however, taking care that 
the object is in every way unexcepbonable, for this will 
be your last chance m life. If you fail you will never 
make another attempt . . . 


God bless you — N H 
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Another of Hawthorne’s college friends, Franklin 
Pierce, was the Democrabc nominee in the presidential 
campaign of 1852 Hawthorne was persuaded to write 
his campaign biography He introduced it by describing 
himself as “so bttle of a pohtician that he scarcely feels 
entitled to call himself a member of any party”, that 
was a pose he always assumed before the public The 
fact was that he had always been regarded as a Demo- 
crat (belonging to the “Young America” wing of the 
party), that several of his friends were party leaders 
and that Hawthorne himself knew more about the busi- 
ness of getting pobbcal jobs than any other American 
writer of his time After Pierce’s elecbon, Hawthorne 
was plagued by office seekers, one of whom was Richard 
Henry Stoddard, the poet and editor Hawthorne not 
only wrote him the letter that follows, with its pracbcal 
advice, but also recommended him to Democrabc lead- 
ers, with the result that Stoddard was named to an in- 
spectorship m the New York custom house 

Concord, March 16th, 1853 

Dear Stoodakd, 

I beg your pardon for not wribng before, but I have 
been very busy, and not parhcularly well I enclose a 
letter from Atherton Roll up and pile up as much of a 
snowball as you can, m the way of pohbcal interest, for 
there never was a fiercer bme than this, among the office- 
seekers You had better make your pomt in die Custom 
House at New York, if possible, for, from what I can 
learn, there will be a poor chance of clerkships in Wash- 
mgton 

Atherton is a man of rather cold extenor, but has a 
good heart, — at least, for a pohbcian of a quarter of a 
century’s standing If it be certam that he cannot help 
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you, he will probably tell you so Perhaps it would be 
as well for you to apply for some place that has a 
hterary fragrance about it, — Librarian to some Depart- 
ment, the ofiBce which Lanman held I don’t know 
whether there is any other such oflBce Are you fond of 
brandy f* Your strength of head (which you tell me you 
possess) may stand you in good stead at Washington, 
for most of these public men are inveterate guzzlers, 
and love a man that can stand up to them in that par- 
ticular It would never do to let them see you corned, 
however But I must leave you to find your own way 
among them If you have never associated with them 
heretofore, you will find them a new class, and very 
unhke poets 

I have finished the "Tanglewood Tales,” and they will 
make a volume about the size of the "Wonder-Book,” 
consisbng of six myths — the Minotaur, the Golden 
Fleece, the story of Proserpme, etc , etc , etc , done up 
in excellent style, purified from all moral stains, re- 
created as good as new, or better, and fully equal, in 
their own way, to Mother Goose I never did anything 
else so well as these old baby stories In haste. 

Truly yours, 

Nath Hawthorne 

P S When applying for ofiBce, if you are conscious of 
any deficiencies (moral, intellectual, or educational, or 
whatever else ) , keep them to yourself, and let those find 
them out whose business it may be For example, sup- 
posing the oflBce of Translator to the State Department 
to be tendered you, accept it boldly, without hmtmg 
that your acquaintance with foreign languages may not 
be the most famihar If this unimportant fact be dis- 
covered afterwards, you can be transferred to some more 
smtable post The busmess is, to establish yourself, some- 
how and anywhere 
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I have had as many office-seekers knocking at my 
door, for three months past, as if 1 were a prune mimsto; 
so that I have made a good many scientific observatnos 
in respect to them The words that Bradamante ( I think 
it was ) read in the Euichanted Hall are, and ought to be, 
their motto — “Be bold, be bold, and evermore be bold.” 
But over one door she read, "Be not too bold ” A subtile 
boldness, with a ved of modesty over it, is vffiat is needed 

Hawthorne's share in the spoils of Democratic victory 
was the consulate at Liverpool, then regarded as the 
biggest phun m the foreign service Until Congress 
changed the law m 1855, consuls kept their fees instead 
of being paid a fixed salary, and Liverpool, as the busiest 
port m Europe, had the most fees to offer. The financial 
side of Hawthorne’s European years is best revealed in 
his letters to WiUiam D Ticknor, who, besides being 
senior partner in the publishing house of Ticknor and 
Fields, also acted as Hawthorne’s banker. Ticknor was 
disturbed when his favorite author insisted on lending 
$3,000 to Horatio Bridge, and his businesshke warning 
brought forth the letter that follows. In this case Bridge 
repaid the money, with mterest at six percent, but an- 
other fnend — probably the dashing and uresponsible 
John Louis O’Sulhvan — was less scrupulous about the 
large sum he burrowed Moreover, Hawthorne mvested 
and lost $10,000 m a copper mine that O’Sullivan was 
promoting, with the result that he was penniless by the 
year of his death — and this in spite of the $30,000 be 
saved during the four years of his consulship 

Liverpool, Jan 19th, ’55 

Dear Ticknor, 

1 am sorry to have given a false alarm, but as it turns 
out, I shall have no occasion to draw on you at present 
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— having a good portion of the requisite amount on 
hand, and supplying the rest by drafts on the State De- 
partment for advances made I shall lose nothing by this 
investment, and as to your advice not to lend any more 
money, I acknowledge it to be good, and shall follow 
it so far as I can and ought But when the friend of half 
my lifebme asks me to assist him, and when 1 have per- 
fect confidence in his honor, what is to be done'’ Shall 
I prove myself to be one of those persons who have 
every quahty desirable in friendship, except that they 
invariably fail you at a pinch? I don’t think I can do 
that, but, luckily, I have fewer friends than most men, 
and there are not a great many who can claim anythmg 
of me on that score As regards such cases as those of 
Rogers and Gibson, my ofiRcial position makes it neces- 
sary that I should sometimes risk money in that way; 
but I can assure you I exercise a great deal of discretaon 
in the responsibihties which I assume I have not been a 
year and a half in this office, without learning to say 
"No” as peremptorily as most men 

I enclose a letter to Rogers, which you will please to 
send to his direction, unless he has already deposited 
funds for your draft and that of Mr Cunard I also trans- 
mit the latter, which has been returned by Cunard, and 
paid by me If Mr Rogers neglects to refund, he is the 
meanest scoundrel that ever pretended to be a gentle- 
man, for without my interference and assistance, he 
could have had no resource but starvation, or possibly a 
Liverpool workhouse If he refuses to pay, himself, the 
fact of my aiding hun, and of his extreme necessity at the 
time, should be stated to his brother or nearest relative, 
who, m the merest decency, cannot but pay the amount 
But I still believe that he has a sense of honor in him 
It seems to be a general opinion that the consular bill 
will not pass If it should, I shall (accordmg to your 
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Statement) be at least a good deal better off than when 
I took the office Reckoning O’Sullivan’s three thousand 
dollars, I shall have bagged about $15,000, and I shall 
estimate the Concord place and my copyrights together 
at $5,000 more, — so that you see I have the twenty 
thousand, after alh I shall spend a year on the Conti- 
nent, and then decide whether to go back to the Way- 
side, or to stay abroad and write books But I had rather 
hold this office two years longer, for I have not seen 
half enough of England, and there is the germ of a new 
Romance in my mind, which will be all the better for 
ripemng slowly Besides, America is now wholly given 

over to a d d mob of scribbling women, and I shall 

have no chance of success while the public taste is oc- 
cupied with their trash — and should be ashamed of my- 
self if I did succeed What is the mystery of these 
innumerable editions of the Lamplighter, and other 
books neither better nor worsef* — worse they could not 
be, and better they need not be, when they sell by the 
100,000 Your friend, 

Nathl Hawthorne 

At first living in England strengthened Hawthorne’s 
American nationalism, which became a stronger senti- 
ment than he was wilhng to admit Although his political 
activibes had been concerned with patronage rather 
than with broader pohcies, his friends in the Democratic 
party were most of them Young Americans, and their 
aim, put bluntly, was to distract the public mind from 
the internal conflict between North and South by fol- 
lowing an aggressive foreign pohcy “Uncle John” O’Sul- 
hvan, the feckless borrower, was one of the Young 
Americans, m fact he invented the phrase “manifest des- 
tiny,” which became their slogan Frankhn Pierce was 
regarded as their friend m the White House And Haw- 
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thorne, sympathizing with their aims, felt for a time that 
England was the national enemy When she went to war 
with Russia, m 1854, he said in a letter to Longfellow 
that the Russians were “fighting our battle ” When she 
threatened Amencan neutrahty by trying to recruit 
Americans for service in the Crimea, he thought that 
the British Mmister should be handed his passports 
Hawthorne discussed the prospect of war with England 
m a long letter to Ticknor, from which I am quotmg 
only two paragraphs 

Liverpool, Nov 9th, 1855 

Dear Ticknor, 

We have all been m commohon here, for a fortnight 
past, m expectation of a war, but the peaceful tenor of 
the last accounts from America have gone far towards 
qmeting us No man would be justified in wishing for 
war, but I trust Amenca will not bate an inch of honor 
for the sake of avoiding it, and if it does come, we have 
the fate of England in our hands If the Yankees were 
half so patriotic, at home, as we on this side of the 
water, I rather think we should be in for it I hate Eng- 
land, though I love some Enghshmen, and hke them 
generally, in fact 

I shall wait with much mterest for the response of 
Young America to the hostile demonstrations on the 
part of England If I mistake not, John Bull is now 
heartily afraid of the consequences of what he has done, 
and will gladly seize any decent method of getting out 
of the scrape If we do not fight him now, I doubt 
whether he will ever give us another chance He has 
partly learned what he himself is, and begms to have 
some idea of what we are There has been a great 
change, on both these pomts, smce I first came to Eng- 
land Truly yours, 

Natbl Hawthorne 
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There was a gradual change m Hawthorne’s attitude 
toward his own country as he began to hear more and 
more distressing news from home The years of his 
Liverpool consulate were also the years of “irrepressible 
conflict,” of the battle over slavery m Kansas, and of the 
outcry against the Fugitive Slave Law In his disilhision- 
ment Hawthorne retreated from American nabonalism 
mto a feehng that was older and deeper in his nature, 
a simple love for New England, he was wilhng to relin- 
quish everything south of the Potomac as foreign soil 
The sentiments he expressed in an 1857 letter to Bridge 
were those he continued to hold through the Civil War 
He used to say of the Southerners, “I hope that we shall 
give them a terrible thrashing, and then kick them out.” 

Liverpool, Jan. 15th, 1857 

Deab Bridge^ 

Yours of the 23d ult is received, and I have read it 
with much interest. I regret that you think so doubtfully 
(or, rather, despairingly) of the prospects of the Umon, 
for I should Lke well enough to hold on to the old thing 
And yet I must confess that I sympathize to a large ex- 
tent with the Northern feeling, and thuik it is about rune 
for us to make a stand If compelled to choose, I go for 
the North At present we have no country — at least, 
none in the sense an Englishman has a country I never 
conceived, m rcahty, what a true and warm love of 
country is till I witnessed it in the breasts of English- 
men The States are too vanous and too extended to 
form really one country New England is qmte as large 
a lump of earth as my heart can really take in 

Don’t let Frank Pierce see the above, or be would 
turn me out of o£Bce, late m the day as it is However, 
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I have no kmdied with, nor leaning towards, the Ahoh- 
bonists. . . . Most truly yours, 

Nath Hawthorne 


Having resigned his consulship, Hawthorne left Eng- 
land in January 1858 and made a leisurely tnp to Italy, 
It was there, in Florence, that he wrote the first draft 
of The Marble Faun He finished the novel in Learning- 
ton, an Enghsh watenng place, during the wmter of 
1859-60 Shortly afterwards he wrote the following let- 
ter to James T. Fields, who, m addition to bemg Tick- 
nor’s junior partner, would soon become editor of the 
Atlantic Monthly 


Leamington, Feb. 11th, 1860 

Deah Fields, 

I received your letter from Florence, and conclude 
that you are now m Rome, and probably enjoymg the 
carmval — a tame description of which, by the by, I have 
introduced into my Romance I thank you most heartily 
for your kind wishes in favour of the forth-coming 
work, and sincerely jom my own prayers to yours in its 
behalf, but without much confidence of a good result 
My own opinion is, that I am not really a popular writer, 
and that what popularity I have gamed is chiefly acci- 
dental, and owing to other causes than my own kind or 
degree of merit Possibly I may (or may not) deserve 
something better than popularity, but lookmg at all my 
producbons, and especially this latter one, with a cold 
and critical eye, I can see that they do not make their 
appeal to the popular min d It is odd enough, moreover, 
that my own in^vidual taste is for quite another class 
of works than those which 1 myself am able to wnte 
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If I were to meet with such books as mine, by another 
writer, I don’t believe I should be able to get through 
them Have you ever read the novels of Anthony Trol- 
lope? They precisely suit my taste, solid and substantial, 
written on the strength of beef and through the inspira- 
tion of ale, and just as real as if some giant had hewn 
a great lump out of the earth and put it under a glass 
case, with all its inhabitants going about theu daily 
business, and not suspecting that they were made a show 
of And these books are just as English as a beefsteak 
Have they ever been tried in America? It needs an Eng- 
bsh residence to make them thoroughly comprehensible, 
but still I should think that the human nature m them 
would give them a success anywhere 

To return to my own moonshiny Romance, its fate 
will soon be settled, for Smith & Elder mean to pubhsh 
on the 28th of this month Poor Ticknor will have a tight 
scratch to get his edition out contemporaneously, they 
having sent him the third volume only a week ago I 
think, however, there will be no danger of piracy m 
America Perhaps nobody will think it worth stealing. 

Give my best regards to William Story, and look well 
at his Cleopatra, for you will meet her again m one of 
the chapters which I wrote with most pleasure If he 
does not find himself famous henceforth, the fault wiU 
be none of mine I, at least, have done my duty by him, 
whatever dehnquency there may be on the part of other 
critics 

Smith & Elder (who seem to be pig-headed individ- 
uals) jpersist m callmg the book “Transformation,” which 
gives me the idea of Harlequin m a pantomime, but I 
have strictly enjoined upon Ticknor to call it “The Mar- 
ble Faun, a Romance of Monte-Bem ”... 

Most truly yours — 

Nathl Hawthorne. 
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Hawthorne had planned to use his English notebooks 
as material for a novel about a young American visiting 
his ancestral home When the project was laid aside, 
during the Civil War, he wrote a collection of essays 
based on his English travels Our Old Home, as he 
called his last book, was dedicated to Frankhn Pierce 
as an act of personal loyalty, at a time when Pierce was 
being reviled m the newspapers as a traitor to the North- 
ern cause Ticknor and Fields thought that Pierce’s un- 
populanty would injure the sale of the book and tried 
to persuade Hawthorne that the dedication should be 
withdrawn, that was the background of the letter he 
wrote to Fields m July 1863 The sequel was that the 
dedication was printed as written and that Hawthorne 
not only sacrificed “a thousand or two of dollars” in 
royalties but also lost the friendship of his literary neigh- 
bors in Concord There were few visitors to his house, 
the Wayside, during the last year of his life Emerson 
tore out the dedication from Our Old Home before he 
would admit the book to his library 

Concord, July 18th, '63 

Dear Fielxis, 

I thank you for your note of the 15th instant, and 
have delayed my reply thus long m order to ponder 
deeply on your advice, smoke cigars over it, and see 
what it imght be possible for me to do towards taking 
It I find that it would be a piece of poltroonery in me 
to withdraw either the dedication or the dedicatory let- 
ter My long and mtimate personal relations with Pierce 
render the dedicabon altogether proper, especially as 
regards this book, which would have had no existence 
without his kmdness, and if he is so exceedmgly un- 
popular that his name is enough to sink the volume. 
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there is so much the more need that an old friend should 
stand by him I cannot, merely on account of pecuiuary 
profit or hterary reputation, go back from what I have 
dehberately felt and thought it right to do, and if I were 
to tear out the dedication, I should never look at the 
volume agam without remorse and shame As for the 
hterary pubhc, it must accept my book precisely as I 
thmk fit to give it, or let it alone 

Nevertheless, I have no fancy for making myself a 
martyr when it is honorably and conscienbously pos- 
sible to avoid it, and I always measure out my heroism 
very accurately accordmg to the exigencies of the occa- 
sion, and should be the last man m the world to throw 
away a bit of it needlessly So I have looked over the 
concluding paragraph and have amended it m such a 
way that, while doing what I know to be justice to my 
friend, it contains not a word that ought to be objechon- 
able to any set of readers If the public of the North see 
fit to ostracize me for this, I can only say that 1 would 
gladly sacrifice a thousand or two of dollars rather than 
retain the good-will of such a herd of dolts and mean- 
spirited scoundrels I enclose the rewritten paragraph, 
and shall wish to see a proof of that and the whole dedi- 
cabon . Your friend, 

Nathl Hawthorne. 

In the years before his death Hawthorne was desper- 
ately trymg to wnte a novel about a man who discov- 
ered the secret of eternal life He had started it m 1861 
and laid it aside after completing an unsabsfactory first 
draft In 1863 he found what he thought was the nght 
framework for the story and began working on a book 
that he tentabvely called “The Dolhver Romance ” 
Much against his custom, but with his English savings 
nearly exhausted, he agreed to pubhsh the novel serially 



A BUNDLE OF LETTERS 631 

in die Atlantic MoTtthly, which Fields was then editing. 
The first instalment, ready for pubhcation m January 
1864, was written in his happiest style, but by that tune 
Hawthorne’s health had become so frail that he couldn’t 
go on with his work The malady from which he suffered 
seemed mysterious to his family, one doctor with whom 
I discussed his recorded symptoms guessed that he suf- 
fered from a stomach ulcer which had turned mahgnant. 
Hawthorne himself knew that the end was near when he 
wrote to Fields two months before he died. 

Concord, Feb 25th, '64 

Dear Fields, 

I hardly know what to say to the public about this 
abortive Romance, though I know pretty well what the 
case will be I shall never fimsh it Yet it is not quite 
pleasant for an author to announce himself, or to bo 
announced, as finally broken down as to his hterary 
faculty. It IS a pity that I let you put this work in your 
programme for the year, for I had always a presentiment 
that It would fail us at the pinch Say to the public what 
you think best, and as little as possible, — ^for example — 
“We regret that Mr. Hawthorne’s Romance, announced 
for this magazine some months ago, shll hes upon the 
author’s wribng-table, he havmg been mtemipted in his 
labor upon it by an impaired state of health”— or — ^“We 
are sorry to hear (but know not whether the PubUc will 
share our grief) that Mr Hawthorne is out of health and 
IS thereby prevented, for the present, from proceeding 
with another of his promised (or threatened) Romances, 
intended for this magazine” — or — “Mr Hawthorne’s 
bram is addled at last, and, much to our satisfaction, he 
teUs us that he cannot possibly go on with the Romance 
announced on the cover of the January magazme Wo 
consider him finally shelved, and shall take early occa- 
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Sion to buiy him under a heavy article, carefully sum- 
ming up his merits (such as they were) and his de- 
ments, what few of them can be touched upon in our 
limited space” — or — “We shall commence the pubhca- 
tion of Mr Hawthorne’s Romance as soon as that gen- 
tleman chooses to forward it We are quite at a loss how 
to account for this delay in the fulfilment of his contract, 
especially as he has already been most hberally paid for 
the first number ” 

Say anything you hke, in short, though I really don’t 
beheve that the public will care what you say or whether 
you say anything If you choose, you may pubhsh the 
first chapter as an insulated fragment, and charge me 
With $100 of overpayment I cannot finish it unless a 
great change comes over me, and if I make too great 
an effort to do so, it will be my death, not that I should 
care much for that, if I could fight the battle through 
and wm it, thus ending a hfe of much smoulder and 
scanty fire in a blaze of glory But I should smother my- 
self m mud of my own making 

I mean to come to Boston soon, not for a week, but 
for a single day, and then I can talk about my sanitary 
prospects more freely than I choose to write I am not 
low-spirited, nor fanciful, nor freakish, but look what 
seem to be reahties m the face, and am ready to take 
whatever may come If I could but go to England now, 
I think that the sea voyage and the “Old Home" might 
set me all nght 

This letter is for your own eye, and I wish especially 
that no echo of it may come back m your notes to me. 

Your friend, 

Nathl Hawthorne 

P S Give my kindest regards to Mrs Fields, and tell 
her that one of my choicest ideal places is her drawmg- 
room, and therefore I seldom visit it 
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